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One 

SPINNING IS JUST BEGINNING -"u-~~~) 
( ?b. ~ 'I~ /?u,~~ e't211tZ:. a 9> 

evening two years ago I in~ Frank Russell of Marquette, Michigan 

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

mystery at al~, but is a simple awl I] Pl J • uil. P.eth_od of fishing b~lt around 
Q., .L.J~1- A~ 41'¢4 +- I/:~ a,.-f, ~ ~ 
an/\~ti-backl; ~h ~e~l which p:rmits ~ Ato make beautiful distance casts 

with small weighted lure~ irst time out. 

"See," I told ~~g a Pre~a Perch haf ay across the little 

dusk-shroud~ 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 tightened 

and my 1pjasins rod tip bent lik~ a graduation hoop. 

"Yeah," I grun Led between clenched teeth as I strained at the line, which 

finally went "splingl"-thus separating me from another dollar lure and twenty-
,0 I " 

odd yards of line. "I was hung up on a snag.• IT~ ~ ~ 
"Hm, 11 Frank hwnmed 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 • NJ 
,~,/,~~· 

~~ • 

"Right," I muttered, as I tied on.......,A1,ei~lA&ci J and E6%~~~ :,:~r--, 
:,nice risfug tr: t• Thi•~~~id reeling, I/\~~•••••~ ¼ 
~ t=r:~ an offen ~P,,., ~~~ ~ 

11 Too bad you can't bhrow a light fly or sumpin' at t ~ r~~" Frank said. \ 

weighted lures through." 

"Even I can see he wants a surface lure. 11 

I smiled to myse~ he dusk as I qui~y tied a number 14 dry fly to the . /\ ,. 1 ft&I,., 
end of my monofilament nylon line. I'd show ~ another spinning trici. I then 

Al~ ~ 7°r,A • • 

fishect~i -plasticfbobber out of my vest and hooked in on to ~~:~bout~ ~ 
~ ~ ~ 

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

I. 



~eauti!ul cast S: !?:~e of the ~~tut. 
r A ~ 

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

Frank see my fly riding out ~r~ ~h~ dry, just_ ~t beyond ~9e ~ "JI. ~ 
•1:tfw~~(a..~~~~~~~> A~ 

floating bobber. /\ Then I reeled in a few turns an~ the ~bber and",1-fly twitched r 

toward il me on the calm pond. • ~ 
"Wha.ltl" went the trout; back reared the~ erman--and nothing happened, 

11He hit at your bobber and not at the fly!" Frank shouted. 

"So I observe, 11 

and prepared to make 

I remarked flushing, ~I reeled in my bobber and fly 
I tv ./L_ 

another cast. Q~A ~ uv.,,,&, 't ~ IY>'11 rr7 

"Should have hooks on the bobber," Frank remarked, as I shot her out again. 
,, ~.l-:c--

t!IIQJ:.he trout again whammed at tne bobber as I dragged in oaer his feeding spot. 

" ''Wrong fly, 11 I mut?tred, as I fumbled to tie on a bi&.}mshy-hackle1 dr _ 
~~k.;.~.L,t, - • w.............,.,, 

fly in place of the numb r ~ Three times I ~~t her out an~ ee times the,f 
~ /\ 

big trout whammed at the:bobber, completely ignoring my primary lure ~t 

beyond, I stood there~athering darkness)batting mosquitoes and :aiting 

for him to rise again. 

"Looks like you finally put him down, 11 Frankll said. "Too bad you can I t cast 
~ ,, 

a mhtj ure. without alJ. the commotj.i;>~pf t at, 12.2bber. II ' A 7e4 A - __,,,, ~. 
'tt " ~~,"'.14-..~."~~~a,,.,,,.,~~--~ • 
f~I.Ot~~~~~ stumb~: ana sloshed back to the fish car through 

the darkA "L~ok, chum, 11 I sai~ 'Tinning has solved ~~~~ fishing problems 

already. ~Jr ~ Do you also expect it to cast a smau/1.y -:;;_y out there 
,.I <# J_ !.'~ • ? " 

seventy or eighty feet, too?UJ.,fA,/#,fl U 'f'1"4' ~I ~ • 
"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 ba~ f tq, seaso~•~L.-,, 

~ •• ••• • • 1,.,, r,.,. b.., .,..;,1 Oho following,.,,,.,,,,. I ~ h ... !,d g.,,.,(;: -

---; lorida. Then in the middle of a howling March night the phone rang. I rolled out 

of bed and staggered to the phone, mutter~~ 
7\ 



; 
"Hello, 11 I spat into the phone. 

"This is Frank Russell," a cheerful voice answered. 111 just~ home 
/\ 

from Florida." , 
• ~) 

"Why?" I ffllo\ttepe,g, leaning against the wall. 

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

me 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 way 

out--and then reel 'er in without any bobber s or anyting to scare br distract 

the fish?" 

"Yup, 11 I answered, sinking wearily to a chair and failing to stifle a yawn. 

"Well, 11 he ehirped on trium~ ly. "I've solved it1 I've found a way 

to spin cast a number 20 dry~ eighty or ninety feet--and have her float out 
I\ -r/.N ~ ~ " 

there high and dry with nothing attached but ~ line tll,k.d ~ -
~ A -1 

AMy, my," I murmured/I gr~~ words. "I'm glad you got me up in the 

middle of the night to tell me~ I couldn't have slept another wink { you 

hadn't." 
,, 

~ -
11It 1 s a little late to come up ..,r Frank conceded. "I'll be ·up the first 

A 
thing in the morning. Goodnight." 

11Glup, 11 I said, and staggered back to bed. 

~t 
F~ o~ o':t. of. bed at ?-t-QQ .\, ~ the following morning--a Sunday­

~ or the first tim~ . me into the mysteries of the Russell Castaway• 
,., m,~~~ J 

'-Patent appJiea ..t:e•Js whieh to my mind 9-the biggest single step forward in the 

" art of spin fis~~~spinning lUl itself was first conceived. The Russell 

Castaway~ lutionary. 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 pres"}/,:: ~•t trout pond last s.-r: .t. to cast a light surface 

lure half wa~t;·Hades--and have her way out there withou~ers or '9111!" 

weights attached." 

"Hrn, 11 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, glar~g at such .stupidity. ~~ 
I stared out of the kitchen t~~~e~ i = wint er. "Oh, 11 

••• •
7 

• 
.A 

I said. "What is it?" 

Frank reached in his fishing vest--I swear he was wearing one--and pulled 
~ 

out a piece of /\nylon leader material about six inches long. 11 This is the 

Russell C.astaway, 11 he sa~~s~the thing at me. ~ 

"'-~g~ react~::J::,.j;d¥-t:..,.,,J,~e end was tied a ajmpJe/\snap swivel. 

A• •ho e'-IM1A was tieaA,9 barbless" hook, about a number six. I stared at Frank. 
l.~ 

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 babble~ ook. 

l1You ta the business end of your spinning line on ttf,t,:t!' hook, '/ Frank 
.b~~ If ~A_ ... ~~--

expl~!.iaJ.~e a brush ~salesmanM snap ~ lurA on the ia. the snap 

swive1,land cast her ou~ " j}~ went o • -¼-~t u,i. 

01 J~ ,--,,,~"' ~ • • 
lT "iuppose you want to fish a small fly?"~ 

1' 11Th~ iec;;:-JllDtB. pie::$,der--or aA • of your monofilament spinning 

line, if your using that--4' to your snap swivel, and youf're in business." 

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

11 1 ve designed the Castaway so 
.. 

water," Frank explaine~ ~ 

"But wo~. ~eight of your~ snap swivel anti,_ wefy,hµ oo the l staway ~ 
sag your line ,:nd pull a dry fly under?" r( persisted, trying/\to pick holes.,,;.,~~. 

II 

7
~y with the lightest of dry flies, Frank exp],.ained. 11Wh~n- you' .re usi~g . ~ 

,e..;;i;;i. Kr,, flies you <J;ta~,_a s,nall floati k popper to yoqr swivel ,t:tr;.?,1., 
~ /\ 4#'u~ 1'3:X ~ ~tW? ~ .t '\<-. 

~ weight ti:,_ t)le£ s:awa~~ ul yo f y uncler J\ Larger dry flies will • • • 

support "'8W ~t~ ~ QI ~ -11,,,. -~ • 
/\ If"- k,,.,.,~ 

"Doesn't the plop of the lead weigh;(scare the fish?" I per*st.~4~ 
11'1.A' /l')\♦U -tl1.w1"' "-' ~ 

11It could, 11 Frank admitted. 11But{ not half as much as yo~,t_Plj st~c_-.bobber. 

And you can always cast beyond the rise to avoid that." ~ 
"You mean, you hang a new lead weight on for evecy cast?" I said. " 

''~-~JJ..._4-..L ue•~~._z'_ 
"Exactly' II Frank answered. ~-~ ,- -r - ~~ 
~~ 14Ww ~ ~ ·-

"Do yo~ a small boY: on each trtp to carry the lead weights?" I ~ ' 

. " i'\ _L A 
"Yoq, s._an ~et nearly a hundre~:;lt, out j>/_ J P_.ound of lead weights, 

11 
Frank 

(Ml«. p,<A, t>{~ -~ 
answered. o fisherman that~ ever worried about toting gear.tt He paused. 

"~~ "' f•t do you expect, anyway?" he demanded. "Chimes?" ,. 
So that~ow fishermen, is the story of the Russell Castaway, It will 

I\ ;Elk. , .. ~ ~r-
pe ou to ca~ { ~ re in your f!Y box as far as,Jhe h aviest spinnin~ 
~ ~ .... ,( --~--.. ~ ' ~ 

lure. A.It ~ olu ionary, sensatio~ and diabolical_. ?Hat's more, ilJ, actua y 

# /_ -~,.~ - Y. , •• - ~ ~ /\ ' 
works-- ~A-~. vV. /\ • ~ ~ UU.A -eA-1 -TV-_,A,,.,V 

~~~. • ' 
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~written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

~ 

SP.fflNING IS JUST BIDINNING 

( The Story of the J. us sell Castaway) 

OneAevening two years ago I initiated Frank rtussell of arquette, Michigan 

into the mysteries of spinning. s every fisherman now knows, spinning is no -"' • mystery at all, but is a simple method of fishing built around a free-~ 

anti-backlash reel which permits children an~~;ab½::e~mak: beautiful 

distance casts ith 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 professional. yawn and slowly began my retrieve. 

uyou•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 lin, which 

finally went 11 spung! 11 --thus separating me from another dollar lure and twenty-
~ 

odd yards o)\ line. 11 I was hung up on a snag. Pond's too shallow. 11 

"Hrn," Frank hummed as I stood there and foolishly reeled in the b¥ance 

o! my empty line. "Spinning's fine when you got lots of deep water to run your 

weighted lures through." 

"Right, 11 I muttered, as I tied on another dollar's worth of snag bait and 

heaved itC,t a nice rising trout. This time, by rapid reeling, I managed to 

keep~away from the bottom. I also managed to keep it away trom the trout. 



11Too 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. I'd show Frank anotir~~ trick.5 • 
.I\ 

I then fished a simple plastic b~it 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 pm paused to let 

Frank see my fly riding out there so purty and high and dry, just seven feet beyond 

the floating bobber. 11The 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. 

"!!h!!!ll II went the trout; back reared the wily tisherman--and nothing happened. 

11He hit at your bobber and not at tho fly!" frank shouted. 

"So I observe," I remarked, flusliling, as I reeled in my bobber and tly and 

prepared to make another cast. 

"Should have hooks on the bobber," Frank remarked, 

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

"Wrong fly, 11 I muttered, as I .tumbled to tie on a big ;f::~ackled dry fly 

in place of the number 14. If my trout wanted big stuff I d give it to him ••• 
A 

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 

doletully in the gath~ring darkness, batting mosquitoes and waiting for him to 

rise again. 

- 2 -



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

lure without all the commotion of that bobber. 11 

111 give up, 11 I said. "Let I s go back to town and catch a cold beer. 11 • 

=f-~ "'~ 
As we stumbled and sloshed back to the fish car through the dark I-\ 1m1d. 

J ,.,...,J ~:t,n, ... d - "Le 7 n ! - I\ +--- to Frank. "Look, chum, 11 I said, "spinning has solved plenty of fishing problems 
A w-J 

already. Do you also ~1;ic1t to cast a small weightless fly way out there 

seventy or eighty feet, too? at do you expect, chimes?" 

11Yes," Frank replied, ungratefully, as wo gained my model A Ford, thus 

ending his first lesson into the myst~ries of spinning. 

Frank Russell and I didn't fish toget913r_the balance of the season. That 
~~.rillJ ~ .. 

winter I heard he'd left for Florida. Then in the mi dle of a howling Karch ~ •-...t! 

I rolled out of be/ and staggered to the phone, muttering ~ ,.._. the phone rang. 

v{, ,._ midnight curses. 

"Hello," I spat into the phone. 

"This 1a Frank Russell," a cheerful voice answered. "I just got home from 

Florida." 

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

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

me out spinning?" he bubbled on. 

11It. has hnunted me ever since," I muttered. 

"You remember I said \te should find a way to spin cast a light 

out--and then reel 'er in without any bobbers or anything to scare or distract 

• the fish?" 

spin 

"Yup," I answer~ 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 

~~: ~ ~ IA#~ cast a number 20 dry fly way our;ker n!l:fte-7. teet--and have her float 
)\ 

out there high and dry with nothing attached but the spin line and the leader." 
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"MT, ,q," I murmured hatefully, groping for words. "I'm glad you got me 

up in the middle ot the night to tell me all this. I couldn't have slept 

another wink it you hadn't." 

11It I s a little late to come up tonight. 11 Frank conceded. "I' 11 be up the 

first thing in the morning. Goodnight." 

11Glup, 11 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 t e initiated me into the mysteries of the 

Russell Castaway. his invention is to my mind the biggest single step forward 

in the art of spin fishing since spinning itsel.f as first conceived. The ussell 

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 wordsi 
H 

"Last week l was walking down a street in Jilami, Frank said. "I d.:aJd. didn I t 

even own a spinning outfit yet. But for days I had been hauneed 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. 11 

"Hm, 11 I said uncertainly. 

"Well--l'm walking down this street and all of a sudden it came to me, 11 

he said. 

"What came to you't'" I said. 

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

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

it I s problems seemed a million light years away. 110h, 11 I said. "What is it?" 

-J+-



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. "'nlis is the 

Russell C8 sta1tay," he said, thrusting the thing at me. 

I ~ for the gadget. At one end was tied a small snap swivel. 

The other end was tied 1 ith 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 5Lo/• "and snap your lure--any lure-
-h ~ tJ'"l,,{_tk.e ~ 

on] h.a snap swivel,A hung on~,~weigh~and ca-st Jrer out, 
11 

he went on. 

I sat up, trying to hide my growing excitement. "Suppose you ~ant to fish 

a small fl1? '' I said. 

"Then you tie on a piece of regular leader--or a length pf your monof'ilament 

spinning line, if your using that--to your snap swivel, and you're 1n business." 

"ihat happens to the lead weight , hen you I.lake your cast? 11 I asked. 

"I've designed the Castaway so that the lead weight drops off upon contact 

1tith the ltat.er, 11 Frank explained. 

"But wouldn't the combined weight of your metal snap swivel and the weight 

hook on the Castaway itself aag your line and leader and pull a dry fly under?" 

I persisted, tcying hard to pick holes in the thing. 

"Only with the lightest of dry flies, 11 Frank aitplained. ''When you're using 

tiny dry flies you attach a small floating popper to your SBivel--juat enough to 

support the weight of the Castaway so that it doesn't pull your fly under. !h.!U 
you've got two working lures ... Larger dry flies will support the trifling 

weight of the Castaway without a popper. Dasically the idea of my invention is 

to cast out an expendable casting weight." 
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11Doe1n I t the plop ot the lead weight on the water scare the .f'ish?" I 

persisted. 

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

and not halt a1 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 .f'or 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. 

11You can get nearly a hwidred casts out of a powid of lead weights, 11 Frank 

answered. "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 tha~ my tellow fishermen, is the story or the Russell Castaway. It will 

permit you to cast any lure in your tly box as far as the heaviest spinning 

lure. And you can cast your conventional spinning lures with the same &adget. 

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

~ -works--like a iilloee-. We first tried it in the swirling March snow in my ollll ,.. 
back yard. 
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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 aces catch 

with a bored professional yawn and slowly began my retrieve. 

"You've got a strike!" 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 "spingl"--thus separating me from another dollar lure and twenty­

odd yards of line. "I was hung up on a snag. 11 

11Hm, 11 Frank hwnmed 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 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. 

11 Tood bad you can't bhrow 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 trici. I then 

fished a plastic bobber out of my vest and hooked iJl on to the line about six 

feet back of the fly, quidi.y disengaged my reel, and--if I say so myselt--aade a 

/, 



beautiful cast right on the nose of the rising trout. 

I 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 x me on the calm pond. 

11Wha.a!" went the trout; back reared the fisherman--and nothing happened. 

11He hit at your bobber and not at the flyl" Frank shouted. 

"So I observe," I remarke_d 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 oaer his feeding spot. 

''VIrong fly," I muttered, as I fumbled to tie on a big 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," Frankll said. 11Too 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, 11 I said. "Spinning has solved plenty of fishing pr~blems 

already. 11 I said. 11 Do you also expect it to cast a small fly way out there 

seventy or eighty feet, too . 11 

"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 aee 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, n I spat into the phone. 

"This is Frank Russell," a cheerful voice answered. 11I just arrived home 

from Florida. " 

"Why1" I muttered, leaning against t ~e wall. 

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

me spinning', " he bubbled on. 

"It has haunted me ever since, 11 I muttered. 

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

out--and then reel 'er in without any bobbe1s or anyting to scare br distract 

the fish?" 

"Yup, 11 I answered, sinking wearily to a chair and failing to stifle a yawn. 

"Well," he ehirped on triwnphantly. 11 I 1 ve solved itl I've found a way 

to spin cast a nwnber 20 dry fly eighty or ninety feet--and have her float out 

there high and dry with nothing attached but your line." 

RMy, my, 11 I murmured, groping for words. "I'm glad you got me up in the 

middle of the night to tell me. 4 couldn't have slept another wink of you 

hadn't." 

11 lt 1s 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 s pinning Kil itself was first conceived. The Russell 

Castaway is revoiutionary. 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 

"Ive designed the Castaway so that it drops off'¥- upon contact with the ... 
water," Frank explained. 

11 But wouldn I 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. 
II 

"Only with the lightest of dry flies, Frank explained. 11\'lhen you're using 

small dry flies you attach a small floating a 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. 

11It could," Frank admit ted. "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 trap to curry the lead weights?" I said. 

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

answered. "No fisherman that li'aed 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 cust 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. 
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"Last week I was walking down a street in Miami," Frank said. "l 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--1 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. "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 Fr~nk. 

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 lie 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 Jll&ll 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. 
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Wl"itten b7: 
John o. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

(The Stoey ot the Rii•••ll Oastawo7) 
b7 

John O. Voelker 

One eWllll!llr evening t.wo ~are ago I initi ted Frank Russell ot Vc.rquett.e, 

chigan into the io7steriea ot spinning. Al ever, fisherman now knows, 

spinning 1• no IQ'Stery at all, but. ia u simple method ot tiahing built round 

a tree-running ant.1-b cklaah reel which p rm.its children and nervoua women to 

make beautitu.l diet.once casts with Ul.l1ll weighted lures their tiret ti.ale out. 

"S", » I told Frank, o sting u PNaka Perch halt way acroes the lU.tle 

• d\l8k-ohrouded Upper Peninsula tro\lt pond which we were fishing. I !lipped the 

reel catch with a bored protoaaional y-awn and alowl7 begD.n 1JfJ" Ntrieve. 

"You've 80t a strike!" Frank shouted•• 1117 apinn1ng line suddenly 

tightened and Dr/ rod t.1p bent like a graduation hoop. 

"Yoah,» l grunted between olenoh•d teeth o.s I atr ined at the line, hich 

finally went "apwig!"'--thus eeparating me trom another dollar lLll'e and t•enty­

odd ,a.rda ot ey,1nning line. "l wae hamg up on a enas. Pond'• t.oo ehallow." 

"fim," Frank hUM8d aa I atood there and tooliehl7 r•eled 1n the b l.&nce 

ot ST empty line. "Spinning•• tine when 7011 got lot a ot deep water t.o run 

your weighted lures through." 

"Right," I muttered,•• l tied on another dollar's worth ot an g b 1t and 

heaved it out at a nice rising trout. Thi• tae, b1 r pid reeling, l n gad 

to keep rq lure awar from the bottom. I alao managed to .keep it. a•a1 trom tbe 

trout.. 

n100 bad you oan•t throw a light flf or aump1n' at. that teed1ng t.rou.t, 11 

Frank s 1d. "Even I can aee he want• a aurface 11.lre." 

I smiled to m_yaelt evilly in the duek as I ql.dckl1 tied a number l4 dry 

fly to the end ot ,q monofilamant nylon line. I'd ahO'ft Prank another ot 111' a 

spinning tricks. I then tiab.ci a simple plut.10 bait; bobber ~t ot ,q "fest and 



hooked it. an t.o the apiM1ng line about eeven teet back ot t.he tly, quiokl7 

diaengnced ,q reel, and--it I 88.1' ao m,yaelt--made a beautitul caet juat beyond 

the nose ot tho reeding trout. 

I llowly began m:, retrie'H, tak1ng up t.ba slack, and then pau.aed to let 

Frank aee ,q ti:, riding out there ao purt,7 and high and d17, just aeven feet 

be1ond the floating bobber. 11Tbe bobber acts both as 70ur casting •ei&bt and 
, 

your tloat," I prowll.,y explained. Then l reelect in a to tum.a and the bobber 

and dr,1 tly twitched tCMard me on the calm pond. 

f'!h:Y!1" went the trout; baok reared the wU7 tbherman-and nothing 

happened. 

nse hit at 1ow-- bobber and not at ll.i l n Prank ahouted. 

•rso I obaene," I remarked, f'luebing, aa I reeled 1n l'lfl bobbar fltld tl1 an 

prepared to make another caat.. I made a tn short aide oaat.• t.o dry ,q tly'. 

I shot. her out again. 'l'he trout again •hamed at the plastic bobber aa I 

dragged in over his teeding spot. "Should have hooka 00 the bobber," Frank 

remarked, d17ly. 

11 rcng tly," I muttered, u I tumbled to t.1• on a big buahy--haokled dJ")' 

tl7 in place of the number 14. U m-r trout wanted big stutt I'd gladl7 give 1 

to hini ••• Three time• I oaat her out and three timea the big trout whammed at 

the plaat1o bobber, canpletely ignoring .,- prillary- lure seven teet beyond. I 

stood there doletul.17 in the gathering dark:nese, batting ffiOaquitoea and waitin 

tor him to riae again. 

"Looke liu you tinally put hia down, " l'z-ank a id. 

"l give up," Is id. "Let.•a go back to tom and catch a cold beer." 

1 we atumbled and aloshed back to the tiah car through the dark Frank 

aaid, "Too bad you can't cut a light lure without all the commotion ot th t 

bobber. 0 

ti 
I paused nd t.ured to Frank. "Look, chwn, 11 I so.id, "•Pinning haa 1olved 

pl.ent.7 ot tiehirig probl•a already. Do you leo want it to oaat a small weight 

leas t:,..Y wa7 out there aevant.7 or eight7 teet, too? ,bat do you expect, chimes" 

0 Yee, 11 Frank replied, ungratetw.17, l.l8 we g_ained ,q model A Ford, t.hua 

ending his tirat leaaon into t.ho 111,1ateriea ot apinning. 

* 

- 2 -



Prank Ru.aeell and l didn't tiah togetber the balance ot the season. That 

winter I heord he•d lett tor Florida. 1'hen late one ni~t, 1n the middle ot 

a bowling March bllzaard, the phone rang. I rolled O\lt 'ot bed and at. ggered 

to the $>hone, Ollltt.ering e. tin• at.ring ot midnignt ounea. 

,.Hello, 0 l apat into the phone. 

1♦Th11 i.a Frank Ruaeell," a oheertul voioe answered. "I juat. got bome 

trom Florida." 

n1\'hy1n I hisaed, leaning asaintt the wo.ll. 

Frank ignored this t.hNSt. tttou remuiber that. time lust aWDl:ler 7ou took 

me out. apinning?" he bW>Dled on. 

"It haa haunted ae ever since," 1 muttered. 

"Yo\l remember l add we ebould t1nd a wq to spin caat a light ll7 or 

bug •111' 011t.--snd then reel •er in without an1 bobbera or an,.t.hing to scare or 

distract the tiah?1♦ 

"Yup," 1 annered, a1nkirig wearU7 to a chair and tailing to atitle a 7aw 

n fell," he chirped on triumpbantl.7, "I've solved it 1 I•v• foW1d a ff1J.1 to 

apin oaet a number 20 dry tl.t wa, out aevent1 or eight7 feet-and h ve her 

tloat out there h1gh and di-y with nothirul attached b~t the apin line and the 

leader. n 

"MT, mt, n l murmured hatefully, groping tor words. "l 'lll glad you got me 

up in the middle ot the night to tell lite all thie. I couldn't have alept 

another wlnk U you hadn • t. tt 

"lt•• a Utt.le late to come ap tonight," Frank conceded. "I'll be up the 

tirat thing in th• morning. Ooodnight.n 

"Olup," I eaid, and at. ggered back to bed. 

Frank rooted ua out ot bed at HVen the toll01ting 111t0rning--a Swida7- nd 

over black oott • tor the tirat time 1nit1ated me into t.he 111ateriea ot the 

Rwtaell Castawa1. Thia invention ia to my mind tho biggest a1ngle step torward 

in the art ot ap1n tiahing aino• ep1nn1ng it1el1' waa tirat CCl'lceived. Th• 

Ru1Hll Cuta11a7 ie nothing leaa than revolutionary-. Now that it. 1• protected 

bf pat.ent proceed1nga, here it ia, publiolJ' explained tor the tirat tm. I'll 

let Frank describe it in bis own word11 
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"Last week l wae walking down a •treet 1n iw," Yrank aaid. "l didn't 

even own a epihn.1.ng out.tit ,-et.. But tor da19 I had ~en ha.wihd by the 

apinninJ probl• preeented on that. tx-out. pond laet. eWDmer: how to caet,; • light 

eurtace lure halt way troa here to Hadea--and have her war out there without 

any bobbers or weights attached." 

ttffm, n I said uncertainl.1. 

''Well--I'm walking do,m tbie street and all ot a euddon it. came to me," 

he aid. 

''libat a1U11e to 70u?" l tta1d. 

"The anner," Frank ■dd, &laring at aucb ■tupidity. 

I et.ared 01.1t ot t.he kitchen window at. the •h1rl1ng March winter. Fishing 

and it.'• proble.ma eeued a million. light. years away-. "Oh," I• id. 11.-b t 1e 

Frank re.ached 1n hie tiehin& Yest-I oear he 1tae wearing one--and pulled 

out a piece ot ,tout ?1Tlon leader m teri&l about e1x 1nchu long. ttTbb 1a the 

Russell C eta•ay, n he • id, thrusting the thing · at me. 

l reaohed gingerl7 tor the g dget.. At one end WH tied a email snap awive 

The other end was t.1ed with ■ilk thread up the shank ot • plain barbleH bait · 

hook, bout a number aix. I stared at Frank. He then reaohed 1n bi■ u1io 

veet and produced a eniall rectangular pieae ot lead w1th a hole through it atnd 

dettly hooked it over the barblees hook. 

11tou tie the busineH end ot 7our apinning line on to the -,e ot this hook, 

Frank explained glibl1, like • brush ealeaman., ttand enap 7our lure-an7 lure­

on to the snap swivel, then hang on one ot th••• le•d oaeting weights, end oaat 

ber out..," he went on. 

I eat up, tr,-ing to bide rq QOWi.ng ex.cit. taent.. KSuppose 7011 want to tieh 

amall tl.y?" l said. 

"Then you tie on a piece ot regular le der--or a lenstn ot your .monotila­

m«lt ap1nn1ng line, it 1011're wsing that--to 7our enap nivel, and ,ou'r• in 

"What bappena to the lead weight when 701.t make 7our oaet?" l asked. 
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"l'v• dea1gned tbe Oaetaway: eo that the lead weight drops oft upon contact 

with the water," Frank explained. 

uaut ,wouldn 1 t the combined weight. ot your aet.al snup ni'Yel and t:.he weight 

hook on the C4etawaJ iteelt eag JOIU' line and leader and pull a d17 tl7 under':" 

I pereiated, tr71ng hard to pick holoe 1n the thing. 

"Only with the light .. t of d17 .t'liee," Frank explained. ''When 1ou• re 

uaing tin7 dry fl1•• you at.ta.ch a email tloating popper to y-o,u· nivel--juat 

enough to support the weight of the Caatawa7 ao that it doesn't pull your fly 

under. .Ih!D. you've got two working lures. . . . Larger dr7 flies will support the 

trilling weight ot tbe Caat.awa1 without a popper. There 1a J11st enough wei ht 

to make aure that yoor leader will sink. Badcall.1 the idea ot m, invention is 

to oaet out an oxpendable oaeting weight." 

11Doesn•t the plop ot the lead weight on the water scare the tiab?" I 

persisted. 

"It could, 11 Frank admitted. "811t no acre than conventional apinning lure 

and not halt aa muoh as :,ov eloabing pl.aat1c-bobber. nd J'OU. CM al• 11 caet. 

be7ond the ri•• to avoid that." 

"lea mean, you hang a nn load weight on !or every oast?" I said. 

''Exaot.lt," Frank annered. 0 Y011 1im.pl7 load each caet. • 

"l>o 7011 also pro-.1d• a uall boy: to take en eaoh trip to ca.rey t.h lead 

weights?" 11nqu.1.red. 

1'lou cen get nearl,1 a hundred cut.e out ot a pound of lead weight.a," Frank 

anewerod ... And no tieherman t.hat ever emelt. ot fly dope ever worried about 

toting gear. 11 R• pauaed. "But. what do 7ou expect., anra,?" be demanded. 

"ChiMa?" 

So that,~ tellow tiabarmen, is t.be etoey ot t.be Russell c,.atawq. It -w 

penni.t :,ou t.o oaet an1 lure 1n ,our tl7 box as tar aa the hea.vie&Jt spinning lure 

And 70u can cast ,our conventional spinning lures with the saae gadget. lt 1• 

revoluticnaey, aeneat.ional und diabolical. What• a snore, the thin actuall7 

works-like a charm. 

baok ;rllrd. 

tint tried it. in the awirl~ l!aroh anOllt in ,q own 

EN D 



Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

SPINNING IS JUST BEGINNING 

(The Story of the Russell Castaway) 

by 

John D. Voelker 

One summer 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 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 professional 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 II spung ! "--thus separating me from another dollar lure and twenty­

odd yards of spinning line. 111 was hung up on a snag. Pond's too shallow. 11 

"Hm, 11 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 sum.pin' at that feeding trout," 

Frank said. "Even I can see he wants a surface lure. 11 

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. I'd show Frank another of my al 

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. 11 The bobber acts both as your casting weight and 

your float, 11 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. 

11So I observe," I remarked, flushing, as I reeled in my bobber and fly an 

prepared to make another cast. I made a few short side casts to dry my fly. 

I shot her out again. The trout again whammed at the plastic bobber as 

dragged in over his feeding spot. "Should have hooks on the bobber," Frank 

remarked, dryly. 

"Wrong fly, 11 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. 

111 give up, 11 I said. "Let's go back to town and catch a cold beer. 11 

As we stumbled and sloshed back to the fish car through the dark Frank 

said, 11 Too bad you can't cast a light lure without all the commotion of that 

bobber. 11 

ti 
I paused and tured to Frank. "Look, chum," I said, "spinning 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, chimes." 

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

ending his first lesson into the mysteries of spinning. 

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

winter I heard he'd left £or 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. 

11Hello, 11 I spat into the phone. 

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

from Florida." 

11Why? 11 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 haW1ted me ever since, 11 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 scare or 

distract the fish?" 

"Yup, 11 I answered, sinking wearily to a chair and failing to stifle a ya 

"Well, 11 he chirped on triumphantly, 11 I 1ve 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, m:y, 11 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 I t. 11 

11lt I s a little late to come up tonight, 11 Frank conceded. "I'll be up the 

first thing in the morning. Goodnight. 11 

11Glup," 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 cmceived. 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: 
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"Last week I was walking down a street in Miami, 11 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 tbere without 

any bobbers or weights attached." 

"Hm, 11 I said uncertainly. 

''Well--!' m walking down this street and all of a sudden it came to me, 11 

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 I s problems seemed a million light years away. "Oh, 11 I said. ''What is 

it?" 

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 Castaway, 11 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, 11 and snap your lure--any lure­

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

her out, 11 he went on. 

I sat up, trying to hide my growing excitement. "Suppose you want to fish 

a small fly? 11 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. 
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"I've designed the Castaway so that the lead weight drops off upon contact 

with the water," Frank explained. 

11But wouldn I 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 wider?" 

I persisted, trying hard to pick holes in the thing. 

"Only with the lightest of dry flies, 11 Frank explained. 11When 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. Then you've got two working lures ... Larger dry flies will support the 

trifling weight of the Castaway without a popper. There is just 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. 

11It could, 11 Frank admitted. 11But 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, 11 Frank answered. "You simply load each cast. 11 

"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. 

11Chimes? 11 

So that, my fellow fishermen, is the story of the Russell C~staway. 

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. 

END 
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