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beautiful cast mm léhe nose of the mt.
A A

I slowly began my retrive, taking up the slack, and then paused to let
ane(

Frank see my fly riding out there so high and dry, Jjust %t beyond IM
' Moo Gobber oo /00) LT, costimg w«zu— P NS s,
floating bobber. AThen I reeled in a ew turns and the bobber an fl twitched

toward & me on the calm pond.
"Whain!" went the trout; back reared the/\fisherman——and nothing happened.
- "He hit at your bobber and not at the fly!" Frank shouted.
"So I observe," I remarked flushlng, as I reeled in my bobber and fly
and prepared to make another cast. »QM sl Mt f? miy @ .
"Should have hooks on the bobber," Frank remarked, as I shot her out again,
und.lhe trout again whammed at theAbobber as I dragged in omer his feeding spot.
"Wrong fly," I muttered, waled to tie on a bi ushy-hackleg wa

fly in place of the numbér lha. Three times I cat her out ané three times thef

YO et
big trout whammed at the bobber, completely ignoring my primary lure aa’.foeet

beyond. I stood thereWatheriﬁg darkness, batting mosquitoes and waiting

)

for him to rise again.

"Looks like you finally put him down," Frankx sald. "Too bad you can't cast

#g ure w1thout al the commotgn pf t?é b%bber." . y zZ ‘ a uaht

MW stumbled and,:loshed back to the fish car through
.0 lirmeeG 7

the da::‘kA "Look, chum," I said #:mnmg has solved plenty of fishing problems
already.% #Do you also expect it to cast a small ?ly way out. there

seventy or eighty feet, too? »MM& 7"“’ W M

"Yes," Frank replied, ungratefully, as we gained my model A Ford, thus

ending his first lesson into the mysteries of spinning.

Frank Russell and I didn't fish together the balance of the season.aﬁr
z Y 4 '
Likts on-hes om-him-until—th ing Me i, 0 tgheudhifa&mé‘-
APlorida. Then in the middle of a howling March night the phone rang. 1 rolled out

of bed and staggered to the phone, mutter g/‘curses.

2.




"Hello," I spat into the phone.

"This is Frank Russell," a cheerful voice answered. "1 just eﬂi‘d’\home

from Florida." &

"Whyz2" %Amutteaed,)leaning against the wall.

Frank ignored this thrust. "You remember that time last summer you took
menspinning?" he bubbled on.

"It has haunted me ever since," I muttered.

"You remember I said we should find a way to spin cast a light fly way
out--and then reel 'er in without any bobbers or anyting to scare br distract
the fish?"

"Yup," I answered, sinking wearily to a chair and failing to stifle a yawn.

"Well," he shirped on triumphanfly. "I've solved it} I've found a way
to spin cast a number 20 dr;ﬂﬂzyfelghty or ninety feet—-and have her float out
there high and dry with nothing attached but ﬁﬁﬁ;nilnetbhxl-liﬂﬁ4”

AMy, my," I murmuredh gropin for words. "I'm glad you got me up in the

! ]

middlé of the night to tell mey I couldn't“have slept another wink : you
hadn't." 5 g

"It's a little late to come u;;‘ag.f Frank conceded. "I'll be up the first
thing in the morning. Goodnight."

"Glup," I said, and staggered back to bed.

ANV

Fr, roote;‘ ;us out of bed at ?‘?OQ—A-F-“./‘the following morning=-a Sunday--

a?l’cll’:?or the first timeysi . me into th_e n}ysteries of the Russell Castaway!
(.patan.t_app].ied-.ﬁon-)-,—-wh—:i:ek;\to m:‘giggut single step forward in the
art of spin fis?%:%spinning mx itself was first conceived. The Russell
Castaway isAI'evolutionary. Now that it is protected by patent proceedings, here it
is, publicly explained for the first time. I'll let Frank describe it in his own

wordss:




"Last week I was walking down a street in Miami," Frank said. "I didn't

even own a spinning outfit yet. But for days I had been haunted by the spinning

problem prese?ted ot that trout pond last summer: ow to cast a light surface

lure half waAto Hades--and have her way out there without Abo bers or asmy
weights attached."

"Hm," I said uncertainly.Z?

"Well--I'm walking down this street and all of a sudden it came to me,"
he said.

"What came to you?" I said.

"The answer," Frank said, glaring at such stupidity. »W
FAslags sy and G B P

I stared out of the kitchen window &t the whirling March wint,er.A"Oh,"
I said. "What is it?"
Frank reached in his fishing vest--I1 swear he was wearing one--and pulled

out a piece of Anylon leader material about six inches long. '"This is the

Russell Castaway," he said, thrusting the thing at me.

: i gingerly reachiup(i%' t}:e gadg;t; ﬁmne end was tied a simpke Asnap swivel.

Ab~bhe—other, was tied)lq barbless hook, about a number six. I stared at Frank.
4 Riox
He then reached in his magic vest and produced a small rectangular piece of
APt
Jead with a hole through it and deftly hooked it over the babbless hook.
WYou fie the business end of your spinning line on toﬂthis hook," Frank

[ {J - - -
explained glibYy, like a brush salesman, and snap m1ue on the k& the snap
on ajwaghl Jrovwrg A
swiv‘e;7 and cast her out." Eq went oy/. F-sat-up,
W oy “f,%t’ R
A

"Suppose you want to fish a small fly?" I sai%.
ow /“f“’b‘“
uTthﬁtieAa pizr piece of Aleader‘---or aA i of your monofilament spinning

line, if your using that--¢# to your snap swivel, and youf're in business."

"What happens to the lead weight when you make your cast?" I asked.




freser g . o,

L8

"I ve designed the Castawm drops off ¥ upon contact with the

water," Frank explained.
"But wouldn't the, weight of yourﬁ snapk swivel and welght. ook on the eastawayM

ol Lodlios
sag your l’ineAand pull a dry fly under?" I‘ persisted, trymg/\to pick holesw%%.

."Only with the lightest of dry flies,.(" Frank explained. "When you're using 1;
~smadl dry flies you attagh a small floating & popper to yo:g;:wwel M
Qe
u/Ml.: weight gi the! stawayAdoes?z:o ull voi 1. under. Larger dry flies wi
support Ihv-m-c/\weig t ﬂ‘ W
"Doesn't the plop of the lead welgbtxscare the flsh"WW

/Y)’\Mt
"It could," Frank admitted. "But not half as much as your{pléstlc-bobber.

And you can always cast beyond the rise to avoid that."

"You mean, you hang a new lead welght on for every cast?" 1 said.

“Exactly " Frank answered. #“" W MM wz

"Do yo Aa small boy on each trbp to carry the lead weights?" 256

"Yoq‘ et nearly a hundred casfs out #}ound of lead weights," Frank
Amdd e bl of fly] ope

answered. Mo fisherman that. Tiwed ever worried about toting gear." He paused.

t do you expect, anyway?" he demanded. "Chimes?"

So that, fellow flshermen, is the story of the Russell Ca taway. It w:Lll

%:‘y‘ou to cast any lure in your fly box as_ far as :the av:.est. sp1nn1
s revolu ionary, sensation and dlabollca.l. What's more, ” actua E;

works....- M{, “’M Zt/ Lf/( J.A.A’L TLLAé/h'- A A




‘Written by:
John D. Voelker

Ishpeming, Michigan

SPINNING IS JUST BEGINNING

(The Story of the Hussell Castaway)

%byzu, Yot
e

OnoA?vcning two years ago I initiated Frank Russell of Marquette, Michigan

into the mysteries of spinning. As every fisherman now knows, spinning is no

mystery at all, but is a simple method of fishing built around a froe:‘m

A
distance casts with small weighted lures their first time out.

W
anti-backlash reel which permits children and ‘Awomen to make beautiful

"See," I told Frank, casting a Preska Perch half way across the little
dusk-shrouded Upper Feninsula trout pond which we were fishing. I flipped the
reel catch with a bored professional yawn and slowly began my retrieve.

"You've got a strike!" Frank shouted as my spinning line suddenly tishtoned'
and my rod tip bent like a graduation hoop.

"Yeah," I grunted between clenched teeth as I strained at the line, which
finally went ?apqng!"-—thus separating me from another dollar lure and twenty-
odd yardsAgz:;I::?r'"I was hung up on a snag. Pond's too shallow."

"Hm," Frank hummed as I stood there and foolishly reeled in the balance
of my empty line. "Spinning's fine when you got lots of deep water to run your
weighted lures through." '

"Right," I muttered, as I tied on inother dollar's worth of snag bait and

heaved it Zut at a nice rising trout. This time, by rapid reeling, I managed to

keep Q’iaway from the bottom. I also managed to keep it away from the trout.




"Too bad you can't throw a light fly or sumpin' at that feeding trout,"
Frank said., "Even I can see he wants a surface lure.”

I smiled to myself evilly in the dusk as I quickly tied a pumber 14 dry fly
to the end of my monofilament nylon line. I'd show Frank anoth ﬁ::gghning tricks.
I then fished a simple plastic bait bobber out of my vest and hooked it on to the
spinning line about seven feet back of the fly, quickly disengaged my reel, ands-
if I say so myself--made a beautiful cast just beyond the nose of the feeding trout.

I slowly began my retrieve, taking up the slack, and then pmx paused to let
Frank see my fly riding out there so purty and high and dry, Jjust seven feet beyond
the floating bobber. "The bobber acts both as your casting weight and your float,"
I proudly explained. Then I reeled in a few turns and the bobber and dry fly
twitched toward me on the calm pond.

"Wham!" went the trout; back reared the wily fisherman--and nothing happened.

"He hit at your bobber and not at the fly!" Frank shouted.

"So I observe," I remarked, flushing, as I reeled in my bobber and fly and
prepared to make another cast. I made a few short side o dry my fly.

(::EEEEEEE—;ave hooks on the bobber," Frank remar;:;; shot her out again.

The trout again whammed at the plastic bobber as I dragged in over his feeding

spot.

"Wrong fly," I muttered, as I fumbled to tie on a big bashyhhacklod dry fly

in place of the number 14. If my trout wanted big stuff I eﬂgive it to him...
Three times I cast her out and three times the big trout whammed at the plastiec
bobber, completely ignoring my primary lure seven feet beyond. I stood there
dolefully in the gathéring darkness, batting mosquitoes and waiting for him to
rise again.




"Looks like you finally put him down," Frank said.( "Too bad you can't cast

a light lure without all the commotion of that bobber."

"I give up," I said. "Let's go back to town and catch a cold beer." ﬁ
Ln sk oaesl
As we stumbled and sloshed back to the fish car through the dark I-turmed-
o - 7|

awnd
Ato Frank. "Look, chum," I said, "spinning has solved plenty of fishing problems

already. Do you also exput" it to cast a small weightless fly way out there
seventy or eighty feet, too? What do you expect, chimes?"
"Yes," Frank replied, ungratefully, as we gained my model A Ford, thus

ending his first lesson into the mysteries of spinning.

Frank Russell and I didn't fish together the balance of the season. That

-

winter I heard he'd left for Florida. Theﬁ i.n'tze‘mi dle ’of a howling larch%,‘d(
nbgiat the phone rang. I rolled out of bed and staggered to the phone, mttering%
uf Liaer midnight curses.

"Hello," I spat into the phone.

"This is Frank Russell,” a cheerful voice answered. "I just got home from
Florida."

"Why?" 1 hissed, leaning against the wall.

Frank ignored this thrust. "You remember that time last summer you took

b

"It has haunted me ever since," I muttered. ogv

me out spinning?" he bubbled on.

"You remember I said we should find a way to spin cast a light flyAlway

out--and then reel 'er in without any bobbers or anything to scare or distract
"the fish?"
"Yup;®. 1 anmvero/} sinking wearily to a chair and failing to stifle a yawn.
"Well," he chirped on triumphantly, "I've solved it! I've found a way to
spin cast a number 20 dry fly way out -o:-.'nhnt% feet--and have her float
out there high and dry with nothing attached but the spin line and the leader."




"My, my," I murmured hatefully, groping for words. "I'm glad you got me
up in the middle of the night to tell me all this. I couldn't have slept
another wink if you hadn't."

"It's a little late to come up tonight." Frank conceded. "I'll be up the
first thing in the morning. Goodnight."

"Glup," I said, and staggered back to bed.

Frank rooted us out of bed at seven the following morning--a Sunday--and
over black coffee for the first time initiated me into the mysteries of the
Russell Castaway. This invention is to my mind the biggest gingle step forward
in the art of spin fishing since spinning itself was first conceived. The Russell
Castaway is nothing less than revolutionary. Now that it is protected by patent
proceedings, here it is, publiely explained for the first time. I'll let Frank

deseribe it in his own words:

"Last week I was walking down a street in Miami, FPrank said. "I dmmk didn't

-~

even own a spinning outfit yet. But for days I had been haunbed by the spinning

problem presented on that trout pond last summer: how to cast a light surface
lure half way from here to Hades--and have her way out there without any bobbers
or weights attached.”

"Hm," I said uncertainly.

"Well--I'm walking down this street and all of a sudden it came to me,"
he said.

"What came to you®" I said.

"The answer," Frank said, glaring at such stupidity.

I stared out of the kitchen window at the whirling March winter. Fishing and

it's problems seemed a million light years away. "Oh," I said. "What is it?"




Frank reached in his fishing vest--l1 swear he was wearing one--and pulled
out a piece of stout nylon leader material about six inches long. "This is the
Russell Castaway," he said, thrusting the thing at me.

IW for the gadget. At one end was tled a small snap swivel.
The other end was tied with silk thread uprt.he shank of a piain barbless bait
hook, about a number six. I stared at Frank. He then reached in his magic vest
and produced a small rectangular plece of lead with a hole through it and deftly
hooked it over the ba_rbless hook.

"You tie the business end of your spinning line on to the eye of this hook,"

Frank explained glibly, like a brush siesman,"and snap your lure--any lure--

onfthe snap awivel,Ahang on Aq&e&weigh’q’)and cast fer out," he went on.

I sat up, trying to hide my growing excitement. "Suppose you want to fish
a small fly?" I said.

"Then you tie on a piece of regular leader--or a length of your monofilament
spinning line, if your using that--to your snap swivel, and you're in business.”

"What happens to the lead weight when you make your cast?" I asked.

nI've designed the Castaway so that the lead weight drops off upon contact
with the water," Frank explained.

"But wouldn't the combined weight of your metal snap swivel and the weight
hook on the Castaway itself sag your line and leader and pull a dry fly under?"
I persisted, t.ryihg hard to pick holes in the thing.

*Only with the lightest of dry flies, " Prank explained. "When you're using
tiny dry flies you attach a small floating popper to your swivel--Jjust enough to
support the weight of the Castaway so that it doesn't pull your fly under. Then
you've got two working lures... Larger dry flies will support the trifling
weight of the Castaway without a popper. Basically the idea of my invention is

to cast out an expendable casting weight."




"Doesn't the plop of the lead weight on the water scare the fish?" I
persisted.

"It could," Frank admitted. "But no more than a conventional spinning lure
~and not half as much as your sloshing plastic-bobber. And you can always cast
beyond the rise to avoid that."

"You mean, you hang a new lead weight on for every cast?" I said.

"Exactly," Frank answered. "You simply load each cast."

"Do you also provide a small boy to take on each trip to carry the lead
weights?" I inquired.

"You can get nearly a hundred casts out of a pound of lead weights," Frank

answo?ed. "And no fisherman that ever smelt of fly dope ever worried aboup

toting gear." He paused. "But what do you expect, anyway?" he demanded. "Chimes?"

So that, my fellow fishermen, is the story of the Russell Castaway. It will
permit you to cast any lure in your fly box as far as the heaviest spinning
lure. And you can cast your conventional spinning lures with the same gadget.

It is revolutionary, sensational and diabolical. What's more, the thing actually

works--like aASroeun We first tried it in the swirling March snow in my own

back yard.




SPINNING IS JUST BEGINNING

One evening two years ago I initiated Frank Russell of Marquette, Michigan

into the mysteries of spinning. As every fisherman now knows spinning is no

mystery at all, but is a simple and diabolical method of‘fishing built around
an anti-backlash reel which permits a child to make beautiful distance casts

with small weighted lures his first time out.

"See," I told Frank, casting a Presba Perch halfway across the little
dusk-shrouded trout pond which we were fishing. I flipped the reel atca catch
with a bored professional yawn and slowly began my retrieve.

"You',e got a strikel" Frank shouted as my spinning line suddenly tightened
and my spinning rod tip bent like a graduation hoop.

"Yeah," I grun ed between clenched teeth as I strained at the line, which
finally went "sping!"--thus separating me from another dollar lure and twenty-
odd yards of line. "I was hung up on a snag."

"Hm," Frank hummed as I stood there and foolishly reeled in the balance
of my empty line. "Spinning's fine when you got lots of deep water to run your
weighted iures through."

"Right," I muttered, as I tied on a new weighted lure and heave it out at
a nice rising trout. This time, by rapid reeling, I retrieved the lure safely
but the trout did not make an offer.

"Tood bad you can't throw a light fly or sumpin' at that trout." Frank said.
"Even I can see he wants a surface lure."

I smiled to myself in the dusk as I quicly tied a number 14 dry fly to the
end of my monofilament nylon line. I'd show him another spinning trick. I then
fished a plastic bobber out of my vest and hooked ih on to the line about six

feet back of the fly, quidly disengaged my reel, and--if I say so myself--made a




beautiful cast right on the nose of the rising trout.

1 slowly began my retrive, taking up the slack, and then paused to let
Frank see my fly riding out there so high and dry, just six feet beyond the
floating bobber. Then I reeled in a few turns and the bobber and fly twitched
toward £ me on the calm pond.

"Whai!" went the trout; back reared the fisherman--and nothing happened.

"He hit at your bobber and not at the fly!" Frank shouted.

"So I observe," I remarked flushing, as I reeled in my bobber and fly
and prepared to make another cast.

"Should have hooks on the bobber," Frank remarked, as I shot her out again
and the trout again whammed at the bobber as I dragged in omer his feeding spot.

"Wrong fly," I muttered, as I fumbled to tie on a bié bushy hackled dry
fly in place of the number 14. Three times I cast her out and three times thef
big trout whammed at the bobber, completely ignoring my primary lure six feet
beyond. I stood there in the gathering darkness batting mosquitoes and waiting
for him to rise again.

"Looks like you finally put him down," Franks said. "Too bad you can't cast
a light lure without all the commotion of that bobber."

I turned to Frank as we stumbled and sloshed back to the fish car through
the dark. "Look, chum," I said. "Spinning has solved plenty of fishing problems
already." I said.  "Do you also expect it to cast a small fly way out there
seventy or eighty feet, too?"

"Yes," Frank replied, ungratefully, as we gained my model A Ford, thus

ending his first lesson into the mysteries of spinning.

Frank Russell and I didn't fish together the balance of the season and I
didn't bee or hear from him until the following March. I had heard he had gone to
Dlorida. Then in the middle of a howling March night the phone rang. I rolled out

of bed and staggered to the phone, muttering curses.




"Hello," I spat into the phone.

"This is Frank Russell," a cheerful voice answered. "l just arrived home
from Florida."

"Why?" I muttered, leaning against the wall.

Frank ignored this thrust. "You remember that time last summer you took
me spinning?" he bubbled on.

ﬁIt has haunted me ever since," 1 muttered.

"You remember I said we should find a way to spin cast a light fly way
out--and then reel 'er in without any bobbers or anyting to scare br distract
the fish?"

"Yup," I answered, sinking wearily to a chair and failing to stifle a yawn.

"Well," he ehirped on triumphantly. "I've solved it} I've found a way
to spin cast a number 20 dry fly eighty or ninety feet--and have her float out
there high and dry with nothing attached but your line."

Riy, my," I murmured, groping for words. "I'm glad you got me up in the
middle of the night to tell me. I couldn't have slept another wink of you
hadn't."

"It's a little late to come up now," Frank conceded. "I'll be up the first
thing in the morning. Goodnight."

"Glup," I said, and staggered back to bed.

Frank rooted us out of bed at 7:00 A. M. the following morning--a Sunday--
and for the first time in me into the mysteries of the Russell Castaway
(patent applied for), which to my mind is the biggest single step forward in the
art of spin fishing since spinning mx itself was first conceived. The Russell

Castaway is revolutionary. Now that it is protected by patent proceedings, here it

is, publicly explained for the first time. I'll let Frank describe it in his own

words:




"I_ve designed the Castaway so that it drops off x upon contact with the

water," Frank explained.

"But wouldn't the weight of your snap swivel and weight hook on the castaway
sag your line and pull a dry fly under?" I persisted, trying to pick holes.

"Only with the lightest of dry fliea," Frank explained. "When you're using
small dry flies you attach a small floating & popper to your swivel so that the
weight of the castaway doesn't pull you fly under. Larger dry flies will
support this weight."

"Doesn't the plop of the lead weight scare the fish?" I persisted.

"It could," Frank admitted. "But not half as much as your plastic-bobber.

And you can always cast beyond the rise to avoid that."

"You mean, you hang a new lead weight on for every cast?" I said.

"Exactly," Frank answered.

"Do you take a small boy on each trop to carry the lead weights?" I said.

"You can get nearly a hundred casts out of apound of lead weights," Frank
answered. "No fisherman that liwed ever worried about toting gear." He paused.

"What do you expect, anyway”" he demanded. "Chimes?"

So that, fellow fishermen, is the story of the Russell Castaway. It will
permit you to cast any lure in your fly box as far as the heaviest spinning
lure. It is revolutionary, sensational and diabolical. What's more, it actually

works.




"Last week I was walking down a street in Miami," Frank said. "I didn't
even own a spinning outfit yet. But for days I had been haunted by the spinning
problem presented on that trout pond last summer: How to cast a light surface
lure half way to Hades--and have her way out there without bobbers or any
weights attached."

"Hm," I said uncertainly.?2

"Well--I'm walking down this street and all of a sudden it came to me,"
he said.

"What came to you?" I said.

"The answer," Frank said, glaring at such stupidity.

I stared out of the kitchen window at the whirling March winter. "Oh,"

I said. "What is it?"

Frank reached in his fishing vest--1 swear he was wearing one--and pulled
out a piece of nylon leader material about six inches long. "This is the
Russell Castaway,” he said, thrusting the thing at me.

I gingerly reached for the gadget. At one end was tied a simple snap swivel.
At the other was tied a barbless hook, about a number six. I stared at Frank.
He then reached in his magic vest and produced a small rectangular piece of
lead with a hole through it and deftly hooked it over the babbless hook.

"You fie the business end of your spinning line on to this hook," Frank
explained glibly, like a brush salesman, and snap a bass lure on the k the snap
swivel and cast her out." he went on. I sat up.

"Suppose you want to fish a small fly?" I said.

"Then tie a pimm piece of leader--or a piece of your monofilament spinning

line, if your using that--on to your snap swivel, and youf're in business."

"What happens to the lead weight when you make your cast?" I asked.




Written by:
John D. Voalker
Ishpeming, Michigan

SPINNING 15 JUST BEGINRING

(The Story of the Russell Castaway)
by
John D. Voelker

One summer evening two years ago 1 initiated Prank Russell of Harquette,

Michigan into the mysteries of spinning. is every fisherman now knows,

spinning is no mystery at all, but is a simple method of fishing built around
a free-running anti-backlash reel which permits children and nervous women to
make beautiful distance caits with small weighted lures their first time out.

"See," I told Frank, casting a Preska Perch half way across the little
dusk-shrouded Upper Feninsula trout pond which we were fishing. I flipped the
reel catch with a bored professional yawn and slowly began my retrieve.

"You've got a strike!"™ Frank shouted as my -pinning line suddenly
tightened and my rod tip bent like a gradustion hoop.

"Yeah," I grunted between clenched teeth as I strained at the line, which
finally went "spung!"-~thus separating me from another dollar lure and twenty-
odd yards of spinning line. "I was hung up on a snag. Pond's too shallow.®

"Hm," Frank hummed as I stood there and foolishly reeled in the balance
of my empty line. "Spinning's fine when you got lots of deep water to run
your weighted lures through."

"Right," I muttered, as 1 tied on another dollar's worth of snag bait and
heaved it out at a nice rising trout. This time, by rapid reeling, 1 maﬁaged
to keep my lure away from the bottom. I also managed to keep it away from the
trout.

"Too bad you can't throw a light fly or sumpin' at that feeding trout,"
Frank said. "Even I can see he wants a surface lurs."

I smiled to myself evilly in the dusk as I quickly tied s number li dry
fly to the end of my monofilaement nylon line. I'd show Frank another of my sly
spinning tricks. I then fished a simple plastic bait bobber out of ny vest andj




hooked it on to the spinning line about seven feet back of the fly, quickly
disenguged my reel, snd--if I say so myself--made a beautiful cast just bayond
the nose of the feeding trout.

I slowly began my retrieve, taking up the slack, and then paused to let
Frank see my fly riding out there so purty and high and dry, Just seven feet
beyond the floating bobber. "The bobber acts both as your casting welght and

your float," I proudly explained. Then I reeled in a few turns and the bobber

and dry fly twitched toward me on the calm pend.
"Wham!" went the trout; back reared the wily fisherman--and nothing

happened.

"He hit at your bobber and not at the fly!" Frank shouted.
"So I observe," 1 r;;anrkod, flushing, as 1 reeled in my bobber and fly and
prepared to make another c&it; I made a few short side casts to dry my fly.

I shot her out again. The brout again whammed at the plastic bobber as I
dragged in over his feeding spot. "Should have hooks on the bobber, " Fran{c
remarked, dryly.

: "Wrong fly," I muttered, as I fumbled to tie on a big bushy-hackled dry
fly in place of the number l4. If my trout wanted big stuff I'd gladly give it
to him,.. Three times I cast her out and three times the big trout whammed at
the plastic bobber, completely ignoring my primary lure seven feet beyond., I
stood there dolefully in the gathering darkness, batting mosquitoes and wait.inq
for him to rise again.

"Looks like you finally put him down,"” Frank said.

"1 give up,” I sald. "Let's go back to town and catch a cold beer."

48 we stumbled and sloshed back to the fish car through the dark Frank
said, "Too bad you can't cast a light lure without all the commotion of that
bobber."

I paused and tuz;;{d to Frank. "Look, chum,” I said, "epinning has solved
plenty of fishing problems already. Do you also want it to cast a small weight
less fly way out there seventy or eighty feet, too? What do you expect, chimesp"

"Yes," Frank replied, ungratefully, as we gained my model A Ford, thus
ending his first lesson into the mysteries of spinning.




Frank Russell and I didn't fish together the baslance of the season. That

winter I heard he'd left for Florida. Then late one night, in the middle of
a howling March blinncrd, the phone rang. I relled out of bed and staggered
to the phone, muttering a fine string of midhight curses.

"Hello," I spat into the phone.

"This is Frank-Russell,” a cheerful voice answered. "I just got home
from Florida." .‘

"Why?" I hissed, leaning against the wall.,

Frank ignored this thrust. "You remember that time last summer you took
me out spinning?" he bubbled on.

"It has haunted me ever since," I muttered.

"You remember I sald we should find a way to spin oést a light fly or
bug way out--and then reel 'er in without any bobbers or anything to scare or
distract the fish?"

"Yup," I answered, sinking wearily to a chair and failing to stifle a yawnl

"¥iell," he chirped on triumphantly, "I've solved it! I've found a way to
spin cast a number 20 dry fly way out seventy or eighty feet--and have her
float out there high and dry with nothing attached but the spin line and the
leader."

"My, my," 1 murmured hatefully, groping for words. "I'm glad you got me
up in the middle of the night to tell me all this. I couldn't have slept
another wink if you hadn't.”

"It's a little lats to come up tonight," Frank conceded. "I'll be up the
first thing in the morning, Goodnight.”

"Glup,” I said, and staggered back to bed.

Frank rooted us out of bed at seven the following morning--a Sunday--and
over black coffee for the first time initiated me into the mysteries of the
Russell Castaway. This invention is to my mind the biggest single step forward
in the art of spin fishing since spinning itself was first canceived. The
Russell Castaway is nothing less than revolutionary. Now that it is protected
by patent proceedings, here it is, publicly explained for the first time. I'll
let Frank describe it in his own words:




"Last week I was walking down a street in Miami," Frank said. "I didn't
even omn a spinning outfit yet. But for days I had been haunted by the
spinning problem presented on that trout pond last summer: how to cast a light
surface lure half way from here to Hades--and have her way out there without
any bobbers or weights attached,"

"Hm," I said uncertainly.

"Well--1'm walking down this street and all of a sudden it came to me,"
he said. |

"What came to you?" I said.

"The answer,” Frank said, glaring at such ‘stupidity.

I stared out of the kitchen window at the whirling March winter. Fishing
and it's problems seemed a million light years away. ”Oh,5 I said. "What is
it

Prank reached in his tiah:hig vest--I aswear he was wearing one--and pulled

out a piece of stout nylon leader material about six _@chos long. "This is the

Russell Cpstaway,” he said, thrusting the thing at m..

I reached gingerly for the gadget. At one end was tied a small snap swivel
The other end was tied with silk thread up the shank of & plain barbless bait
hook, about a number six. I stared at Frank. He then reached in bis magic
vest and produced a small rectangular piecs of lead with a hele through it and
deftly hooked it over the barbless hook.

"You tie the business end of your spinning line on to the oye of this hook,
Frank explained glibly, like a brush salesman, "and snap your lure--any lure--
on to the snap swivel, then hang on ocne of these lead casting weights, and cast
her out," he went on.

I sat up, trying to hide my growing excitement. "Suppese you want to fish
a small fly?" I said,

"Then you tie on & piece of regular leader--or a length of your monofila-
ment spinning line, if you're using that--to your snap swivel, and you're in
business."

"What happens to the lead weight when you make your cast?” I asked.




"Itve designed the Castaway so that the lead welght drops off upon contact
with the water," Frank explaired.

"But wouldn't the combined weight of your metal snap swivel and the weight
hook on the Castaway itself sag your line and leader and pull a dry fly under?"”
I persisted, trying hard to pick holes in the thing.

"Only with the lightest of dry flies," Frank explained. "then you're
using tiny dry flies you attach a small floating popper to your swivel--Jjust
enough to support the weight of the Castaway so that it doesn't pull your fly
under. Then you've got two working lures... Larger dry flies will support the
trifling weight of the Castaway without a popper. There is Jjust enough weight
to make sure that your leader will sink. Basically the idea of my invention is
to cast out an expendable casting weight."

"Doesn't the plop of the lead weight on the water scare the fisht" 1
persisted,

vt could," Frank admitted. "But no more than a conventional spinning lure
and not half as much as your sloshing plastic-bobber. iAnd you can always cast
beyond the rise to avoid that.”

"You mean, you hang a new lead weight on for every cast?" I said.

"Exactly,” Frank answered. "You simply load each cast."

"Do you also provide a small boy to take on each trip to carry the lead
weights?" 1 inquired.

s

"You can get nearly a hundred casts out of a pound of lead weights," Frank

answered. "And no fisherman that ever smelt of fly dope ever worried about

toting gear." He paused. "But what do you expect, anyway?" he demanded.
"Chimes?"

So that, my fellow fishermen, is the story of the Russell Cgpataway. It will
permit you to cast any lure in your fly box as far as the heaviest spinning lure
And you can cast your conventional spinning lures with the same gadget. It is
revolutionary, sensational and diabolical. What's more, the thing actually
works—1ike a charm. We first tried it in the swirling March snow in my own
back yard.
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SPINNING IS JUST BEGINNING
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One summer evening two years ago I initiated Frank Russeli of Marquette,
Michigan into the mysteries of spinning. As every fisherman now knows,
spinning is no mystery at all, but is a simple method of fishing built around
a free-running anti-backlash reel which permits children and nervous women to
make beautiful distance casts with small weighted lures their first time out.

"See," I told Frank, casting a Preska Perch half way across the little
dusk-shrouded Upper Peninsula trout pond which we were fishing. I flipped the
reel catch with a bored professicnal yawn and slowly began my retrieve.

"You've got a strike!" Frank shouted as my spinning line suddenly
tightened and my rod tip bent like a graduation hoop.

"Yeah," I grunted between clenched teeth as I strained at the line, which
finally went "spung!"--thus separating me from another dollar lure and twenty-
odd yards of spinning line. "I was hung up on a snag. Pond's too shallow."

"Hm," Frank hummed as I stood there and foolishly reeled in the balance
of my empty line. "Spinning's fine when you got lots of deep water to run
your weighted lures through."

"Right," I muttered, as I tied on another dollar's worth of snag bait and
heaved it out at a nice rising trout. This time, by rapid reeling, I managed
to keep my lure away from the bottom. I also managed to keep it away from the

trout.

"Too bad you can't throw a light fly or sumpin' at that feeding trout,"

Frank said., "Even I can see he wants a surface lure."
I smiled to myself evilly in the dusk as I quickly tied a number 14 dry
fly to the end of my monofilament nylon line. 1I'd show Frank another of my sly

spinning tricks. I then fished a simple plastic bait bobber out of my vest and




hooked it on to the spinning line about seven feet back of the fly, quickly
disengaged my reel, and--if I say so myself--made a beautiful cast just beyond
the nose of the feeding trout.

I slowly began my retrieve, taking up the slack, and then paused to let
Frank see my fly riding out there so purty and high and dry, just seven feet
beyond the floating bobber. "The bobber acts both as your casting weight and
your float," I proudly expléined. Then~I reeled in-a few turns and the bobber
and dry fly twitched toward me on the calm pond.

"Wham!" went the trout; back reared the wily fisherman--and nothing
happened.q

"He hit at your bobber and not at the fly!" Frank shouted.

"So I observe," I remarked, flushing, as I reeled in my bobber and fly and
prepared to make another cast. I made a few short side casts to dry my fly.

I shot her out again. The tr;ut again whammed at the plastic bobber as I
dragged in over his feeding spot. "Should have hooks on the bobber," Frank
remarked, dryly.

"Wrong fly," I muttered, as I fumbled to tie on a big bushy-hackled dry
fly in place of the number 14. If my trout wanted big stuff I'd gladly give it
to him... Three times I cast her out and three times the big trout whammed at
the plastic bobber, completely ignoring my primary lure seven feet beyond. I
stood there dolefully in the gathering darkness, batting mosquitoes and waiting
for him to rise again.

"Looks like you finally put him down," Frank said.

"I give up," I said. "Let's go back to town and catch a cold beer."

As we stumbled and sloshed back to the fish car through the dark Frank
said, "Too bad you can't cast a light lure without all the commotion of that

bobber."

I paused and tuggh to Frank. "Look, chum," I said, "spinning has solved

plenty of fishing problems already. Do you alsc want it to cast a small weight-
less fly way out there seventy or eighty feet, too? What do you expect, chimes?
"Yes," Frank replied, ungratefully, as we gained my model A Ford, thus

ending his first lesson into the mysteries of spinning.




Frank Russell and I didn't fish together the balance of the season. That
winter I heard he'd left for Florida. Then late one night, in the middle of
a howling March blizzard, the phone rang. I rolled out of bed and staggered
to the phone, muttering a fine string of midnight curses.

"Hello," I spat into the phone.

"This is Frank Russell," a cheerful voice answered. "I just got home
from Florida."

"Why?" I hissed, leaning against the wall.

Frank ignored this thrust. "You remember that time last summer you took
me out spinning?" he bubbled on.,

"It has haunted me ever since," I muttered.

"You remember I said we should find a way to spin cast a light fly or
bug way out--and then reel 'er in without any bobbers or anything to seare or
distract the fish?"

"Yup," I answered, sinking wearily to a chair and failing to stifle a yawn

"Well," he chirped on triumphantly, "I've solved it! I've found a way to

spin cast a number 20 dry fly way out seventy or eighty feet—-and have her

float out there high and dry with nothing attached but the spin line and the

leader."

"My, my," I murmured ﬁatefully, groping fof words. "I'm glad you got me
up in the middle of the night to tell me all this. I couldn't have slept
another wink if you hadn't."

"It's a little late to come up tonight," Frank conceded. "I'll be up the
first thing in the morning. Goodnight."

"Glup," I said, and staggered back to bed.
3

Frank rooted us out of bed at seven the following morning--a Sunday=--and
over black coffee for the first time initiated me into the mysteries of the
Russell Castaway. This invention is to my mind the biggest single step forward
in the art of spin fishing since spinning itself was first conceived. The
Russell Castaway is nothing less than revolutionary, Now that it is protected
by patent proceedings, here it is, publicly explained for the first time. I'll

let Frank describe it in his own words:




"Last week I was walking down a street in Miami," Frank said. "I didn't
even own a spinning outfit yet. But for days I had been haunted by the
spinning problem presented on that trout pond last summer: how to cast a light
surface lure half way from here to Hades--and have her way out there without
any bobbers or weights attached."

"Hm," I said uncertainly.

"Well--I'm walking down this street and all of a sudden it came to me,"
he said.

"What came to you?" I said.

"The answer,ﬁ Frank said, glaring at such stupidity.

I stared out of the kitchen window at the whirling March winter. Fishing
and it's problems seemed a million light years away. "Oh," I said. "What is
itz"

Frank reached in his fishing vest--I swear he was wearing one--and pulled
out a piece of stout nylon leader material about six inches long. "This is the
Russell Cgstaway," he said, thrusting the thing at me.

I reached gingerly for the gadget. At one end was tied a small snap swivel
The other end was tied with silk thread up the shank of a plain barbless bait
hook, about a number six. I stared at Frank. He then reached in his magic
vest and produced a small rectangular piece of lead with a hole through it and
deftly hooked it over the barbless hook.

"You tie the business end of your spinning line on to the eye of this hook,

Frank explained glibly, like a brush salesman, "and snap your lure--any lure--

on to the snap swivel, then hang on one of these lead casting weights, and cast

her out," he went on.

I sat up, trying to hide my growing excitement. "Suppose you want to fish
a small fly?" I said.

"Then you tie on a piece of regular leader--or a length of your monofila-
ment spinning line, if you're using that-—to your snap swivel, and you're in
business."

"What happens to the lead weight when you make your cast?" I asked.




"I've designed the Castaway so that the lead weight drops off upon contact
with the water," Frank explained. . '

"But wouldn't the combined weight’of your metal snap swivel and the weight
hook on the Castaway itself sag your line and leader and pull a dry fly under?"
I persisted, trying hard ﬁo pick holes in the thing.

"Only with the lightest of dry flies," Frank explained. "When you're
using tiny dry flies you attach a small floating popper to your swivel--just
enough to support the weight of the Castaway so that it doesn't pull your fly
under. Iggg(you've got two working lures... Larger dry flies will support the
trifling weight of the Castaway without a popper. There is Jjust enough weight
to make sure that your leader will sink. Basically the idea of my invention is
to cast out an expendable casting weight."

"Doesn't the plop of the lead weight on the water scare the fish?" I

persisted.

"It could," Frank admitted. "But no more than a conventional spinning lure

and not half as much as your sloshing plastic-bobber. And you can always cast
beyond the rise to avoid that."

"You mean, you hang a new lead weight on for every cast?" I said.

"Exactly," Frank answered. "You simply load each cast."

"Do you also provide a small boy to take on each trip to carry the lead
weights?" I inquired.

"You can get nearly a hundred casts out of a pound of lead weights," Frank
answered. "And no fisherman that ever smelt of fly dope ever worried about
toting gear." He paused. '"But what do you expect, anyway?" he demanded.

"Chimes?"

So that, my fellow fishermen, is the story of the Russell C,staway. It will
permit you to cast any lure in your fly box as far as the heaviest spinning lure
And you can cast your conventional spinning lures with the same gadget. It is
revolutionary, sensational and diabolical. What's more, the thing actually
works--like a charm. We first tried it in the swirling March snow in my own

back yard,




