


H ERE, FINALLY, is the 
anniversary issue of 
The American Fly 

Fisher that celebrates the 
twenty-fifth year of the 
American Museum of Fly 
Fishing. The challenge of 
producing this issue has 
been both daunting and 
exciting because it became 
The 6fficial Place where 
our quarter of a century was to be prop- 
erly documented and celebrated. But to 
my dismay I discovered that there is no 
way to do editorial justice in a mere 
thirty or forty pages to the myriad dedi- 
cated visionaries and volunteers, gener- 
ous hearts, eccentric characters, and 
high-powered movers and shakers who 
have appeared on our stage. So with 
that real practical constraint, the deci- 
sion was made to ask the key players in 
the Museum's history to write their sto- 
ries and let them tell us what it was like 
way back when. Herewith we gain the 
distinctive insights into the past and its 
pleasures in the first-person narratives 
by Leigh Perkins, Gardner Grant, Dick 
Finlay, Paul Schullery, and the rest. 

Compiling this issue of remember- 
ance has given me much to think about. " 
I read every single page of every issue of 
The American Fly Fisher-nineteen 
years worth-and the minutes of every 
annual trustee meeting in order to gain 

an accurate time sense of presidents' 
and staff tenures, and yearly business 
matters. This reading provided me with 
a bird's-eye view on the expanding na- 
ture of our growth-albeit with an oc- 
casional jarring contraction. When you 
look at the big picture, most of the petty 
grievances and financial disturbances of 
this institution (like those of any) recede 
into a healthy background, while the 
undying spirit of this place - propelled 
always by those two human jet engines, 
Leigh Perkins and Gardner Grant- 
blossoms like a long-lived, hardy peren- 
nial that just keeps coming back year af- 
ter year, bigger and more beautiful. 

We'd like to give special recognition 
to some people whose names appear 
again and again in the early issues of 
The American Fly Fisher for a wide 
range of contributions, all of whom 
made a real difference to the Museum 
and for whom space did not permit 
fuller tribute: Susie Isaksen, Joanna 

Sheridan, Kay Brodney, 
Romi Perkins, David Led- 
lie, Arnie Abramson, Ken 
Cameron, Steve Raymond, 
Anne Secor, Dick Kress, 
Maxine Atherton, Paula 
Wyman, and two gentle- 
men without whose day- 
to-day help, guidance, and 
editbrial contributions this 
issue would have been 

lost - those inimitable saints, Dick Fin- 
lay and Joe Pisarro. 

Although I have tried my hardest not 
to make mistakes in chronology and/or 
fact, or omit important contributors 
and volunteers, there are bound to be 
errors as well as names I unwittingly 
have not included, so I please ask for 
your understanding if that is the case. 
We'd sincerelv welcome letters from 
readers who Gould like to set the record 
straight. 

c e  hope you take the time in the 
fever of the fishing season to savor and 
enjoy this most auspicious anniversary 
of your museum. Perhaps you might be 
so inspired by what you see in the fol- 
lowing pages that you will open up your 
checkbook and send the Museum a spe- 
cial birthday present! I hope so. As al- 
ways, let us hear from you, and-as al- 
ways - happy fishing. 

MARGOT PAGE 
EDITOR 
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Cause for Celebration 
N GIVEN the opportunity 
appear in permanent print 
the subject of the American 

Museum of Fly Fishing, I rose to the fly 
with naive avidity and immediately sat 
down to describe in compelling and 
sagacious prose what inspires our com- 
mitment to preserve the heritage of our 
sport with a museum. I now understand 
the conceit of that ambition and the im- 
possibility of the task. The explanations 
seem incomplete when held up to the 
reality. Like fly fishing, there is much to 
our commitment that is intensely per- 
sonal and incorporeal. 

The most basic charter of the Muse- 
um is the ureservation of what is re- 
ferred to a; the objects of the sport. 
During my association with the Muse- 
um, I have been able to spend at least a 
little time with most of the items in the 
collection. I have admired the unfished 
Paynes, pondered the now-retired 
Gillums, and inspected some of the syn- 
thetic era's prototypes that represent 
onlv a small uortion of the Museum's 
1,500-odd rod inventory. I have picked 
carefullv through the near-1.000 reels. u 

some of which were recently featured in 
the Museum's award-winning book, A 
Treasury of Reels, by Jim Brown. I have 
even guided myself through the 30,000- 
piece fly collection, pausing briefly at 
each catalog number. It took me two 
weeks. And there is much more: manu- 
scripts, artwork, and a sumptuous li- 
brary. 

But the objects could be stored in a 
hermeticallv sealed vault and still satisfv 
the mission to preserve them. Instead, 
the Museum is alive with the buzz of 
human activity. Visitors, from the mild- 
lv curious to research-minded scholars, 
exceed 7,000 annually. Over three mil- 
lion people have viewed the Museum's 
traveling exhibit, "Anglers All," since 
1985, and in the past four years mem- 
bership has expanded by 60 percent. 

And four times a year, the Museum's 
flagship publication, The American Fly 
Fisher, brings rigorously researched his- 
tory and visual delights to its sub- 
scribers. It is a marvelous dialogue, 
beautifully produced, and for some 
members this journal is their primary 
participation in the Museum's activities. 

For other members, participation is 
more intimate and immediate. A band 

of more than 140 volunteers donates 
time and energy to promote and sup- 
port over a dozen annual fund-raising 
and uublic relations events. man the 
Museum galleries, and provide services 
too varied to describe. Others are called 
on to accept the responsibilities of trus- 
teeship to nurture and safeguard a pub- 
lic trust. Finally, there are those who 
have made a professional career com- 
mitment to our organization and who 
make it work on a daily basis. A submis- 
sion recentlv filed with the American 
Association of Museums describing 
manv of the tasks that our staff uer- 
forms is an inch and a quarter thick. 

The American Museum of Flv Fish- 
ing is much more than the repository of 
the dusty relics of fly-fishing's past. It is 
vibrant, alive, forward looking, all the 
while preserving the heritage which de- 
fines our sport. And though I have 
failed to define what inspires our dedi- 
cation and commitment, I nonetheless 
have provided strong evidence of its vig- 
or and health at age twenty-five. This, I 
think, is ample cause for celebration. 
Happy anniversary. 

WALLACE J. MURRAY 111 
PRESIDENT 

I T HAS B E E N  ESTIMATED that Amer- 
ica had only 600 museums in 1910. 
By the outbreak of World War 11, 

2,500 museums were in operation. In 
1986, the Official Museum Directory, 
published by the American Association 
of Museums, listed over 6,000 institu- 
tions. One of the most interesting of the 
3,500 museums established in the post- 
war years is the American Museum of 
Fly Fishing. 

Founded and chartered in 1968 by a 
disparate group of like-minded vision- 
aries, the Museum is now celebrating its 
twenty-fifth anniversary as a nonprofit, 
member-oriented, educational institu- 
tion. We are one of some io,ooo muse- 
ums in America today. Still, we remain 
one of the most unique, and, given our 
current status, our future is bright. 
Though we may call ourselves a "sport 
museum," fly fishing, as we all know, is 
much more than a sport. It is also an 
art, a craft, an industry, lifestyle, and, 
for many, a singular passion. 

In a traditional sense our Museum is 
both a repository and a conservatory: 
we exhibit, publish, conserve, educate, 
and entertain. Still. the Museum has 
also evolved into something much more 
than an exploritorium (my word) -we 
are the keepers of the accumulated her- 
itage of fly fishing. We are also standard 
bearers of this sport's history and we in- 
tend to remain as such in the years to 
come. 

In these challenging economic times, 
more and more museums have been 
concerned with survival. The Museum 
has managed to overcome hurdles that " 
have caused many other museums to 
stumble and fall. In the museum world 
we are a "keeper." And in the process 
we've matured- individually and col- 
lectively-through the efforts of a tal- 
ented board, an exceptional group of 
volunteers, and a loyal membership; by 
embracing and adhering to standards 
set by the American Association of Mu- 
seums; and by dedicating ourselves to 
serving the public. Now, more than 
ever, we are living out the dreams of our 
founders. We have truly come of age. 

You will learn about the birth and re- 
alization of these dreams. and the color- 
ful history of our Museum, in the pages 
that follow. You will also learn about the 
people who, over the course of a quarter 
of a century, have dedicated themselves 
to the Museum and its mission. For ulti- 
mately, it is the people-our founders, 
the special benefactors, the officers, 
trustees, members, the staff, donors, 
volunteers, and special friends (collec- 
tively known as our Museum family)- 
who have shaped and built our Muse- 
um. 

It has been an honor to serve the Mu- 
seum, its board, volunteers, and mem- 
bers for the last five years, and a plea- 
sure to serve a museum that is clearly 
destined to accomplish great things in 
the years ahead. Let us look back and 
celebrate twenty-five years of dedica- 
tion, hard work, growth, and unforget- 
table memories. And, let us recognize 
the talents of all those who have worked 
long and hard so that our Museum 
could become the keeper of a magnifi- 
cent heritage. Happy anniversary, 
American Museum of Fly Fishing! 

DONALD S. JOHNSON 
EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR 
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A Few Memories 

I R E M E M B E R  SITTING DOWN with 
Hermann Kessler in the upstairs 
conference room of the old Orvis 

factory on Union Street going over an- 
cient stuff, some from the attic, as well 
as old books, ledgers, and artifacts 
stored in the built-in desk in that room. 
Those meetings took place in the sum- 
mer of 1963 when Hermann was pho- 
tographing material for an article 
which appeared in the May 1964 Field 
ei. Stream, "Americana of Angling" by 
Harold Blaisdell, an up-the-road fish- 
ermanlauthor from Pittsford, Ver- 
mont. 

Several years later, sometime in 1966, 
Adele Finlay and I drove Wes Jordan to 
the Williams Club in New York for his 
evening talk at the Theodore Gordon 
Flyfishers. It was at this meeting (at the 
bar actually) that Hermann presented to 
Leigh Perkins his idea for a museum. Six 
months later Leigh expressed interest in 
pursuring the venture to Hermann, and 
after manv vhone calls a board of 1 A 

trustees was formed and Hermann was 
elected the first president. 

The Museum was originally housed 
in a small wing of the Orvis showroom 
in 1967 (once the womens' clothing de- 

by Dick Finlay 

partment, which had been moved to 
larger space within the store). To an- 
nounce our presence, signs different 
than the store's were needed, so I went 
to the local library in Manchester Vil- 
lage, looked up old sign lettering styles 
and sign shapes circa 1850, then had 
them reproduced for the entrance. 

The Museum's auarters soon doubled 
in size. The front wall was moved out 
and aligned with the front of the main 
Orvis showroom; the front windows re- 
placed with exhibit shelves, storage 
drawers, and cupboards; a display cabi- 
net was scrounged from the store and 
centered in the back room; and pictures 
hung on all available wall space. 

A cabinetmaker constructed a large 
glass-sided, glass-topped exhibit case to 
be used in the center of the new room. 
One night before any exhibit was creat- 
ed, I placed a fisherman mannequin in 
the case completely dressed in Hodg- 
man waders, Orvis fishing shirt, Lee 
Wulff Tac-L-Pak, Arcticreel, Sharpe col- 
lapsible landing net, and a fully 
equipped Orvis impregnated Battenkill 

fly rod. Next morning, of course, I invit- 
ed the office staff in to view the ghostly 
creation, and grinned at the shrieks and 
comments from the women. 

That exhibit had a brief run. The reg- 
ular exhibit of vintage Orvis items was 
soon installed: the original mountings 
of flies from which the fly plates for 
Mary Orvis Marbury's Favorite Flies and 
Their Histories were created, as well as 
old rod-making and fly-tying tools, 
ledgers, catalogs, and scrapbooks. The 
Museum had begun to grow. 

Those of us who have been so fortu- 
nate as to have been associated with the 
Museum in one way or another from its 
beginning can recall the remarkable pa- 
rade of people who have contributed to 
its conception and growth. Hermann 
Kessler came up with the idea; Leigh 
Perkins said, "Do it." Arnold Gingrich 
soon became president and Austin 
Hogan curator. The list of individuals 
-contributors of interest, time, talent, 
and dollars- has grown from stars to 
constellations. It's a treat now to be one 
of the oldies still around the place who 
watch the new folks go about the busi- " 
ness of making our angling history 
come alive. - 
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Hermann Kessler (1904-1993) 
and the Birth of a Museum 

by Joe Pisarro 

T H E  IDEA OF A MUSEUM dedicat- 
ed to the preservation, collection, 
and display of the artifacts and 

memorabilia of fly fishing first "sur- 
faced" in 1963, and it sprang from the 
mind of the late Hermann Kessler who 
died on January 28,1993. 

At the time, Kessler was (and had 
been for twenty-eight years) art director 
of Field 6 Stream magazine. Kessler was 
a superb photographer; publisher Nick 
Lyons says that "virtually everyone to- 
day uses the techniques that Hermann 
developed for photographing the fly-ty- 
ing instructional sequences for his wife 
Helen Shaw's book Fly Tying." He also 
invented the shadow box with the help 
of William Cushner's framing skills. 

In 1963, Kessler combined a Battenkill 
vacation with research for an article the 
magazine was preparing on antique 
tackle. He sought items that he could 
photograph and use to illustrate the ar- 
ticle. His search led him to the Orvis 
Company and to their virtual treasure 
trove of items, such as the display of 
flies and fishing photographs that had 

been assembled by Mary Orvis Marbury 
and exhibited at the Chicago World Fair 
in 1893. Despite having been in storage 
for almost seven decades, the exhibit 
was in remarkably good shape and just 
begged to be displayed again. And that 
was only one of the items uncovered by 
Kessler, some of them dating back near- 
ly to the year of the Orvis Company's 
founding in 1856. 

An idea began to form in Kessler's " 
creative mind. Surely, he thought, these 
precious objects deserved better than to 
remain hidden away in basements and 
warehouses. One thought led to another 
and to the inevitable conclusion: a mu- 
seum devoted to fly fishing, a sport that 
was centuries old, at least 200 years old 
in America alone. 

But it remained only an idea for 
Kessler until 1965, the year Leigh Perkins 
acquired the Orvis Company and be- 
came its president. Kessler presented his 
museum idea to Perkins at a legendary 
Theodore Gordon meeting in 1966, and 
Perkins not only agreed to donate the 
Orvis collection to the forthcoming mu- 

seum (which opened in a room in the 
Orvis store in 1967), but also agreed to 
appeal for donations of fly-fishing arti- 
facts through Orvis publications. 

Finally, in 1968, the Museum- 
known at first as the Museum of Ameri- 
can Fly Fishing, a name that was 
changed in 1984 into its more-inclusive 
present appellation -was incorporated 
as a nonprofit educational institution 
and a board of trustees was assembled. 
Appropriately, Hermann Kessler was 
named its first president. 

Thus, what began as the notion of 
one man has grown over these twenty- 
five years to boast the largest collection 
in the world of fly-fishing artifacts and 
memorabilia. and has become the lead- 
ing conservator of its history and tradi- 
tions. Housed in its own landmark 
building in Manchester, the Museum 
plays host to thousands of visitors from 
all over America and from foreign lands. 

Little did Hermann Kessler imagine 
what he had wrought with that seem- 
ingly simple and obvious idea in the 
summer of 1963. - 
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Arnold Gingrich (1903-1976) 

A R N O L D  GINGRICH served us well, 
with devotion and self-sacrifice, 
first as a trustee charting the 

course of a beginning museum, then as 
our third president [1974-1976]. His in- 
spirational leadership gave the Museum 
a heartbeat which was strong, steady, 
and vibrant, sounding loud and clear 
wherever fly fishers gathered. 

In time all great men have their biog- 
raphers and Arnold Gingrich will have 
his. They will begin with his birth in 
Michigan, his early love of reading and 
music, his graduation as a Phi Beta Kap- 
pa from the University of Michigan at 
Ann Arbor, and then the editorship of 
Apparel Arts. Most certainly the biogra- 
phers who write of his business career 
will emphasize the founding of Esquire 
magazine and his part in its develop- 
ment. Over the years, he turned what 
was a magazine for gentlemen interested 
in the sartorial arts into a literary publi- 
cation whose stable of authors included 
such greats as Ernest Hemingway, Wil- 
liam Faulkner, John Steinbeck, H.L. 
Mencken, Dorothy Parker, Sinclair Lewis, 
Tennessee Williams, and the many oth- 

ers who were the leading writers of their 
day. 

  he biographers who will emphasize 
his love of fishing will relate the seem- 
ingly strange circumstance of a boy- 
hood without fishing. The fair rewards 
started out of Chicago in 1925 with 
plug-and-spoon fishing for bass. Then 
came the fly rod and the catastrophic 
years as a suffering beginner. He notes 
he was almost fishless for two decades. 
until he moved to Switzerland in 1945 
and then experienced the fishing Edens 
of Austria and Germany. In other years 
there was the saltwater fishing with 
Hemingway; the salmon of Quebec, Ice- 
land, and Connemara; and forever the 
trout of the Beaverkill and the Esopus. It 
was on the Esopus he met Hewitt and it 
was there in the Catskill Mountains he 
came to know his beloved Midge rod. 
From then on the Gingrich way of fish- 
ing was with the lightest of bamboo, the 
finest of leaders. and the smallest of 
flies. He became a 20120 man - limiting 
himself to a 20-foot leader and a flv no 
larger than size 20. He was considered 
one of the greatest living fly fishers. 

His other great love was for the litera- 
ture of angling. He read Walton once a 
year and there was no one more knowl- 
edgeable concerning the ancient angling 
classics. His many articles and books on 
the subject attest to his learning and 
scholarship. Undoubtedly, this sensitivi- 
ty to literature carried over to Esquire. 
In 1968 he received the Henry Johnson 
Fisher Award, the Magazine Publisher's 
Association's highest award. Arnold au- 
thored nine books, including those on 
fishing. 

For over two decades he willingly 
gave to the causes of conservation serv- 
ing as a director and trustee of such or- 
ganizations as the Theodore Gordon 
Club of New York and the national Fed- 
eration of Fly Fishers. At the annual 
meetings of these societies, and at our 
own Museum meetings, no one served 
more ably and with such charming 
grace as a master of ceremonies. Arnold 
Gingrich was the well-tempered angler. 
Perhaps his coining of the phrase was 
prophetic. - 
(Reprinted from The Arnerlcan Fly Fzsher, Vol- 
ume 3, Number 3 [Summer 19761.) 
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Austin Hogan: 
First Curator, Founding Editor 

A USTIN HOGAN, JR. was born on 
March 7,1909, in Johnstown, New 
York, to Austin and Margaret 

Hogan. It was in the environs of Johns- 
town that Austin learned about fly fish- 
ing and by the time he was a teenager he 
was driving his father's model-T Ford to 
his favorite fishing holes. He received an 
M.A. in education from Columbia Uni- 
versity in 1938 and worked in the engi- 
neering field until his retirement in 1955. 

Between 1955 and 1978 he spent most 
of his time researching the history of fly 
fishing in North America. He and his 
wife had an apartment in Cambridge 
and on virtually a daily basis, Austin 

would avail himself of the libraries at 
Harvard, the Boston Public Library, or 
the American Antiquarian Society in 
Worcester. 

He read everything he could get his 
hands on that was even remotely related 
to fly fishing. He is one of the few peo- 
ple we know who has perused every sin- 
gle volume of the American Turf 
Register, the Spirit of the Times, the 
American Angler, and Forest &- Stream. 
By  the time he joined the Museum as its 
first curator in 1970, he was considered a 
leading expert on American angling his- 
tory. During the summers he vacationed 
either in Maine (the Rangeley or Sebago 

regions) or in the Adirondacks. He was 
given the Sportsman of the Year Award 
by the New England Outdoor Writers in 
1973 and was made an honorary trustee 
of the Museum in 1983. 

Austin was the founding editor of 
The American Fly Fisher from 1974 to 
1978. His other publications included 
American Sporting Periodicals of Angling 
Interest (1973) and The Orvis Story 
(1980), coauthored with Paul Schullery. 
He was a member of the Federation of 
Fly Fishers and the United Fly Tyers. He 
died on May 7,1985. - 
(Reprinted from The American Fly Fisher Vol- 
ume 12, Number 4 [Fall 19851.) 
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Leigh H. Perkins: 
The Art of Giving Something Back 

by Geoffrey Norman 

T H E  A M E R I C A N  M U S E U M  OF FLY 
Fishing owes a lot-indeed, its 
very existence-to the vision and 

amiable tenacity of one man, Leigh H. 
Perkins. For most sportsmen who have 
bigger fish to catch, if not to fry, this 
would be a sufficiency of good works for 
one life. But for Perkins, dedication to 
the Museum is just one good deed 
among many, a way of giving back a lit- 
tle to a world, and a way of life, that has 
been astonishingly good to him. 

If Perkins was not born a sports- 
man, then it could certainly be said that 
he was raised that way. He was his 
mother's fishing and bird hunting com- 
panion from an early age. On salmon 
rivers in Canada, duck marshes in Ohio, 
and the plantation quail fields of north 

Florida, he learned to do things the 
right way and that there was much more 
to sport than the simple taking of fish 
and game. He became not merely good 
at fly casting and wing shooting but, 
more importantly, a deeply committed 
conservationist as well. 

How many young men go off to col- 
lege, as Perkins did when he enrolled at 
Williams, with their bird dog for a 
roommate? On fall weekends when oth- 
er students were thinking of football 
games and fraternity parties, Perkins 
was heading across the state line to Ver- 
mont and the bird coverts where he still 
hunts. Consider this testament to his 
enthusiasm: one opening day he went 
hunting in spite of what he thought was 
a cold or a case of the flu. As the day 

wore on, he felt worse and worse until 
he finally had to crawl back to his car. 
When he finally checked into the infir- 
mary, he learned he had polio. It was, 
mercifullv. a mild case. Since then. he i 

has missed only one opening day-he 
was getting married. "It was," he says, "a 
case of terrible scheduling." 

While he was at Williams he also 
fished the Battenkill River, and that is 
where he can be found during the 
month of May. The Battenkill became 
Perkins's home river in 1965 when, after 
selling a successful business in Cleve- 
land, he bought the Orvis Company in 
Manchester, Vermont. It was the begin- 
ning of a wonderfully successful busi- 
ness story. 

When he bought the company, Orvis 
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was selling a few split cane rods and 
some angling accessories. But the supply 
of cane was problematic-trade with 
what was then "Red China" was illegal 
and the old stocks were nearly 
exhausted- and fly fishing itself was a 
kind of eccentric second cousin to other 
kinds of fishing. The company was 
sleepily coasting on its one hundred- 
year-old reputation. Perkins changed 
that, to put it mildly. 

Orvis had about half a million dollars 
in annual sales when he bought the 
company. Last year, the figure was $90 
million. But admirable as those num- 
bers are, they only tell part of a tale 
which is vitally important to anyone 
who cares about sport, and the future of 
hunting and fishing, in these times. 

Last year fly fishing finally was certi- 
fied in the only way that really matters 
in American culture - Hollywood made 
a movie about it. And the closing credits 
of A River Runs Through It, Robert Red- 
ford's respectful treatment of the Nor- 
man Maclean novella, give "special 
thanks" to the Orvis Company. The 
movie folks are not the only people who 
owe at least a nod of gratitude to Orvis 
and to Perkins. The list includes all of us 
who care about the world of sport, in 
general, and about fly fishing in particu- 
lar. 

Orvis file photo 

I 

Left: Leigh Perkins brought H. Norman Schwarzkopf to tour 
the Museum in September 1991. Above: Leigh and Romi 
Perkins (also one of the original trustees of the Museum) 
hunt for red-legged partridge in Spain. 

When he took over Orvis. Perkins re- 
alized that before his company could 
prosper, the sport it depended on need- 
ed robust growth and acceptance as well 
as a certain amount of protection. He is 
a salesman to his bones and he under- 
took to sell not just rods-traditional 
split cane and the new, faintly heretical 
graphite - but fly fishing itself. 

Orvis, under Perkins's leadership, 
launched a program to make the sport 
much more understandable and accessi- 
ble-to demystify it. In addition to de- 
signing user-friendly tackle, Orvis of- 
fered fly-fishing clinics to the uninitiat- 
ed who might have been daunted by the 
sport's reputation for purist ritual and 
sheer physical difficulty. The clinics 
translated the old devotionals from 
"Latin" and those who attended were 
delighted to discover that they could 
learn to cast, and do the other necessary 
things, in two days. 

The clinics became a widely copied 
institution and had an incalculable af- 

fect on the growth of the sport. "We 
never made any money on the schools," 
Perkins says. "It was sizzle, not steak. 
But they did what they were supposed 
to do." Which is make more fly fishers. 

The more people who cared. it 
seemed obvious, the better the sport's 
odds for survival. And if some of the 
more procrustean members of the an- 
gling fraternity objected to the new 
popularity - they seemed to think fly 
fishing should be a closely held 
secret- they would have a hard time ar- 
guing with Perkins's efforts to water the 
source of the tradition and to preserve 
the resources upon which it depended. 
He donated space in his store to artifacts 
and this led to the creation of the Muse- 
um. For years the Museum was Perkins. 
He and his friend Gardner Grant ca- 
joled the necessary contributions and 
hired the necessary curators and, in 
general, tended to the Museum until it 
could survive on its own as it now does. 

Perkins has been a strong supporter 
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of all the right conservation groups 
-Federation of Fly Fishers, Ducks Un- 
limited, The Nature Conservancv- 
and when you have his support, you get 
more than liv service. You get both time 
and money.LHe served o i  the boards 
and he dedicated a percentage of his 
company's after-tax profits to the causes 
he so fiercely believed in. 

If you went to a fund-raiser in Man- 
chester during the eighties, you would 
inevitably see Perkins there, doing his 
part to drive up the bidding on a Pleiss- 
ner urint. And if vou hadn't ulanned on 
going, and he knew you at all, you 
would probably get a call and an invita- 
tion to sit at his table. Those were hard 
invitations to turn down. Perkins does 
not so much badger you into doing 
something you were not inclined to do 
as infect you with his own irresistible 
enthusiasm so you wind up wondering 
how you could ever have not wanted to 
do the thing in the first place. 

It was at one of those dinners, after 

one of those persuasive calls, that I first 
met Perkins ten years ago. I became a 
friend and admirer then (could you 
tell?) and I still wouldn't know how to 
turn the man down, even if I wanted to, 
which I don't. I've learned to ride along 
on the coattails of his enthusiasm. It is a 
great journey. 

I have fished the Battenkill with 
Perkins. Hunted for quail with him in 
Florida. Sharptail in Montana. Grouse 
in Vermont. Fished the Test and the 
Itchen in England with him. That's only 
a slight portion of his annual itinerary. 
If you want to find Perkins, you check 
the calendar for the finest sport avail- 
able at that season. If it is June, try Is- 
lamorada where he will be on the flats 
after tarpon or bonefish. September? 
Check the spring creeks in Wyoming 
and Montana. April? Likely you will find 
him turkey hunting in north Florida. 
And so on. 

In the time I have spent with Perkins, 
I have been struck not so much by his 
ability, which is considerable and un- 
derstandable, given all the practice, but 
by his sheer undiluted enthusiasm. He 
can't get enough. He never calls the 
hunt for rain, which is not surprising in 
someone unwilling to let a mere case of 
polio keep him out of the field. 

Among the many enduring images I 
have of Perkins afield is one from the 

Leigh tying on a #22 trico on 
the Battenkill, his beloved home 
river. Leigh, now chairman of 
Orvis, is a national director of 
The Nature Conservancy. 

River Test. It was one of those days 
when the spheres were perfectly aligned 
so that we had both fine crisp weather 
and an absurdly abundant hatch of 
green drakes. We began taking rising 
fish before lunch and we continued to 
take them through the afternoon and 
into evening. Leigh was happily fishing 
with the latest Orvis innovation, the 
one-weight rod, and routinely landing 
fish of 18 inches with it. As the light fad- 
ed, I looked uvstream to see how he was 
doing; he ha2 taken a seat on a little 
bench-after ten hours of it you get 
tired-but he was still casting. While I 
watched, he took fish on half a dozen 
consecutive casts. He was laughing hap- 
pily as he released each fish, dried the 
fly, and searched for another riser. I be- 
lieve if we'd had a moon he might have 
stayed on the bench all night. 

A little later, as we made our way 
back to the fishing hut through the 
gloom, he said something that I have 
heard often enough but which seemed 
especially appropriate that day, "Well," 
he said, "I don't believe I gave anybody 
any reason to feel sorry for me today." 

He never does. - 
GEOFFREY NORMAN is an editor of 
Forbes's FYI, a contributing editor to 
Outside and Esquire magazines, and the 
author of seven books. 
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The Museum when it was housed in the Orvis Company in Manchester, Vermont, circa 1967. 

From the Father of the Museum 
by Leigh H. Perkins 

A ROUND 1966, after I acquired the 
Orvis Company, I was attending a 
Theodore Gordon Flyfishers din- 

ner at the Williams Club in New York. 
Herman Kessler, one-time art director 
of Field Q Stream (and married to the 
superb fly tyer Helen Shaw), mentioned 
to me that somebody ought to start a 
museum on fly fishing. Being fairly 
young and bushy-tailed, I said, "OK, 
we'll look into it." Orvis had recently es- 
tablished the Orvis Record Catch Club 
News (which has since expanded into 
the hugely successful Orvis News), a 
great medium for communicating with 
the fly-fishing community. The success 
of the Record Catch News, and the sell- 
ing of the idea of the American Museum 
of Fly Fishing to the public, was due to 
the impressive talents of the News's edi- 
tor, Baird Hall. 

The Orvis Company's Route 7 store 
had lots of memorabilia hanging 
around, the centerpiece being a wooden 
carousel of wonderful photos and Mary 

Marbury flies, which comprised the 
plates of her book Favorite Flies and 
Their Histories (1892), and which was 
put together for the Chicago Columbia 
Exposition in 1893. The Orvis Company 
had a small wing off the store where we 
were dabbling in ladies' clothes, but not 
too successfully. It was my thought to 
get rid of ladies clothes (it turned out 
that was a bad idea-they're now a ma- 
jor profit source for Orvis) and devote 
one small room of the store to the Mu- 
seum, thus getting the memorabilia out 
of the main store and allocating all that 
room to selling space. 

To fund the early Museum, I talked 
the famous, local artist Ogden Pleissner 
into doing an original painting of the 
Lye Brook pool on the Battenkill (which 
at that time was my favorite fishing 
hole), and allowing us to make prints, 
the sale of which would launch the Mu- 
seum. Ogden very generously consented 
to do so. We then put together a small 
board of directors, established the Mu- 

seum as a charitable organization, and 
announced the concept and the sale of 
the prints in the Orvis Record Catch 
Club News. The vrints were offered for 
$75 each and we were able to sell out 
long before the prints were actually pro- 
duced, providing us with a nest egg to 
establish the Museum. 

Arnold Gingrich, one of our most ac- 
tive early board members and the sec- 
ond president, recommended the most 
incredible curator for the Museum- 
Austin Hogan. Austin started out as a 
part-time volunteer director of the Mu- 
seum. I think if we created the Museum 
for nothing else but to air the incredible 
character of Austin Hogan, it would 
have been a worthwhile venture. He was 
one of the most irascible old curmud- 
geons that I've ever known, but he was 
brilliant and witty, too. I'm sure he had 
a profound affect on everybody he came 
in contact with. When it came to telling 
stories, Austin could top any of us, and 
his usually came from far out in left field. 
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Left: One of thefirst boards of trustees, 
1970. First row from left, Dick Finlay, 
Dudley C. Corkran, Alvin Grove, Ted 
Rogowski, and Wes Jordan. Second 
row, Milford K. Smith, Hermann 
Kessler, Clayton Shappy, Leigh 
Perkins, Donald DuBois, and Ray- 
mond Kotrla. Third row, Austin 
Hogan, Ben Schley, Jane Gingrich, 
Arnold Gingrich, and Harry Darbee. 
Not pictured are Warren Shepard and 
Gene Anderegg. 
Below left: Mary Orvis Marbury's 
panels were one of the first exhibits in 
the early Museum. 
Below right: Austin Hogan, the Muse- 
um's first curator, points out a fly's 
merits to an early Museum visitor. 

Initially, the Museum had a pretty 
small budget and the Orvis Company 
picked up whatever we couldn't raise 
through the board of directors. From 
there on, it had a life of its own. As we 
attracted more and better trustees, the 
Museum finally became independent- 
which it never would have become 
without the very able help of Gardner 
Grant. Not only was he personally very 
generous, but he was able to put the 
arm on many other interested anglers in 
support of our Museum. 

The Museum is, in large part, the 
product of its four executive directors: 
Austin Hogan, Paul Schullery, John 

Merwin, and Don Johnson. Each of 
these individuals contributed a great 
deal and the Museum grew depending a 
lot on their strengths and interests. 

One of my functions was to make 
sure we had an executive director and 
that once the director bowed out or got 
stale, and it was time to pass the baton, 
to make sure we replaced him. The fi- 
nancial situation of the Museum has 
fluctuated erratically, and my other 
function was, along with the able assis- 
tance of Gardner Grant and Foster Bam, 
to go out and raise money to balance 
our budget. Sometimes it was more fun 
than others, but it has always worked 

out. I can remember at one point get- 
ting pretty discouraged about the 
amount of effort required to pump 
monev and breathe life into the Muse- 
um aAd was told by Austin Hogan that 
there really was no choice. Once the 
Museum was created, there was no way 
of killing it. It would always survive in 
one form or another. I'm sure he is 
right, and at this stage we are all very 
proud of the Museum's renovated quar- 
ters, new displays, this fine magazine, 
and the "Anglers All" traveling exhibit. 

I feel comfortable that we, as a team, 
have done a good job in preserving the 
history of a delightful way of life. - 
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Gardner L. Grant: Guiding Light, Strong Back 
by Joe Pisarro 

I T'S A JUNE EVENING; a soft dark- 
ness has fallen over a house that sits 
on a bluff high above the Beaverkill. 

The house has been designed to blend 
into the Catskill wilderness. Such a qui- 
et time is an appropriate close to a day 
of productive fly fishing on this most 
historic of American trout rivers. Over 
its purling waters hover the ghosts of 
Theodore Gordon, George LaBranche, 
Ed Hewitt, Lee Wulff, Rube Cross, 
Sparse Grey Hackle, Roy Steenrod, and 
countless others who have left their 
mark not only on the river but on the 
sport of fly fishing itself. America may 
be a Johnny-come-lately to a sport that 
can be traced back as far as 5,000 years, 
but many of the advances in fly fishing 
have, at least in the past century or so, 
come from devotees in this country. 
And more than a few of those advances 
originated and developed on the hal- 
lowed waters of the Beaverkill. 

On this June evening there emanate 
from the house the sound of a piano 
and the strains of "Satin Doll." Seated 
on the screened porch, several guests 
enjoy the quiet solitude and the music 
of their host, Gardner L. Grant, who is a 

man of many parts with a fondness for 
jazz, particularly the music of Duke 
Ellington. His love of music is exceeded 
only by his passion for fly fishing and 
for the environment that nurtures the 
waters and cradles the fish. 

Gardner's love affair with fishing be- 
gan in the fresh and salt waters of his 
native New England, though during his 
boyhood years in Rhode Island he had 
not yet become acquainted with fly fish- 
ing. It was only later, while spending 
his colleee summers in Maine's north V 

woods as a registered fishing guide, that 
he was introduced to flv fishing. Before " 
long, Gardner was preaching the gospel 
of fly fishing and diligently practicing it 
every time he picked up a fly rod-an 
implement that became his exclusive 
companion whenever he went a' stream, 
or a' lake for that matter, and eventually, 
a' sea. 

Though college interfered somewhat 
with Gardner's fishing, he did manage 
to graduate from Yale, followed by an 
M.B.A. from Harvard Business School. 
and a lifetime of fly fishing spread in 
front of him. When the fly-fishing bug 
bit him, it bit him for good, and, as any 

devoted fly fisher will tell you, there is 
no known cure for that ailment. Except, 
perhaps, another day of fishing. 

After college, Gardner found that he 
needed a livelihood. As a start, he 
formed a company that invented auto- 
matic toll collection machines for use 
on turnpikes, bridges, and tunnels, and 
after successfully managing that compa- 
ny for a number of years, sold it and 
looked for something else to do between " 
fishing trips. 

His intense love for fly fishing led 
him, inevitably, to a deep concern for 
the environment and its protection and 
preservation. Because he was in a finan- 
cial position to do so, he turned more of 
his attention and his efforts to "giving 
something back," as he put it. So in 1969 
he became a founding director and first 
treasurer of New York State's Environ- 
mental Planning Lobby, the beginning 
of a deep lifelong involvement with en- 
vironmental causes and organizations, " 
an involvement which has not slackened 
to this day. He became an early believer 
in the "catch-and-release" principle, 
agreeing with Lee Wulff, longtime 
friend and neighbor on the Upper 
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Gardner Grant explains an archi- 
tect's model of the Museum'spro- 
posed building in West Yellow- 
stone, Montana, to Curt Gowdy 
in 1981. 

Beaverkill, that "a game fish is 
too valuable to catch only 
once." To this Gardner added 
that in fly fishing "you can have 
your cake and eat it, too. A fish 
taken on a fly can usually be re- 
turned to the water unharmed 
so he'll be there for you or 
someone else to catch another 
day." As far as Gardner is con- 
cerned, any fish-fresh or salt 
water-that will rise to a fly is a legiti- 
mate fly-fishing quarry. Though if 
messed. he will admit that trout and At- 
lantic salmon are his favorites. 

Despite his frequent fishing jaunts, 
along with operating his own real estate 
investment and management firm, 
Gardner has devoted much time and ef- 
fort to various environmental and con- 
servation causes and organizations. In 
1970 he became a consultant to those 
working on the reorganization of the 
New York State Department of Environ- 
mental Conservation. He followed that 
by serving as chair of the State's Com- 
missioners' Council on Environmental 
Conservation, a position he held from 
1972 until 1976 under three separate 
New York governors. 

His efforts and involvement in envi- 
ronmental matters were not limited to 
government agencies; he was and re- 
mains closely associated with a number 
of clubs and organizations active in en- 
vironmental and conservation work. 
Following two years as its conservation 
chair, Gardner was elected president of 
Theodore Gordon Flyfishers in 1971, an 
800-member angling and conservation 
group based in New York City; he held 
that position until 1974 and remained 
on its board of directors for some years 
thereafter. He was an early advocate of 
the Federation of Fly Fishers, a national 
confederation of fly-fishing clubs and 

served as its president 1976 from 1978. 
From 1979 to 1991 he was a director of 
Trout Unlimited and in 1989 was pre- 
sented with its Distinguished Service 
Award. Since 1980 he has been a director 
of the Atlantic Salmon Federation and is 
a director of the Catskill Fly Fishing 
Center. 

In 1974 Gardner was organizer and 
co-chair of a series of Wild Trout Sym- 
posia, conferences co-sponsored by sev- 
eral federal departments and national 
fishing organizations. He appeared be- 
fore the U.S. Senate Committee on En- 
vironment and Public Works in 1981 to 
deliver a statement on acid rain on be- 
half of the American League of Anglers, 
of which he was then vice vresident. 
Along with all those activites and many 
others, he has somehow managed to eke 
out time to write articles for a number 
of publications. 

It is a wonder that he actually finds 
time to fish. But he does manage it 
somehow. For a number of years, he has 
been making at least one trip a year to 
Iceland for Atlantic salmon. In pursuit 
of salmon and other game fish he has 
traveled to many lands and waters. In 
1987 he led a Trout Unlimited group 
that was invited to what was then the 
Soviet Union to fish for Atlantic salmon 
on the Kola Peninsula. The trip proved 
to be pretty much a bust (wrong time of 
the year), so the fish were not in the 

rivers, but the mosquitoes were 
plentiful. Only one salmon - a 
small one-was taken on the 
last day and that one by Gard- 
ner. 

Gardner's trips to Iceland 
have usually been more pro- 
ductive. On one occasion there 
he helped avert disaster. A film 
crew from the television pro- 
gram "American Sportsman" 

was on hand to film Bing Crosby catch- 
ing an Atlantic salmon. Crosby did his 
best, but no fish would come to his fly. 
Meantime, the television crew stood 
idly by waiting for something to hap- 
Den. Crosbv finallv laid aside his rod to 
iake a breAher. A; that point, Gardner 
picked up his rod (only one person at a 
time can fish on Icelandic rivers), made 
one cast and was into a fish. He quickly 
passed the rod to Crosby who then 
played the fish while the cameras rolled. 
When the program aired, there was 
Crosby on the screen, skillfully playing 
and landing a salmon! 

~ecause  b f  Gardner's deep interest in 
environmental concerns and the historv 
and traditions of fly fishing, it was in- 
evitable that the American Museum of 
Fly Fishing should attract his attention. 
In 1974 he was invited to join the Muse- 
um's board of directors and in 1981 
served as its president and then chair. 
He remains one of the most actively in- 
volved trustees. 

Gardner and his wife, Ellen, now di- 
vide their time between their homes in 
Purchase, New York, and Jupiter, Flori- 
da, where he can indulge his fancy for 
saltwater fly fishing during the winter 
months while the north is locked in 
snow and ice. But as spring approaches, 
their thoughts turn more and more to 
that house perched on a bluff high 
above the Upper Beaverkill. e 
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L E I G H  P E R K I N S  ASKED M E  to join 
the Museum board in 1974 and I 
have happily served on it since. It 

is hard to believe almost twenty years 
have passed. 

In the seventies many fly fishers 
thought of the Museum as an offshoot 
of the Orvis retail store or as "the Orvis 
Museum." It became increasingly appar- 
ent that if we were to become a strong 
independent institution with a clear 

During My Watch 
by Gardner L. Grant 

mission, we had to change that percep- 
tion. In 1981 I became president of the 
Museum and Errol champion became 
 resident of FFF. the Federation of Flv 
Fishermen (as it was then known), a po- 
sition I had held a few years earlier. We 
discussed the fact that the Museum 
needed to become physically indepen- 
dent of Orvis and Errol came up with 
the concept of a home for fly fishing in 
the United States which, as he put it, 
would house the sport's history and 
heritage (the work of the Museum), and 
its teaching, ethics, practice, and conser- 
vation interests (the activities of FFF). 
The idea was attractive and there ap- 
peared to be a real synergistic relation- 

ship. The boards of the two organiza- 
tions voted to mount a joint fund-rais- 
ing campaign to implement the concept 
in West Yellowstone, Montana. The Fed- 
eration, more than ten times the size of 
the Museum, was to play the lead role. 

Architectural plans were drawn, a 
professional fund-raiser was selected, 
the campaign began. Despite the best 
efforts of both groups, the support 
identified bv the fund-raiser never ma- 
terialized and the campaign failed to 
achieve its objectives, nullifying any 
move to West Yellowstone. 

The Museum still needed to become 
physically independent a year later and 
its board decided to raise the funds to 
establish a new facility in Manchester, 
Vermont. In 1982, Paul Schullery re- 
signed as executive director of the Mu- 
seum to pursue other interests and in 
1983 John Merwin was appointed to the 
position. My first request to the new ex- 
ecutive director was "find us a home in 
Manchester," and shortly thereafter, he 
did. Our board has continuously risen 
to the occasion and primarily through 
their funding efforts, we purchased our 

existing building, renovated it in 1983, 
and dedicated it in 1984. It was a happy 
move-one that has had a positive 
bearing on the growth and stature, pro- 
grams, professionalism, and support 
our Museum continues to enjoy. 

In the early eighties two major ex- 
hibits, "The King Tut Exhibit" and "The 
Art of the Vatican." toured museums 
throughout the country. It occurred to 
me that this was the wav we must ver- 
form two of our most important func- 
tions - education and outreach. Only a 
finite number could visit Manchester, 
Vermont, to view and appreciate the 
Museum's collections, but with a travel- 
ing exhibit, we could reach out expo- 
nentially. I spoke with John Merwin 
about this and he responded, "I like it!" 
After some thought he came up with 
"Anglers All," still our major traveling 
exhibit, which opened at the California 
Academy of Sciences in Golden Gate 
Park, San Francisco, in June of 1985 and 
has been seen by millions around the 
country since. This effort spawned 
smaller traveling exhibits and joint ven- 
tures with other institutions. 
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Above: Art Frey advertises a sculpture at tke first Sun Francisco dinner/auction, held in 
1980. Opposite: Incoming president Gardner Grant presents outgoing president Leon 
Martuch with the 1981 Arnold Gingich Award at that year's annual meeting. 

When the William Cushner collec- 
tion of over loo framings of flies and 
angling art became available in the mid- 
1980s, we started efforts to acquire it un- 
der John Merwin and completed it 
when Don Johnson took over as execu- 
tive director. This six-figure, historically 
significant acquisition, the Museum's 
largest to date, was funded by a small 
goup  of trustees. Our trustees have al- 
ways been a pillar of strength and they 
came through again in the late 1980s 
when we faced financial difficulty. In the 
context of trustee dedication, I will 
never forget Leigh and Romi Perkins 
(Mr. and Mrs. Leigh Perkins) bidding 
against each other for the same auction 
item at a Museum fund-raising u 
event - and this happened more than 
once! 

Membership dues and trustee contri- 
butions alone could not fund our oper- 
ations. Unlike many Museums, we had 
no endowment fund and no truly major 
benefactor. Following proven fund-rais- 
ing techniques of other organizations, 
we inaugurated an auctionldinner pro- 
gram that has grown to over twelve an- 
nual events across the countrv. This 
program not only produces needed 
funding, but exposes the Museum to 
many newcomers, increases our mem- 
bership, provides access to potential 
contributors to our collection, inspires 
new exhibition opportunities, and, per- 
haps most importantly, creates aware- 

ness of the Museum as a national insti- 
tution. 

In 1984 the name of the Museum of , , 
American Fly Fishing was changed to 
reflect its international focus: we didn't 
want to confine ourselves to collecting 
American items only, which the original 
name implied. So we became the Amer- 
ican Museum of Fly Fishing, a more 
precise moniker and perhaps a little eas- 
ier to remember. 

During my terms as president and 
chairman of the board, we added staff, 
including Don Johnson as curator; 
started a Museum volunteer program 
under the leadership of former 
Theodore Gordon Flyfishers president 
Joe Pisarro; and published our first ma- 
jor book, Paul Schullery's American Fly 
Fishing: A History. Our programs and 
professionalism grew and we started the 
effort to gain accreditation from the 
American Association of Museums, an 
effort we hope reaches fruition during 
this. our twentv-fifth anniversarv vear. , , 

We became a truly national institu- 
tion, not only through our dinnerlauc- 
tion and traveling exhibit programs, but 
by the welcome addition of trustees 
from various parts of the country out- 
side the Northeast. I can't mention all of 
those from other regions who have 
served us so well, but we must include 
Art Kaemmer, Wally Stenhouse, and 
Pete Bakwin of Illinois; Ivan Schloff of 
Minnesota; Lew Borden and Allan 

Phipps of Colorado; Roy Chapin of 
Michigan; Dick Whitney and Keith Rus- 
sell of Ohio; Earl Worsham and Marty 
Kline of Georgia; Bob Kahn, Curt Hill, 
and Sue Popkin of Pennsylvania; Me1 
Krieger, Ralph Stinson, Jim Van Loan, 
Jim Taylor, Freddy Fredericksen, Sam 
Van Ness, and Larry Gilsdorf on the 
West Coast; and we have to recognize 
past board president Art Frey of San 
Francisco for playing the lead role in 
making the Museum known on the 
West Coast. 

After I stepped down as chairman, 
Don Johnson succeeded John Merwin 
as executive director, and new trustees 
came aboard and assumed leadership 
roles. Foster Bam, Bill Barrett, Bill Her- 
ick, Art Stern, Wally Murray, Wayne 
Nordberg, Dick Kress, and others 
picked up the torch from the old guard 
(i.e., trustees like me); they have done, 
and are doing, a great job. Don Johnson 
has grown into his position and has put 
together a fine staff. The Museum is fi- " 
nancially stable, has a clear mission, and 
an enthusiastic staff and board capable 
of implementing it. 

During my watch, as suggested in 
this brief account, we made some mis- 
takes, faced some problems, but sur- 
vived to become a stronger and more 
focused institution. We are poised for 
even more growth and I hope all who 
read these pages will play a part in it. 

e 
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Leon Martuch (left) presents 
President's awards to Will 
Godfrey and Art Frey at the 
1981 annual meeting. 

BORN A P R I L  30, 1928, in Saginaw, 
Michigan, Leon Martuch grew up in 
Midland, headquarters of Dow Chemical. 
He served in the U S .  Army during the 
Korean War, attended junior college, and 
ultimately earned a degree in chemistry 
at the University of Michigan in 1952, fol- 
lowed by a master's degree in 1954. Leon 
came home to Midland and worked for 
Dow Chemical until 1962 when he joined 
the newly formed Scientific Anglers to 
work with his father producing the origi- 
nal Air-Cel and Wet-Cel flv lines at the , , 
dawn of modern fly line manufacturing, 
a process which employed a formed plas- 
tic coating over a straight braided core. 
Leon sold Scientific Anglers to 3M Com- 
pany in 1973 and continued on as a con- 
sultant for three years, followed by a peri- 
od as a free-lance consultant. 

During his career in the fly-fishing in- 
dustrv. Leon served as  resident o f  Trout , , 
Unlimited and as a member of its nation- 
al board o f  directors. He and wife Shirlev 
reside in Orlando, Florida, but continue 
to summer in Michigan. 

0 N MAY 13, 1978 I was elected 
president of the board of direc- 
tors of the Museum at its annual 

meeting. At the time I was working as a 
consultant to the 3M Company to which 
I had sold Scientific Anglers, the fly line 
company founded by my father in Mid- 

Recollections 
by Leon Martuch 

land, Michigan. By then I was no longer 
part of its everyday management, so 
when Leigh Perkins called and asked if I 
could devote some time to the Museum, 
I was able to say yes. The Museum was 
ten years old and still tucked away in a 
small wing of Orvis's retail store in 
Manchester. Despite the fact that it paid 
rent to Orvis for the space and operated 
as a separate entity, Perkins realized that 
everyone always said, "Oh, that muse- 
um; it's just a part of Orvis." It was time 
to make a break-the egg had hatched 
and had to get out of the nest. Begin- 
ning right then we established goals for 
the Museum: 
1. Independence: acquisition of our own 

home and the income to maintain it. 
2. Professional standing, i.e., accredita- 

tion. 
3. Collection and exhibit improvement. 
4. Respect for the institution in the an- 

gling community. 
At that 1978 annual meeting and din- 

nerlauction, we had raised the magnifi- 
cent sum of $2,984 and began to think 
about taking our show to the big city, 
perhaps Washington or New York. So 
early in 1979, we decided to run our first 
auction apart from the annual meeting; 
it took place at the Williams Club in 
New York and netted $8,500, a real step 
ahead. Then, on March 18,1985, we held 

our second New York auctionlraffle, this 
time at the Yale Club under the guid- 
ance of advance man Gardner Grant, 
who would succeed me as Museum 
president. This event had netted over 
$12,000, due not only to increased atten- 
dance, but also to the growing list of 
contributors: manufacturers, compa- 
nies, and individuals associated with the 
fly-fishing industry. 

During 1978 and 1979, our main con- 
cerns were to establish our own home 
separate from Orvis's operations. Our 
exhibits were still in their retail store 
wing and the collection was stored in 
the old Orvis factory building on Union 
Street in Manchester Village, a historic 
site in itself, but not the most secure lo- 
cation for a growing collection of valu- 
able antique fly-fishing memorabilia. It 
had become apparent that in order to 
meet our goals we would have to move " 
to completely new quarters. Anticipat- 
ing that we'd be faced with evaluating 
prospective new locations, we worked 
on establishing the criteria by which we 
could judge proposed sites. By Decem- 
ber 1979, we had decided on the criteria 
by which any new home would be 
judged: facilities which could be accred- 
ited under museum standards, adequate 
storage and exhibit space, a prime loca- 
tion available to both the angling and 
nonangling public, and an adequately 
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safe place to keep the collection all un- 
der one roof. 

In 1980 we received a proposal from 
the Federation of Fly Fishers to share a 
building with them, possibly in West 
Yellowstone, Montana, which would be- 
come a flv-fishing center. The idea of a " 
combined facility caught the imagina- 
tion of a lot of people, and had consid- 
erable public support as well as that of 
members of the Museum's board of 
trustees. Elaborate plans for this venture 
went awry, unfortunately, and ultimate- 
ly the Museum acquired an empty 
building a half mile away in the historic 
district of Manchester Village, its pre- 
sent home. 

At our annual meeting in 1980 dues 
were increased from $15 to $20 and sus- 
taining memberships from $25 to $30. 
Then, in August 1981, Gardner Grant 
was elected president, and I was moved 
up to chairman of the board. In the 
meantime our membership had grown 
to 794. Likewise, our annual income had 
increased from $25,440 in 1977 to 
$48,939 in 1979, an increase of 92.4 per- 
cent, a trend which has continued. 

By the fall of 1983, John Merwin had 
succeeded Paul Schullery as executive 
director; David Ledlie became editor of 
this publication; the Museum's board of 
trustees voted to acquire the building 
which it now occupies; and last, a new 
name was approved, a simple change 
from the Museum of American Fly Fish- 
ing to the American Museum of Fly 
Fishing. As reported in The American 
Fly Fisher, "It was felt that we are not 
just a museum of American fly fishing 
(although that is where our emphasis 
lies); rather our scope encompasses 
many items of an international nature. 
Our new name thus better fits our in- 
tents and purposes." 

The Museum has been fortunate in- 
deed to have had the help of an unpaid 
and unsung staff of volunteers. Many 
served before I became president and 
are still serving today. 

Finally, I would like to praise a fellow 
trustee emeritus. All of the day-to-day 
Museum work and lots of the planning 
were done by Paul Schullery, who was 
executive director during mv term as " ,  
president. He made me look good. I am 
grateful for that and I am grateful also 
for his counsel and almost unbearable 
cheerfulness and good nature. Paul was 
totally responsible for the excellence of 
the magazine during the period when 
we worked together. Naturally, I am 
pleased to have my name listed with his 
and the four other trustees emeriti in 
this issue. e 

The Winds of Time 

I 'VE E X P E R I E N C E D  S T R O N G  W I N D S  in a lot of places. As a child I 
watched my town on the Texas coast rush and scurry to brace itself against 
the blue norther which turned the sky black at midday. I've encountered 

winds in the prairie states, winds that had room for a 500-mile running start 
before they smacked into me, winds that could make a small car change lanes 
without warning. I've been met by winds, even on pleasant days, that made fly 
casting in Oregon's Rogue River canyon not only impossible but dangerous. 
But I've not encountered anything quite like the winds of Vermont. They aren't 
as big as the others, or as powerful, but they're mean. They come cutting 
through the winter nights up the Battenkill Valley, and as they rush and roar 
you can almost feel the mountain shiver. They seem to aim their strongest 
blasts at the old buildings in "the village:' many of which now stand deserted, 
where Victorian tourists first discovered the many talents of Charles F. Orvis. 

The old Union Street Orvis factory now houses the workrooms of the Mu- 
seum of American Fly Fishing [today the American Museum of Fly Fishing-ed.] 
and when the winter winds come the clapboard structure creaks and groans 
like a drifting ship. Tile floorboards upstairs pop, and the pipes and radiators 
whistle and sing. The noise seems loudest at night, and most of those who have 
worked late here can recall nights when the building rarely stopped talking. 

"Charlie sure was restless last night:' we report to one another after a long 
evening's work. Charlie. We've created our own spirit to explain the endless 
racket and it could only be one person. Charlie knew the building better than 
anyone. We can see the bolt holes in the floor where he secured his first power 
tools and, even though new walls have been put up since he last set down his 
planes, we can imagine where he stood to study the arrangements in his shop. 

And so now we wonder what Charlie thinks now that the rods he loved are 
returning to the building; rods retired from active service and stored in the Mu- 
seum collection. Rods he built. Rods his competitors built. Maybe even some 
he fished with. 

When the last of the old Orvis offices were being moved out, someone 
stopped to look over a small worktable. Carved into the crazed finish were the 
initials M.O.M., reminders of an even more mysterious figure, the lady fly fisher 
whose life was such a puzzle. Some nights the wind is so busy it seems that 
Mary must be up there in the attic, too-moving quickly about the old fly-ty- 
ing room, pausing to look over a shoulder, to adjust a hackle. Or to listen as 
strains of Hoyt Axton and Willie Nelson drift up from below. 

Charles and Mary Orvis are no more gone from this building than they are 
from the modern Orvis fly rod. The tradition here is almost palpable. The lega- 
cy has a life of its own. It flows through the building with the same patient de- 
termination that the Battenkill flows through the valley. The spirits are friendly. 
And somehow, for all its sting and bite, so is the wind. 

PAUL SCHULLERY 
The Orvis Story (1980) 
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1 9 6 8  - 1 9 9 3  

A Quarter Century to Build a Museum 

T HE MUSEUM'S HISTORY is S O  rich and so complex-now that we have turned 
the ripe old age of twenty-five and entered adulthood-that i t  would require far 
too many pages and thousands of words more than we can offer to comprehensively 

document the past quarter century. To chart the growth of this splendid institution, we've 
put together this carefully researched and illustratqd chronology that should accurately 
record for posterity the terms of board presidents, executive directors, and some stafi as 
well as describe some of the seminal events that have built our museum. EDITOR 

1 9 6 3  
Hermann Kessler, while re- 
searching visuals for a 1964 
Field Q Stream story, visits 
Orvis (then owned by Dud- 
ley C. "Duckie" Corkran), 
the Manchester, Vermont, 

1 9 6 6  
At a Theodore Gordon Fly- 
fishers Club meeting at the 
Williams Club in New York 
City, Kessler mentions his 
idea to Perkins, who says six 
months later, "Let's do it." 

chase of the company. 

1 9 6 7  
The Museum opens in 
rented spaces at the 
Orvis Company, Man- 
chester, Vermont. The 

first exhibit showcases 
Orvis's rich archives dating 

1 9 6 8  
The Museum is incorporated 
and granted tax-exempt sta- 
tus as a nonprofit education- 
al institution under the name 
the Museum of American Fly 
Fishing. 

1 9 6 9  
The original board of 
trustees is formed. Interna- 
tionally known artist Ogden 
Pleissner grants permission 
for the Museum to sell prints 
of his painting Lye Brook 
Pool for $75 (which the Mu- 
seum will sell for $400 in 
1976), the income from 
which will give the Museum 
a sound financial base. Her- 
mann Kessler is elected the 
Museum's first president 
(1969-1970). 

1 9 7 0  
Austin Hogan is named cu- 
rator and Capt. Ray Kotrla 
(Rtd. USN) is elected presi- 
dent (1970-1973). The Muse- 
um's square footage doubles 
in size and an Orvis confer- 
ence room is converted to ac- 
comodate the enlarging Mu- 
seum's needs. 

to the mid-1800s. Appeals f& 
financial contributions and 
donations to the collection 
appear in many magazines. 

Lye Brook Pool 

18 T H E  A M E R I C A N  FLY F I S H E R  



T H E  A M E R I C A N  M U S E U M  O F  P L Y  F I S H I N G  

1 9 6 8  - 1993  

1 9 7 1  
The Museum's first brochure 
is published. An Associate 
membership is $10. 

1 9 7 2  
Ken Cameron becomes a 
consuItant to the Museum, 
later its registrar (to 1975), 
and then assistant editor of 
The American Fly Fisher 
(1983-1985). The Museum's 
membership consists of 
twelve Patrons, fifty-eight 
Sustaining, and 122 Associate 
members. 

1973 
An Acquisitions Catalog 
(1969-ig73), compiled by 
Dick Finlay, is published; it 
includes Austin Hogan's im- 
portant essay documenting 
the origins of our sport, "An 
Introduction to the History 
of Fly Fishing in America." 
Austin Hogan publishes sep- 
arately his American Sporting 
Periodicals ofAngling Interest: 
A Selected Check List and 
Guide, a valuable reference 
tool for fly-fishing students. 

1 9 7 4  
The premiere issue of The 
American Fly Fisher is pub- 
lished; founding editor 
Austin Hogan establishes its 
format as "a mixture of past 
and present, vintage remem- 
brance and modern re- 
search." Its lead article is a 
reprint of Theodore Gor- 
don's "Some Trout Fishing 
Memories." Anne Secor is the 
art director (1974-1979). The 
Museum expands to three 
exhibit rooms in the Orvis 
store. Arnold Gingich is 
elected president (1974-1976). 
The library now holds 826 
objects, including books, let- 
ters, catalogs, photographs, 
and other ephemera. 

1975 
One hundred people attend 
the Museum's annual meet- 
ing and banquet which fea- 
tures noted writer Dana 
Lamb as guest speaker. Regis- 
trar David Ledlie reports that 
for the first time all major 
Museum holdings are 
recorded on file, including 
383 fly rods, 277 reels, and 111 
fly collections. The library 
has now cataloged 923 publi- 
cations. Laura Towslee be- 
gins her tenure as the longest- 
running secretary to the 
board of directors (1975-1984). 

1 9 7 6  
Carl Navarre is elected presi- 
dent (1976-1977) and Xhe 
American Fly Fisher publishes 
its first color plates (an 
Austin Hogan painting and 
reproductions of early Amer- 
ican trout flies). Maxine 
Atherton donates the begin- 
nings of the Atherton collec- 

tion: nine fly rods and the 
first fly reel made by Hewitt. 
The Museum acquires the 
angling library of Theodore 
Gordon. An Associate mem- 
bership costs $15. 

1 9 7 7  
Paul Schullery is named first 
executive director (1977- 
1982). The first annual 
awardslauction dinner is 
held in May; s w - s i x  people 
attended and $3,000 is raised. 

Paul Schullery 

1 9 7 8  
Paul Schullery assumes edi- 
torship of The American Fly 
Fisher, with David Ledlie as 
co-editor, when Austin 
Hogan retires. Leon 'Martuch 
is elected president (1978- 
1980). A "Museum Slide 
Show," advertised in the 
journal, offers a brief tour of 
the collection and an 
overview of angling history. 
The first collective index to 
The American Fly Fisher is 
published, compiled by 
trustee Kay Brodney. That is- 
sue also includes a report on 
the annual meeting's Nine- 
teenth-Century Angling 
Outing, during which partic- 
ipants fished with lancewood 
and greenheart rods and gut- 
snelled flies. 
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T H E  A M E R I C A N  M U S E U M  O F  F L Y  F I S H I N G  

1 9 6 8  - 1 9 9 3  

1 9 7 9  
The Daniel Webster rod is 
acquired (a 4-piece- only 
three pieces survive - 12-foot 
rod made by B. D. Welch). It 
will become one of the Muse- 
um's most historically im- 
portant objects. A New York 
City dinnerlauction raises 
over $8,000, thanks to the 
"guiding light and strong 
back" (according to the Mu- 
seum's annual meeting 
notes) of organizer Gardner 
Grant. 

a 
Daniel Webster rod 

1 9  8  o 
The American Fly Fisher 
sports a new design by Mike 
Hder; an editorial by Paul 
Schullery reassures readers 
that the journal is the "same 
esoteric, light-hearted, and 
charming little journal you've 
all come to know and love, 
and if the face is new, the 
name is old, and so is the 
purpose - the pleasure of the 
membership." There is dis- 
cussion at the annual meet- 
ing about finding a perma- 
nent home for the Museum. 
Plans quickly develop over 
the year to share a site in 
West Yellowstone, Montana, 
with the Federation of Fly 
Fishers, An Associate mem- 
bership is now offered at $20. 

Fishing to the Museum of Fly 
Fishing, but decide to post- 
pone formal adoption until 
the move to West Yellow- 
stone is complete. The Au- 
gust ground-breaking cere- 
mony for the International 
Fly Fishing Center in West 
Yellowstone, future home of 
both the Museum and the 
Federation of Fly Fishers, fea- 
tures speaker President Jim- 
my Carter. Bing Crosby's 
tackle is donated to the Mu- 
seum. The first director of 
development, David Ottiger, 
is hired; he dies the following 
year in a tragic car accident. 
Joanna Sheridan is named 
registrar (1981-1984). 

1 9 8 2  
The Preston Jennings collec- 
tion is acquired and the din- 
nerlauction program begun 
by David Ottiger is expand- 
ed. The first "State of the 
Collections Report" is pro- 
duced by registrar Joanna 
Sheridan. 

1 9 8 1  
The Museum acquires the 
historically significant 1873 
Howells Leonard rod, the 
first-known 6-strip rod built 
by Hiram Leonard. Gardner 
Grant is elected president 
(1981-1984). Trustees decide 
to shorten the name of the 
Museum of American Fly 

1 9 8 3  
David Ledlie is named editor 
of The American Fly Fisher 
and Martha Poole Merwin is 
named art director. The 
trustees vote not to relocate 
to West Yellowstone because 
of seasonal limitations and 

decide to pursue an aggres- 
sive national exhibit pro- 
gram. John Merwin is named 
executive director (1983- 
1988). A new permanent 
home for the Museum on 
Seminary Avenue in Man- 
chester Village is located and 
purchased. 

1 9 8 4  
A collective index for The 
American Fly Fisher is pub- 
lished. The Museum's new 
building and galleries open 
May 26. Art Frey is elected 
president (1984-1985) and 
trustees vote to officially 
change the name of the Mu- 
seum to the American Muse- 
um of Fly Fishing. 

1 9 8 5  
The purchase of the William 
Cushner collection is 
arranged. "Anglers All:' the 
Museum's new national trav- 
eling exhibit, is hosted for 
the first time by the Califor- 
nia Academy of Sciences in 
San Francisco. Lyman Foss is 
named deputy director of de- 
velopment and Robert Buck- 
master is elected president 
(1985-1987). Alanna Fisher is 
named registrar (1985-1987). 
A Museum Assessment Pro- 
gram I (MAP I) Grant is 
awarded by the Institute of 
Museum Services. The Austin 
Hogan Award is established 
and presented to Richard 
Hoffmann. 
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1 9 6 8  - 1 9 9 3  

1 9 9 0  
Alanna Fisher is named cu- 
ratoridevelopment assistant. 
The first Annual Museum 
Festival Weekend is held. A 
Treasury of Reels by Jim 
Brown is published by the 
Museum. A capital fund- 
raising drive t i  renovate gal- 
leries, acquire computer and 

1 I audioivisual systems, and I 
create an endowment fund is 
launched. The Joe A. Pisarro 

1 9 8 6  
"Anglers All" appears at 
Chicago's Shedd Aquarium. 
The Frederick A. Sharf reel 
collection is donated. An As- 
sociate membership is in- 
creased to $25. 

1 9 8 7  
An official collections policy 
is established. American Fly 
Fishing: A History, commis- 
sioned by the Museum and 
written by former executive 
director Paul Schullery, is 
published by Nick Lyons 
Books. Robert Kahn is elect- 
ed president (1987-1989). Vir- 
ginia Hulett is named execu- 
tive assistant. "Anglers A&" 
opens at the Philadelphia 
Academy of Natural Sciences. 
Don Johnson is named cura- 
tor and editor of The Ameri- 
can Fly Fisher. 

1 9 8 8  
The Museum acquires the 
Austin Hogan collection. 
"Anglers All" is hosted by the 
Denver Museum of Natural 
History. Randall Perkins is 
named art director of The 
American Fly Fisher. Don 
Johnson is named executive 
director. 

1 9 8 9  
Leigh Perkins is elected pres- 
ident (1989-1991). An Insti- 
tute of Museum Services 
Conservation Survey Grant is 
awarded to the Museum. 
"Anglers AU" is hosted by the 
Bell Museum of Natural His- 
tory, Minneapolis, Minne- 
sota. 

Volunteer of the Year Award 
is established and presented 
to Angus Black. Margot Page 
is named editor of The Amer- 
ican Fly Fisher. 

1 9 9 1  
Foster Bam is elected presi- 
dent (1991-1992). The first 
Museum endowment is es- 
tablished, and an expanded 
and renovated Museum is 
dedicated. The acquisition of 
the William B. Cushner col- 
lection is completed. Presi- 
dent Jimmy Carter attends 
the opening of the Museum's 
exhibit at his Presidential Li- 
brary. "Anglers All" travels to 
Wisconsin. The Museum is 
accepted as a candidate for 
accreditation by the Ameri- 
can Association of Museums. 

l Y Y L  
Wallace Murray is elected 
president. A collective index 
to The American Fly Fisher is 
published. "Anglers All" ap- 
pears in museums in North 
Carolina, Wyoming, and at 
Yale. Jon Mattewson is 
named registrar. 

1 9 9 3  
In the Museum's twenty-fifth 
year, "Anglers All" is sched- 
ked  to appear at three major 
museums. The auctio~ltdin- 
ner program has eleven 
venues across the U.S., and 
the Museum collection 
proudly includes 3,000 
books, 1,500 rods, over goo 
reels, and thousands of flies. 
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Paul Schullery: Premier Historian 
by Tom Rosenbauer 

T HIS QUIRKY H O B B Y  of ours is 
fortunate to have a professional 
historian of Paul Schullery's cal- 

iber as its chronicler- he is the premier 
fly-fishing historian of our time. Former 
executive director of the Museum (1977 
to 1982), and editor of The American Fly 
Fisher from 1978 to 1983, he is the author 
of the most current, most lively, and 
most iconoclastic history of American 
fly fishing, American Fly Fishing: A Hzs- 
tory (Lyons & Burford, 1987). Paul is 
now happily resettled within the bound- 
aries of Yellowstone National Park, but 
those of us who live in southern Ver- 
mont, and were lucky enough to fish 
with Paul and enjoy his company, wish 
he could have stayed here longer. 

Back in the late 197os, I had to spend 
long hours in the photo studio of the 
old Union Street Orvis rod shov where 
the Museum's headquarters were also 
located. I knew no matter what time of 
day it was, Paul would be downstairs in 
his office. He was always an anchor for 
putting affairs into perspective and 
could demolish the latest fly-fishing idol 
with one precise phrase, while in the 
next breath praise some unsung hero 
who hadn't been published in the out- 
door magazines. 

I enjoyed doing road shows with 
Paul, notably the yearly Theodore Gor- 
don Flyfishers day in Rye, New York. At 
that time Orvis was pretty much paying 
Paul's salary (since Leigh Perkins was 
the driving force behind the Museum), 
and he and I still laugh about "going off 
to spend Leigh's money," as neither of us 
had had much occasion to use an ex- 
pense account. There were flagrant 
abuses, too, the most extravagant of 
which was the time we stopped-on the 
road back to Manchester and ordered 
two double banana splits. 

Paul Schullerv has alwavs been 
drawn to both academia and Yellow- 
stone National Park. Unlike many of us, 
though, it is not primarily the fairyland 
of Yellowstone trout streams that beck- 
ons to Paul, but the rich body of natural 
history and the history of natural history 
that make up the Yellowstone archives 
which captivate him. 

Born in Pennsvlvania. Paul lived in 
Hershey with his family at the same 
time Vincent Marinaro was writing A 
Modern Dry Fly Code just a few miles 
away in Carlisle. Paul received his B.A. 
in history from Wittenberg University 

in Springfield, Ohio, and shortly after 
graduation he took the job as ranger1 
naturalist in Yellowstone National Park. 
Paul worked in Yellowstone for six sum- 
mers, 1972 through 1977, and also dur- 
ing the winters from 1974 to 1977. In be- 
tween, he spent seven years commuting 
between Wyoming and Ohio earning an 
M.A. in American history from Ohio 
University. His thesis was a study of the 
Yellowstone archives. 

After leaving the Museum in 1982, 
Paul tried to get closer to the Park. He 
moved to Livingston, Montana, to try to 
scrape out a living as a free-lance writer, 
of both the natural history essays that 
are the essence of Paul's career, but also 
some plain old nook-and-bullet prose. I 
can see him hunched over a keyboard 
grinding his teeth at having to crank out 
stories that would be homogenized in a 
midtown Manhattan office. In 1986, 
Paul moved back to Hershey to become 
an editor at Country Journal. 

Paul was getting further from the 
Park, and no closer to the academic 
stimulation that he needed. It's not that 
Paul was lacking professional success. 
When he left Manchester he had five 
books under his belt, beginning with 
Old Yellowstone Days. At present he has 
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eighteen books to his credit, 
ranging from fishing stories 
written with Bud Lilly to four 
books about bears. His latest, 
Pregnant Bears and Crawdad 
Eyes, published by The Moun- 
taineers in Seattle, was re- 
viewed favorably by the New 
York Times. But Paul had no 
contact with history profes- 
sionals. It took him four vears 
in Livingston and two in Her- 
shey to begin to make money 
at writing and by then he was - 
burned out. 

In 1988 a position in the research di- 
vision of Yellowstone National Park 
opened. He was editing, overseeing 
publications, and writing everything 
from technical papers to essays. Now in 
charge of the Publications Group of Yel- 
lowstone National Park, he says, "I'm 
becoming a bureaucrat. I don't want to 
give you the impression I have power; I 
just have lots of things to do." 

Paul's professional eye is far enough 
removed now that he can give us valu- 
able insight into the health of our Muse- 
um. When Paul was director, he got the 
most pleasure from seeing The Ameri- 
can Fly Fisher develop into a publication 
that was both interesting and desirable 
-a reason for people to join the Muse- 
um other than the abstract justification 
of being a flv fisher. But it was the rais- 

U i 

ing of the professional standards of the 
Museum that makes Paul most proud of 

his tenure in Vermont. "When I first be- 
came director, the director of the Ben- 
nington Museum gave me some advice: 
'You're not going to finish a lot of things 
here. But you're going to start a lot of 
thines.' The stature of the Museum in u 
the museum community now is very 
satisfying to me. It's getting around to 
the best museums in the country. I was 
much more conservative about what I 
allowed to leave the building, but now 
pieces of the cross, like the Webster rod, 
are being sent around the country. It's 
the right thing to do - I'm just a worry- 
wart." 

When Paul looks at the fly-fishing 
history that is being written now, he 
finds it hard to separate personal opin- 
ion from what's really happening. He 
found the 1970s historically exciting, led 
by some people, most notably Arnold 
Gingrich, and Swisher and Richards. 

The fly-fishing world seems to 
be lacking a sense of communi- 
ty and he doesn't see as giants 
any of the new people writing 
about fly fishing. "Who among 
those writing today will still be 
read fifty years from now?" he 
asks. But then he vonders a 
minute and remarks that, 
"There are so manv flv fishers , , 
doing such great work, maybe 
we won't be taking any great 
leaps in the future. I think a 
higher percentage of the people 
writing today know more, tech- 

nically, than did the hack of twenty 
years ago. And maybe those old legends 
were just blown way out of proportion." 

Paul still loves to fish, although, as in 
other times of his life, he doesn't get the 
ovvortunitv as much as he'd like. He 
L 1 

probably enjoys fishing more now that 
it is no longer associated with deadlines " 
and banquet speeches. And although 
Paul's favorite rods (I think the lightest 
line he regularly used on the Battenkill 
was a 7-weight), Woolly Buggers, and 
Neversink Skaters pulled some hand- 
some trout from the Battenkill, they are 
more at home on the Gardner or the 
Yellowstone. m 

TOM ROSENBAUER, Orvis's vice presi- 
dent of merchandising (huntinglfish- 
ing), is the author of three books on 
fishing and a longtime Museum sup- 
porter. 
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Former executive director Paul Schullery and Orvis's master-of-all-trades Arnie Abramson address a serious problem i n  
the old M u s e u m  workroonz, 1981. 

Taking the Museum Personally 
by Paul Schullery 

I BELIEVE I F IRST H E A R D  about the 
Museum from Charlie Brooks 
around 1975 or so. I was working as a 

ranger-naturalist and historian in Yel- 
lowstone at the time, and was already 
gut-hooked on fly fishing and every- 
thing to do with it. With a background 
in history (I would eventually complete 
my M.A. with a special emphasis on Yel- 
lowstone history), and a passion for fly 
fishing, I knew it was my kind of muse- 
um. 

I do remember that Charlie was also 
the person who told me I should join 
the Museum, which I did in time to re- 
ceive the inaugural issue of T h e  Ameri- 
can Fly Fisher. That first issue had a full- 
page picture of Theodore Gordon that I 
put up in my Yellowstone office. Prior 
to Charlie's telling me about the Muse- 

um, I may have read something in one 
of the fly-fishing magazines, but it 
didn't mean much to me. 

It was also Charlie, by then a trustee 
of the Museum (and one of my favorite 
fishing writers), who introduced me to 
the Museum's curator, Austin Hogan, 
and who told me in 1977 that they were 
looking for an executive director and 
that I should apply. It was their first 
salaried full-time position, he explained; 
Austin was going to have to let go of his 
volunteer position as curator for health 
reasons. 

My work in Yellowstone had reached 
a sort of dead end at that point, and 
though I knew that eventually I must re- 
turn to the Park, I also had the feeling I 
needed to be somewhere else for a 
while. Besides, I had already made a list 

of good fishing regions I wanted to live 
in, and New England was near the top. 
Looking back, it all seems amazing that 
it worked out so perfectly; I never ex- 
pected it to. Just as I was getting restless, 
here came a young institution that 
seemed to be advertising for the sort of 
person I suspect I was. 

However big a step this may have 
been for the Museum, it was an ab- 
solutely enormous one for me. I left Yel- 
lowstone- the love of my life-late in 
1977 for Vermont, having only the 
vaguest idea of what I would do when I 
arrived. As it turned out, there was nev- 
er any problem finding something to 
do; the real problem was deciding what, 
among the long list of things that ur- 
gently needed doing, to do first. 

It was an exciting time and almost an 
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ideal position for me. At twenty-nine I 
was just old enough to have accumulat- 
ed at least a little background in the va- 
riety of professional fields that museum 
work involves - exhibit design and the- 
ory, interpretive planning, editing, pub- 
lic speaking, and the like-and I had 
been an avid fly fisherman and student 
of fishing history just long enough to 
know how intriguing that all was. 

The Museum was ready for more, 
too. A decade of loving attention by 
dedicated volunteers had, at least in the 
view of the leadership, taken the Muse- 
um about as far as it could go without a 
more consistent professional presence. 
There was so much already done, but 
even more just waiting for someone like 
me to try to do. 

The next five years were really busy 
and have already become kind of a blur 
in my memory. Creating all new ex- 
hibits, redoing the magazine, launching 
our auction program, struggling to in- 
crease membership, overseeing the ac- 
quisition of hundreds of new objects, 
tending to all sorts of administrative de- 
tails, and constantly looking for ways to 
introduce professional museum stan- 
dards into the operation, I never seemed 
to do anything well enough to satisfy 
myself, but 1 seemed to make enough 
happen that my officers and trustees 
were pretty pleased. 

It was too often on-the-job training, 
but I had the safety net provided by the 
Museum's many friends, who were usu- 
ally able to keep me from doing some- 
thing really stupid. Whenever I think 
back on the important accomplish- 
ments of those five years, I immediately 
think of someone other than myself 
who helped make it happen. 

The Museum has had a lot of heroes. 
In my time there, I consider Leigh 
Perkins of Orvis the most important, as 
he has been since the beginning, along 
with Gardner Grant and Leon Martuch. 
I could never express how much I 
learned from them. These were the guys 
who literally kept it going-who found 
the funds and reached into their own 
pockets (or cheerfully reached into the 
pockets of their friends) to make up the 
difference. I hope their accomplish- 
ments will be adequately celebrated 
elsewhere during this anniversary year 
because I'm going to pretty much ig- 
nore them here; they certainly must 
know how much I appreciated them 
and how much they meant to my work. 

1 want to tell you about a few others 
here, people who for little or no pay 
made a big difference-in fact, made 
my work possible. I know some of them 

are still at it and they are the life of any 
small museum. 

"Small museum" is a vrofessional 
term in museum circles, not a derogato- 
ry or diminutive one. By far the majori- 
ty of museums and historical societies 
are little, underfunded, and supported 
in good part by the labors of armies of 
volunteers and part-timers -the great 
heroes of historical preservation in this 
country. 

Our Museum has had manv such he- 
roes, but when I think of the years I 
spent there, a few always come to mind. 
I always think first of Laura Towslee, the 
Museum's secretary for many years, who 
started well before I arrived there as the 
first full-time paid staff member. Her 
real job, which was more than full-time, 
was secretary to Leigh Perkins, president 
of Orvis. The advantage of that was ob- 
vious; between Laura and me, we could 
always reach Leigh about a problem that 
needed help from higher ground. From 
her eminent position at Leigh's right 
hand, Laura was also able to leverage a 
little extra "volunteer" work from the 
Orvis staff if the Museum had to get 
some project done fast. 

Laura always took the Museum very 
personally; besides maintaining the 
membership lists and doing all the relat- 
ed paperwork (I still don't know how 
the secretary of a corporate executive 
found time to do this stuff, too), she 
had an instinctive sense of high stan- 
dards for the institution. She spoke of 
the Museum with an almost imperial 
"we," and by example she convinced me 
to do the same. She also brought a dig- 
nity and class to our dealings with the 
vublic that was often bevond me. Like 
all great secretaries, she provided a sense 
of direction when the people supposed- 
ly in charge were just drifting around in 
a fog of administrivia. Like all great 
friends, she knew when I needed some- 
one to listen to my various worries 
about work. 

One of the first people to befriend 
me in Vermont was Richard Kress, a lo- 
cal fisherman and skier of considerable 
talent, and a patient Museum friend. 
That first winter he invited me to a local 
Trout Unlimited meeting to talk about 
the Museum, and then introduced me 
to the Sirloin Saloon in Manchester, 
which became my favorite restaurant. 

Richard helped in a thousand ways. 
In 1982, following the tragic death of 
our new director of development right 
in the middle of the auction schedule, 
Richard simply took over the adminis- 
tration of our New Jersey auction; it oc- 
curs to me as I write that we should 

have just tried to persuade him to work 
for us full time. Richard and I, along 
with the late Craig Woods, developed 
our own little fishing fraternity. We 
cruised the Battenkill, the Mettowee, 
and the West River, and had more 
laughs than any three people who are 
catching so few fish have any right to ex- 
pect. 

The main historian I called on dur- 
ing my years in Manchester was trustee 
emeritus David Ledlie, who was too far 
away (in Maine) for frequent visits, but 
who always had time to help. I doubt we 
actually met face to face more than four 
or five times in the whole five years, but 
David was always there when I needed 
him. Very few people, at that time, had 
a deep knowledge of fly-fishing history, 
and David's familiarity with the litera- 
ture, especially the eastern, salmon-fish- 
ing, and European material, was price- 
less. 

David and I shared many of the same 
hopes for the professionalization of the 
institution. Issues of accreditation, of 
collection storage and management 
standards, and of the Museum's public 
image came up in our conversations al- 
most as often as did fly fishing. Most 
important, and certainly most fun, we 
regularly called each other to relate 
some new obscurity one of us had 
stumbled upon in the apparently end- 
less realm of fishing history. That sense 
of discovery, that feeling of something 
important happening as we did our re- 
search, has never faded. 

Shortly before writing this, Dave and 
I finally had a chance to fish together, 
something I think we'd only done once, 
briefly, when I was in Vermont. Dave 
came to Yellowstone for a week and met 
a great many of the local trout in as 
many of my favorite spots as I could 
find for him. It's nice when a long-dis- 
tance friendship finally has a chance to 
thrive along trout streams. 

The Museum workrooms were next 
door to the shop of Orvis's master-of- 
all-trades, Arnie Abramson. I still don't 
know what his proper title was, but 
Arnie seemed able to do anything, and 
it was obvious to me that Leigh Perkins 
counted on him heavily for everything 
from engineering advice to local real es- 
tate information. 

Once Arnie got to know me, he gave 
me free access to the Orvis framing 
shop where he framed all the prints and 
other artwork the company sold. The 
shov was stocked with all manner of 
matting materials and equipment. It 
was like handing a young fly tyer the 
keys to the best-stocked fly-tying cabi- 

S P R I N G  1993 25 



net in town. Turning a museum director 
loose in a room like that was an act of 
wild generosity; soon I was able to set 
up reasonably handsome exhibits with 
matt-board backing and labeling 
mounted on smaller boards. Our only 
disagreement was that I could never 
convince him Orvis should buy a very 
expensive oval matt-cutter, so that I 
could use it to make exhibit back- 
grounds. 

Now and then, Arnie would come 
into the workroom with a new print 
and ask my opinion of his matt choices. 
I think he usually had already decided 
what he liked best (and I have to admit, 
that even on my best days, his judgment 
about color was at least a little better 
than mine), but it was a great compli- 
ment that he considered me a useful 
second opinion. We would stand there, 
turning the print this way and that, 
maybe taking it out into the sunlight, 
until it was pronounced right or until 
he decided I didn't know what I was 
talking about. 

I knew just enough about carpentry, 
design, and a lot of other things Arnie 
worked on all the time, that we could al- 
ways find something enjoyable to argue 
about. And somehow, though he was 
one of Leigh's chief people, he still 
found time to build new exhibit cases, 
or cut out a nice stand to hang Arnold 
Gingrich's vest on, or do a hundred oth- 
er things that required both technical 
slull and artistic sensitivity. He took my 
incessant pestering for some additional 
favor with saintlike patience. It's true 
that you can't go out and hire talent like 
his - you can only hope it comes your . A 

way. 
Yet another Orvis employee who be- 

came a mainstay of the Museum while I 
was there was Michael Haller. Mike 
came to Orvis as art director, a position 
that seemed to evolve rapidly over the 
next couple of years. His artistic eye was 
instantly attracted to all the fine crafts 
and amazing gadgets in the Museum 
collection. He was responsible for tak- 
ing many product pictures for the Orvis 
catalog, and very soon he was donating 
his time and using the Orvis photo- 
graphic equipment, in a little makeshift 
studio, to create fine 4-by-5 color pho- 
tographs for The American Fly Fisher. 

Mike was chiefly responsible for the 
new design of the magazine in the fall of 
1979. After Austin had given up editing 
it, in 1978, I worked as editor on it with 
another Orvis hero, Anne Secor, who 
had done the layouts from the begin- 
ning. But it was time to change the de- 
sign, and so Mike and I worked a lot of 

One o f  the early Museum's original displays when it was housed in 
Orvis. Below: Former registrar and journal editor David Ledlie. 

late hours experimenting with various 
new approaches. (I think how easy this 
would be now with a good Macintosh; 
back then, every cover design had to be 
painstakingly drawn and hand-colored.) 
Some time around midnight we'd make 
a run to one of the local twenty-four- 
hour eateries for a sundae or some other 
fortification. Then back to work, occa- 
sionally stopping to see if any of the 
Orvis products he was supposed to pho- 
tograph were edible, and if their pack- 
ages could somehow be opened and 
emptied without evidence. 

I have no idea how much monev-in 
film costs, in film processing, and in 
hours of skilled labor - Mike simply 
buried in the larger Orvis bills (some- 
thing I think he enjoyed doing more 
than he should have). I do know that his 
generosity continued long after he'd left 
and moved back to Indiana to open his 

- .  own design company. 
He got such a kick out of the maga- 

zine that he once flew himself, a profes- 
sional photographer, and the photogra- 
pher's large trunk of 4-by-4 equipment 
and film, to Vermont from Indiana. 
They were only in Vermont about twen- 
ty-four hours, but we pulled an all- 
nighter and stacked up about a year's 
worth of glorious large transparencies 
of various Museum treasures. If vou 
have any familiarity with commercial 
art, you know what that would set you 
back if you tried to pay for it. It didn't 
cost the Museum a cent, unless maybe I 
bought the sundaes that night. 

The American Fly Fisher is probably 

the thing that gave me the biggest sense 
of accomplishment; being a writer and 
historian, I suppose that's not surpris- 
ing. Thanks to the credibility Austin 
gave it from the start. and thanks to its " 
many contributors, the magazine has al- 
ways been the foremost source of infor- 
mation on American fly-fishing history. 

But thanks to Mike, the magazine 
also became a distinctive and handsome 
presence. We won several prestigious 
design awards, including two Printing 
Industries of America awards for design 
excellence. I realized iust what we had 
achieved when I lodked through the 
awards catalog, and saw the cover of The 
American Fly Fisher on the page with 
the covers of Audubon, Gourmet, and a 
lot of other major-league publications. 

As the Museum grew and became 
more of a handful to manage, we admit- 
ted we needed a registrar. We found a 
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An illustration from the Museum's first broc 
secretary Laura Towslee. 

zhure, 1971. Below: Longtime 

wonderful one, Joanna Sheridan, my 
first nearlv full-time emalovee. loanna 
had a &ong backgrou;d8 in library 
work and a happy and organized mind, 
and eventually she achieved great things 
in upgrading the Museum's collection 
record-keeping and storage. She pro- 
duced the first "State of the Collections 
Report" in 1982, an institutional mile- 
stone. Though I had supervised people 
in other jobs, she was the first employee 
who ever made me appreciate the satis- 
faction of team accomvlishments when 
I was in charge of the team. 

There were many others, of course. 
The entire Perkins family was in many 
ways a constant blessing to the Museum. 
In those days, the Museum's reliance on 
Orvis for most of its support complicat- 
ed its image a little; people routinely 
called it the Orvis Museum and didn't 
even know it was a nonprofit institu- 

tion. For some, the Orvis connection 
was a convenient excuse not to get in- 
volved and help out an obviously good 
cause. They cultivated a willfully foolish 
notion that somehow Orvis was making 
monev off the Museum: that the Muse- 
um ehibits, then in one wing of the 
Orvis store, attracted people to the 
store. 

Anyway, the Museum's first family 
has always been the Perkinses. They 
were invariably kind and generous to 
the Museum, and to its young director 
as well. And the larger Orvis family was 
equally kind. Dick Finlay, John Harder, 
Bill Cass, Howard Steere, Tom Rosen- 
bauer, Ruth and Ben Upson, the late 
Tony Skilton, and many others gave of 
their time and shared their exuertise in 
many fields. 

I could keep naming people, impor- 
tant people, but you must have the idea. 
I only intended to mention a few, to give 
some examples of the kind of care the 
Museum has had. The Museum's 
friends, as diverse as they were during 
my tenure, all seemed to share a com- 
mon enthusiasm for the work. It is in- 
teresting to me now, looking back, to re- 
alize that they all had a good sense of 
humor; there were a lot of days when 
that was about the only thing that kept 
us going. 

I left the Museum in 1982, returned 
to the West, and settled in Livingston, 
Montana. A few years later, John Mer- 
win, my successor as director of the Mu- 
seum, called me up to tell me he was re- 
signing. I immediately understood why 

he called. The job of director of this ex- 
traordinary little museum is unique, 
and I was the only other person who 
could understand just what it meant to 
have held the job-and just what it 
meant to leave it. For a little while we 
compared notes and laughed at memo- 
ries, most about the human nature of fly 
fishers rather than museums or history. 
It made me realize what I suspect both 
John and his successor, Don Johnson, 
have also realized-that for all its soci- 
ety and all its wonderful friends, run- 
ning the Museum can be a kind of lone- 
lv iob. i i 

And for all the beauty and satisfac- 
tion, the director's position had the real- 
ity checks of any other job. Human na- 
ture is irrepressible, and museums and 
other nonprofit institutions are notori- 
ous for internal conflicts; I don't dare 
paint the Museum as some paradise on 
earth. I have bypassed here all the tales 
of trouble and disagreement (even 
though some of them are really very en- 
tertaining). Austin, who watched help- 
lessly from Cambridge as this kid from 
out west took over the institution he'd 
given years of his life to, drove me nuts 
sometimes; and Charlie Brooks and I 
eventually fell out over something to do 
with Yellowstone rather than with the 
Museum (at least I think that's what 
happened: friendships fade or last, al- 
ways a little mysteriously). Sometimes 
all your energy, in any job, seems to go 
into just getting along. 

But none of that should come as a 
surprise. Any institution that inspires 
the kind of love and commitment our 
Museum has can also inspire disagree- 
ment; it is inevitable. What is impressive 
about the American Museum of Fly 
Fishing is that, despite the occasional 
tussle, it continues to grow and mature. 

I am delighted beyond saying by the 
progress that has occurred since I left. I 
see the Museum staffed by people with 
skills I didn't have, doing work I 
wouldn't have had the faintest idea how 
to do. I eagerly read each new American 
Flv Fisher. not onlv for news of the Mu- 
seum, but also to see what the new edi- 
tor and designer are up to (I don't al- 
ways agree with them, either, but I have 
to admit they're better at it than I was). 

I still feel a part of it, though I've 
been gone for ten years now. And, fol- 
lowing Laura's example of so long ago, I 
still take it very personally. When I 
think of something the Museum has 
done or I see one of the traveling ex- 
hibits when it reaches some town I pass 
through, I still find myself pleased with 
what a good job "we" are doing. 
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On Growing a Museum 

JOHN MERWIN is the author and/or editor 
of more than a dozen angling related 
books and has been writing professionally 
since 1967. His numerous articles have , , 
appeared in such diverse magazines as 
Town and Countrv, Field & Stream, 
Saltwater Sportsman, Fly Fisherman, 
Atlantic Salmon Journal, and many oth- 
ers. During the late 197os, he was an edi- 
tor at Fly Fisherman and during the 
1980s was the founding editor and pub- 
lisher of both Fly-Tackle Dealer and Fly 
Rod & Reel magazines. He is a former 
executive director of the American Muse- 
u m  of Fly Fishing and has also served on 
its board of trustees. His two newest books 
will both appear this year: The Bat- 
tenkill, which profiles the trout river and 
its people, is being published by Nick 
Lyons Books in New York, and the mas- 
sive New American Trout Fishing, an 
overview of modern trout tactzcs 
(Macmillan). Merwin presently serves as 
a director of the Battenkill Conservancy 
in southern Vermont, and is also a mem- 
ber of the American Fisheries Society, The 
Anglers' Club of New York, and the New 
England Outdoor Writers Associatzon. He 
lives in southern Vermont. EDITOR 

I PROTESTED, "But, Ted, the Cushner 
material is on Cape Breton Island! 
And it's the middle of winter. How 

are we going to get it to Seattle for an 
exhibit in four weeks?" 

"You'll think of something," Ted Ro- 
gowski answered over the phone from 
his Seattle office. "This is too good a 
deal to pass up!" 

During the winter of 1983-1984, Ro- 

by John Merwin 
File ~ h o t o  

ered by six inches or more of blowing 
snow. It took us ten hours of crawling in 
four-wheel drive past stranded cars to 
reach Halifax-only half way to Cape 
Breton and a short drive in sum- 
mer-where we grabbed the first avail- 

gowski was a trustee and had managed 
to talk the late Bill Cushner into selling 
his fabulous collection of framed flies 
and angling art to our Museum. Cush- 
ner had assembled and framed the col- 
lection during the 1960s and 1970s in 
Manhattan and eventually had moved 
lock, stock, and frame shop to his Nova 
Scotia retirement home. At the same 
time, Rogowski had convinced Eddie 
Bauer to sponsor - for considerable 
cash-a Museum traveling exhibit of 
Cushner's work in Bauer's northwestern 
stores, immediately. Cushner was also 
an old friend of mine from his New 
York days, so negotiating a long-term fi- 
nancial arrangement was relatively easy. 
Actually, getting the material was anoth- 
er story that's amusing in retrospect, but 
was rather harrowing at the time. 

I quickly found out that Cushner had 
no facilities for crating and shipping a 
hundred or more framings because of 
his remote location. So I put a weather- 
proof cap on my four-wheel-drive pick- 
up truck, made a phone reservation for 
the Bar Harbor (Maine) ferry to Nova 
Scotia, and headed north with a jug of 
coffee and my wife, Martha, sharing the 
front seat. When we drove off the ferry 
the next morning at Yarmouth on Nova 
Scotia's southern end, it was snowing 
hard and the highway was already cov- 

able motel roo;. We packed towels 
around the motel door to stop the snow 
that was blowing through the cracks 
and fell asleep to the noise of an incredi- 
ble wind. 

I mumbled a lot things that can't be 
printed here while digging out the truck 
at dawn the next day, but having come 
this far it seemed best to keep going. It 
was still snowing and blowing hard, and 
the intense whiteouts caused by high 
winds forced us to creep along again for 
most of the day, finally making Cape 
Breton and Cushner's house sometime 
after dark. Cushner was amazed. So 
were we, for that matter. 

The storm quit during the night, so 
in the morning we packed the truck 
with as many of Bill's framings as would 
fit and headed south, much faster this 
time since we had good visibility and 
were driving on hard-packed snow. At 
one point we took a small, coastal ferry 
as a shortcut across an estuary. I stood 
on the open steel deck looking at my 
ice-encrusted truck. We were, of course, 
the only ferry passengers. The deck 
hand walked over, glanced at my license 
plate, and then peered at me from the 
recesses of his hooded parka. 

"Kind'a late, ain't'cha?" he asked. 
We made the ferry at Yarmouth late 

that afternoon and fell asleep in chairs 
as the Bluenose corkscrewed through 



The new permanent home of the Muse- 
um, acquired in 1983, is located on Semi- 
nary Avenue in historic Manchester Vil- 
lage, Vermont. 

storm swells in the Gulf of Maine. Dri- 
ving off the ferry into the darkness at 
Bar Harbor, I began to wonder if Cus- 
toms agents had a sense of humor. I 
filled out the little form they give you on 
the ferry for U.S. entry. Where the form 
requested the value of goods being 
brought in, I think I put down a hun- 
dred thousand dollars. We drove up to 
the Customs booth, where I handed the 
form to an agent. 

She gave the form the usual perfunc- 
tory glance, apparently seeing us only as 
tourists and then did a double take. 
"But you looked so simple!" She ex- 
claimed. "What's in there?" 

"No problem at all, madam:' I said 
with more smoothness than I felt. "Just 
works of art. U.S. origin. Returning to 
the U.S., so there's no duty necessary." I 
took her around to the back of the truck 
and pulled out one of the framings. At 
the same time, I gave her copies of old 
newspaper clippings covering various 
past exhibitions of Cushner's work in 
New York, together with my Museum 
business card. She was convinced. And 
again we headed south, reaching home 
sometime before dawn. Within two 
weeks, our Cushner exhibit was de- 
signed, labeled, crated, and on an air- 
cargo jet headed for Seattle. It was-and 
is - an enormously popular exhibit, but 
as I remember it, getting there was defi- 
nitely not half the fun! 

I WAS HIRED as museum executive 
director on July I, 1983, after having 
spent several years on the board of 

trustees. In that year, two publications 
that I'd been involved in starting- Fly 
Rod & Reel and Fly-Tackle Dealer-were 
sold to a company in Maine and I was 
looking for something to do locally. The 
Museum needed a director and it cer- 
tainly seemed challenging enough, so I 
took the job. At the time, our Museum 
was at a crossroads. It had just extricat- 
ed itself from a commitment to con- 
struct a large headquarters and exhibi- 
tion center jointly with the Federation 
of Fly Fishers in West Yellowstone, 
Montana. At the same time, it was evi- 
dent to both the board and me that the 
Museum had matured and was ready to 
become more independent of the Orvis 
Company, which had nurtured the Mu- 
seum since inception and from which 
the Museum had been renting office, 
exhibition, and storage space since the - - 

late 1960s. 
During this period a concept 

emerged that has proven to be one of 
the most important ventures undertak- 
en by the Museum in the past two 
decades - namely, that of traveling ex- 
hibits. In the course of endless discus- 
sions about where the Museum might 
be located, I think it was Gardner 
Grant, then Museum president, who 
suggested that no single location could 
satisfy the Museum's international con- 
stituency of anglers, and that the great- 
est number of people could be best 
served by a series of traveling exhibits. 
That being the case, it didn't make too 
much difference where the Museum was 

located, as long as its facilities were ade- 
quate for collection storage and curator- 
ial and administrative functions, and as 
long as some local exhibition presence 
could be maintained. The traveling ex- 
hibit was - and has proven to be - a ter- 
rific idea. 

From those meetings- and from 
what was basicallv Grant's concevt-I 
wound up with two mandates: find a 
building and develop a traveling-exhibit 
program. So I went to see Harry Hen- 
derson, one of my old fishing buddies 
who was Manchester's town manager at 
the time, and told him we needed a 
building. He steered me to the Muse- 
um's present site: 5,000 square feet for 
which a local businessman was then 
asking $240,000. There were some pro- 
longed negotiations during which I was 
able to point out the tax advantages of 
selling to a nonprofit corporation and 
we got the cash price down to $160,000. 

After a building tour and a thorough 
review of the renovations I proposed, 
the full Museum board of trustees ap- 
proved the purchase on September 8, 
1983. There was enough cash for a down 
payment, so we obtained a mortgage 
from a local bank and closed on the 
property on November 11,1983. A Capi- 
tal Fund was established with a goal of 
$250,000 to pay for and renovate the 
building as a museum. That goal was re- 
alized in onlv four vears. and the mort- , , 
gage was burned ceremoniously on De- 
cember 5,1987. 

The winter of 1983 was a busy one as 
we worked with local contractors to aet " 
galleries ready for a spring opening. 
Gallery and office design ideas came 
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from many sources; design materials 
were provided by both the Smithsonian 
Institution and the American Associa- 
tion of Museums; former trustee Chris 
Cook, who at the time directed the Ad- 
dison Gallery of American Art in An- 
dover, Massachusetts, was a big help; 
and most imuortantlv. I was often able , , 
to call on Martha Merwin, my wife, who 
former director Paul Schullery had ear- 
lier hired as Museum art director and 
who holds a Yale graduate degree in de- 
sign. I mention this not only to give 
Martha all due credit-which is sub- 
stantial-but also to answer the ques- 
tion I've often been asked as to why I 
hired my wife. She, in fact, preceded me 
as a Museum employee. The Museum's 
new galleries and building opened to 
the public on May 26,1984. 

O ~ d e n  Pleissner. the well-known " 
sporting artist and Manchester resident, 
had just died, and an exhibition of his 
work seemed like an ideal opening 
splash. With considerable help from 
Mrs. Marion G. Pleissner, Ogden's wid- 
ow, I was able to do just that. She gra- 
ciously let me borrow paintings from 
the walls of her home and helped us to 
obtain others on loan from a variety of 
collectors. I distinctly remember walk- 

Left: 'Xnglers All," an immensely popular traveling exhibit, has 
appeared in eleven museums across the U.S. since 1985 and has 
been viewed by over three million people. Above: The William 
Cushner collection, a handsome exhibit of Cushner's framed 
artwork andflies, was hand delivered to the Museum by former 
executive director John Merwin via ferry from Cape Breton in 
Nova Scotia. 

ing through our gallery of thirty-odd 
Pleissner works and hearing a visiting 
matron declare, "My, what lovely 
prints!" 

"Madam," I said in a deeply curatori- 
al tone, "there are no prints in this 
gallery." She was impressed. So was I. In 
any case, such began our exhibitions of 
sporting art, which I'm pleased to see 
have been ongoing. 

While all of this was happening, our 
West Coast trustees, led by Art Frey of 
San Francisco, were quite rightly agitat- 
ing for some kind of increased Museum 
uresence in their area. San Francisco is 
probably the most fly-fishing-active city 
in America and was a logical first choice 
to host a major American Museum of 
Fly Fishing traveling exhibit. Frey and 
the late Tim Bedford of Oakland, Cali- 
fornia, sold officials at the California 
Academy of Sciences in Golden Gate 
Park-San Francisco's major natural- 
history museum-on the idea. After a 
long series of meetings back and forth 
between California and Vermont, and 
several weeks of design and installation 
work at the Academy in San Francisco, 
"Anglers AU" opened there for a run of 
several months during 1985. The name, 
by the way, hit me one day as I scanned 

the Museum's bookshelves; it's the title 
of a short-story collection by the late 
John Taintor Foote. 

During my tenure at the Museum, 
"Anglers All" also appeared at Chicago's 
Shedd Aquarium (1986) and at the 
Philadelphia Academy of Sciences 
(1987). In each case it was like a dream 
come true-millions (no kidding!) of 
visitors were able to see a major Muse- 
um exhibit that related fly fishing and 
its history to their region and to their 
natural environment. As Gene Behlen, a 
California Academy official with whom 
I worked and himself not a fisherman, 
put it, "It's a wonderful window on na- 
ture." The exhibit could, and did, appeal 
to and instruct almost anyone about the 
natural world, whether or not the view- 
er happened to know anything at all 
about fishing. 

Although much less visible, there was 
also considerable activity within the 
Museum's operations during the same 
1983 to 1987 interval, of which I'll men- 
tion just a few highlights. At the 1986 
annual meeting, and at my suggestion, 
the trustees voted to have an indepen- 
dent financial audit conducted annually, 
both as a means of protecting the Muse- 
um's staff and to enhance the credibility 
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Museum members and trustees at the 1983 annual meeting. Front row, from left, former executive director John Merwin, 
Larry Gilsdorf; Mike Fitzgerald, Gardner Grant, Art Frey, Hank Siegel, Bob Johnson, Bob Buckmaster, Jim Brown, and 
Paul Bofinger. Second row, Romi Perkins, Mrs. Tim Bedford, David Ledlie, Laura Towslee, Dick Kress, Lillian Kilberg, 
and Marty Keane. 

of the Museum's fund-raising efforts. 
Being able to give a potential donor a 
copy of such an audit eventually proved 
to be of significant help in soliciting fi- 
nancial contributions. 

During 1985 and 1986, we obtained 
our first grant from the Institute for 
Museum Services, a federal agency that 
dispenses museum aid. In this case the 
grant was for a museum-peer review of 
our policies and procedures, a first step 
in the ongoing process of trying to ob- 
tain accreditation from the American 
Association of Museums. Among other 
things, that report suggested the forma- 
tion of a series of trustee committees, 
which were duly established. From the 
Policy and Program Committee eventu- 
ally came the Museum's first formal 
Collections Policy - defining what the 
Museum does and doesn't collect and 
how the Museum gets rid of what it 
doesn't want - which was formally 
adopted by the full board in December 
1987. The Museum collection itself be- 
came insured for the first time in 1983, 
covering not only our own permanent 

collection, but also those items bor- 
rowed for study or exhibition in Man- 
chester or elsewhere. The underwriter 
- Chubb -was sufficiently impressed 
with the Museum's novelty to include a 
write-up of it in their corporate maga- 
zine. The collection, of course, was 
growing during the same interval, and 
major acquisitions included the Scharf 
reel collection, which came after exten- 
sive negotiations with the owner during 
1985 and 1986. 

Collection cataloging took a giant 
step forward during 1983 and 1984 when 
I was able to convince Jim Brown, the 
noted reel authority, to not only catalog 
the entire reel collection but also write a 
book about it which the Museum would 
publish. By the time I left the Museum 
directorship in early 1988 the book was 
virtually complete. When it finally was 
published, it sold briskly, and its 
designer - Martha Merwin - received a 
design award from the New England 
Museum Association, quite a coup for 
our little shov in a verv comvetitive 
field of much larger organizations. 

Looking back, I can see the late 
Austin Hogan, the Museum's first cura- 
tor, hobbling around the old Union 
Street storage rooms and complaining 
bitterly about his rheumatism. Austin 
was a good friend in those early years, 
always ready to help and to answer 
questions. Then Paul Schullery became 
executive director, often using my pub- 
lishing office and coffeepot as a hideout 
from busy telephones at the Museum, a 
time during which we also became good 
friends. Paul brought considerable order 
and scholarship to the Museum, insti- 
tuting the first real systems for cata- 
loging and organizing the collection, 
most of which are still followed. Togeth- 
er with Hogan's curatorial creativity and 
Schullery's organizational talent, I feel 
as though I, together with the Museum's 
officers, trustees, and staff brought the 
Museum out of a closet by acquiring 
our first home and starting exhibition 
programs that were national in scope. 

With considerable help from many, 
many people, it was an immensely satis- 
fying experience. - 
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F I R S T  P E R S O N  

From the Basement Up 
by Donald S. Johnson, Executive Director 

DONALD JOHNSON, former executive di- 
rector of the Des Plaines (Illinois) Histor- 
ical Society, was hired as curator of the 
Museum in September 1987 and named 
executive director the following year. An 
avid fly fisherman, Don holds a B.A. from 
Northeastern Illinois University and a 
master2 degree in history from the Uni- 
versity of Illinois at Chicago. He was a 
Ph.D. candidate in history at Loyola Uni- 
versity when he joined the Museum. 

As executive director of the Des Plaines 
Historical Society & Museum, Don di- 
rected both development and operations, 
includzng budget, grants, restoration, pro- 
gramming, newsletter publication, educa- 
tional outreach, and collections manage- 
ment and conservation. Additionally, he 
acted as research coordinator and facili- 
tated document and exhibits programs. 
The author of Des Plaines: Born of the 
Tallgrass Prairie (Windsor Publications, 
1984), Don was also a member of the 
Kennicott House Restoration Commission 
(Grove National Historic Landmark, 
Glenview, Illinois); a board member of 
the Ernest Hemingway Foundation of 
Oak Park, Illinois; and past president of 
the Izaak Walton League ofAmerica, Des 
Plaines Chapter. He is an ardent out- 
doorsman and has canoed and back- 
packed extensively through the upper 
Midwest, Alaska, and Canada, especially 
the Hudson Bay area. In conjunction 
with graduate studies in British history, 
he has spent considerable time in Britain 
and Ireland. Don's passion these days is 
ice hockey which he enjoys on the juvenile 
level with his son. 

For the last five years Don has acted as 
a combination executive/development di- 
rector, which will change shortly when the 
Museum hires a development director, al- 
though he will continue to be involved in 
that phase of operations. With nearly 
2,000 members and many friends, the 

hldrgol Page 

Museum requires that public relations be 
a large part of any executive director's du- 
ties, so Don usually can be found on the 
phone coordinating dinners, special func- 
tions, and national traveling exhibitions. 

CRAIG THOMAS 

I J O I N E D  T H E  STAFF of the American 
Museum of Fly Fishing as curator on 
a rainy day in September of 1987. I 

particularly remember my first day be- 
cause 1 spent a considerable part of it in 
the bowels of the Museum- the flooded 
basement - armed with a grain shovel, 
hastily purchased at a local hardware 
store, pushing water into a sump pump. 
Ah, the genteel world of museums! 

It was an interesting introduction to 
be sure. One might even say that I start- 
ed at the bottom and worked my way 
up. I had moved to Vermont from 
Chicago and left behind a museum 
where I had served as executive director. 
During my initial four months as the 
Museum's curator I missed the excite- 
ment of developing and launching pro- 
grams and I particularly missed work- 
ing with numbers of people. 

But my stint as curator was brief - I 
was named executive director of the 
Museum in 1988. One of my fondest 
memories of that time was my first 
meeting with Leigh H. Perkins, one of 
the Museum's founders, and at that 
time, its treasurer. Leigh had seen it all 
and his salutation "glad we've got you" 
meant a great deal to me then, just as it 

does now. The days that followed were 
often intensely exciting and I found the 
challenge of building the Museum to be 
positively intoxicating. 

Our most immediate task in 1988 was 
creating a strong financial base for the 
institution. The Museum's dinnerlauc- 
tion program - our key fund-raising 
apparatus - had fallen on hard times 
and we all felt that if we could rebuild 
the program everything else would, in 
time, fall in place. To take on that task I 
was armed with a charter from the 
board and given the valuable aid of 
then-president Bob Kahn, past presi- 
dents Gardner Grant and Art Frey, and 
a host of other committed trustees. 
Thus, Virginia Hulett, Joe Pisarro (re- 
spectively the world's finest executive 
assistant and most dedicated Museum 
volunteer). and I set off to do battle , , 
with what we affectionately called our 
"dog and pony show." 

We did well that first year, even bet- 
ter the following. In fact, the program, 
like our Museum, has been growing ever 
since, thanks to the interest and gen- 
erosity of our supporters, particularly 
our volunteer dinner committees. 

It was "on the road  that I discovered 
just how loyal a following the Museum 
had and how im~ortant  the Museum 
and its mission was to our trustees and 
members. This realization prompted us 
to initiate a number of new "member- 
oriented" programs, such as our highly 
successful in-house art exhibitions and 
annual festival. We also began to 
strengthen the Museum's traveling exhi- 
bition program, and spent time spread- 
ing the gospel at sport shows, fairs, and 
club meetings. Getting the word out be- 
came a passion for us. Our work bore 
fruit, and what I like to call our Muse- 
um family, which is spread over the en- 
tire country and even into other parts of 
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the world, developed 
and grew. 

We've been fortu- 
nate to have had some 
significant successes 
during my tenure as 
executive director, in- 
cluding the comple- 
tion of the acauisition 
of the ~ i l l i a m  B. 
Cushner collection; the release of several 
noteworthy publications, including Jim 
Brown's masterful A Treasury of Reels; 
the growth of our membership; the ren- 
ovation and expansion of the Museum 
building; the receipt of awards, such as 
the prestigious Institute of Museum Ser- 
vices1American Association of Muse- 
ums Conservation Survey and Museum 
Assessment I1 grants; a loo percent in- 
crease in income over four years; and, 
most recently, ongoing accreditation 
work with the American Association of 
Museums. 

These are all meaningful achieve- 
ments of which the entire Museum fam- 
ily can be proud. But the operative 
words are "Museum family" because it 
has been a team effort; if there is one 
thing I bring away from my experience 
at the Museum, it is the realization that 
when people work together all goals are 
within reach. To have been able to play 
a small role in orchestrating our suc- 

cesses for the benefit of our members 
and the public in general is a satisfying 
feeling. 

The sage tells us that if you want to 
succeed "surround yourself with the 
best people," and there is little doubt in 
my mind that the Museum's staff is sec- 
ond to none. In time, Ginny Hulett, Joe 
Pisarro, and I were joined by Alanna 
Dore Fisher, a multidimensional curator 
who signed on (for the second time; 
Alanna served the Museum as a regis- 
trar from 1985 to 1987) early in 1990. As 
our personable and energetic curator1 
development assistant, her contagious 
enthusiasm and never-say-die philoso- 
phy have been a boon to our Museum. 
A fine generalist who is equally com- 
fortable dealing with exhibition prepa- 
ration while simultaneously helping to 
plan dinnerlauctions, Alanna has be- 
come quite knowledgeable about the 
finer points of collections management 
as well. In 1988, Randall R. Perhns came 

The current staff of the 
Museum includes, from 
lefc, editor Margot Page, 
executive director Don 
Johnson, executive assis- 
tant Ginny Hulett, resi- 
dent volunteer Joe 
Pisarro, and curator 
Alanna Fisher. Missing 
are art director Randall 
Perkins and registrar Jon 
Mathewson. 

aboard as art director 
of The American Fly 
Fisher and in 1989 Mar- 
got Page was named 
editor. More recently, 
we have welcomed the 
talented Jon Mathew- 
son as registrar, and 
we're looking forward 
to adding a- develop- 

ment coordinator to the staff soon. 
From the first I've been blessed with 

an exceptional group of trustees. The 
term "trustee" is apt since it reflects a 
standard of care and absolute loyalty to 
an organization. Our trustees have per- 
formed magnificently - as a body and 
individually - in the five years that I've 
been at the Museum. They have also 
served as counselors on all matters of 
Museum operation and in their rela- 
tionship with me as executive director. I 
have grown professionally and personal- 
ly through my interaction with our 
board. 

That grain shovel is still around, in- 
cidentally. The basement no longer 
floods, but we still use the shovel when 
it snows. It sits at the back door, and, for 
me, it serves as a reminder of just how 
far we've come and how much we've 
grown since 1987. It has been a great ad- 
venture and an education. I wouldn't 
have missed it for the world. - 
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Former registrar 
David Ledlie and 
former editor Austin 
Hogan i n  the Muse- 
u m  workshop, circa 
1976, weighing a 
vintage rod prior to 
its accession to the 
collection. 

The Museum's Collection from Then to Now 
by Alanna Fisher, Curator 

T HE COLLECTION is what gives a 
museum its purpose, its unique- 
ness, and its reason for being. And 

it is the collection that generally powers 
the growth of a museum. The monetary 
donations; volunteer interest, support, 
time, and effort; the donations of ob- 
jects; and programming all come about 
because of a museum's collection. 

The American Museum of Fly Fish- 
ing's collection is special in the museum 
world. One thousand five hundred rods, 
goo reels, thousands of flies, 3,000 
books, five original paintings, over 
io,ooo pieces of ephemera (including 
prints, etchings, posters, catalogs, peri- 
odicals, photographs and slides, bro- 
chures, and articles), and over 2,000 
uieces of miscellaneous tackle are held 
in our permanent collections. The care 
and preservation of these objects, along 
with their interpretation and exhibition, 
are the mission and focus of this Muse- 
um. 

In 1968 the Museum was born from 
the marriage of a singular idea-Her- 
mann Kessler's idea- and a relatively 
small assortment of Orvis memorabilia 
stored in the old Orvis factory building 

in Manchester, Vermont. The collection, 
such as it was. needed to be exvanded as 
well as diversified in order to be worthy 
of the interest and commitment that the 
trustees anticipated. Appeals went out 
to magazines and newsletters, and do- 
nations started coming in almost imme- 
diately. In that first year twenty-one 
rods, ten reels, artwork, and some mis- 
cellaneous tackle was received, as well as 
a fine representation of original Louis 
Rhead reverse flies, Herbert Hoover 
fishing gear (the first components of 
our ever-growing personalitylstatesmen 
collection), and an impressive donation 
consisting of four exceptional rods: a 
Cross, a Leonard, a Thomas, and an Ed- 
wards. 

Nineteen sixty-nine brought an even 
greater number of donations to the col- 
lection as word about the Museum 
spread: Mamie Eisenhower graciously 
donated Ike's much-used and well-loved 
Orvis graphite rod; a Hardy reel, origi- 
nal art by Schlecht, and prints by Kil- 
bourne and Pope were among the many 
other donations. Divine rods, popping 
bugs, Hardy rods, Vom Hofe and Meis- 
selbach reels were added to the collec- 

tion in 1970. The biggest year for indi- 
vidual donations was 1973-162 in 
all - including more than 110 rods; sev- 
enty-six reels; many flies, some of which 
were Megan Boyd's; leather fly wallets 
and tackle boxes; a stained glass window 
depicting a fishing scene; the fishing 
memorabilia of Joe Brooks; and the ex- 
tensive Hiram Hawes collection donated 
by his wife, Elsie. 

Donations come from members, 
from friends, and through word-of- 
mouth, and all are accepted with great 
appreciation. In recent years we have 
been privileged to acquire many histori- 
cally significant objects. The Frederic 
Sharf collection of over 250 reels was 
added to the Museum's permanent col- 
lection in 1986, and one of our members 
donated the Austin Hogan collection in 
1988. The William Cushner collection of 
framed flies was officially added in 1991, 
which has provided us with a source of 
easily transportable components for our 
smaller traveling exhibitions. In 1991, 
the Museum welcomed the donation of 
over 1,000 flies tied by Edward Ring- 
wood Hewitt and in 1992 Jim Taylor do- 
nated the first Garrison rod to the col- 

34 T H E  A M E R I C A N  F L Y  F I S H E R  



lection. And expected any day is a col- 
lection of 107 books belonging to Letch- 
er Lambuth donated by his son Alan. 
The list of donations is almost endless. 
and as the Museum becomes more 
widely known, we envision that the his- 
torical collection will be enriched and 
grow through future donations. 

The public's trust - our official man- 
date-to preserve the collection in per- 
petuity is taken seriously. Special care in 
handling, climate-control monitoring, 
and a professional cataloging, retrieval, 
and storage system are all part of our 
collections management program. Early 
on, the board, former Museum director 
Paul Schullerv. and former registrar i " 
Joanna Sheridan selected the cataloging 
procedures to be employed, and Paul 
and Joanna spent many long hours en- 
tering the appropriate information for 
all objects in the collection. The same 
procedures are still employed today for 
current donations to the collection. The 
computerization of the registration and 
cataloging records of all items, an ob- 
ject-by-object condition survey, and 
conservation work on the Mary Orvis 
Marbury Columbian Exposition panels 
from 1893, are a few of the ongoing pro- 
jects that will ensure the integrity of the 
collections program. 

To measure the value of such diverse 
objects as the Histoire Des Poissons, by 
Rondelet, published in 1558 (the oldest 

book in our collection) and a boron rod 
built bv Don Phillius. manv factors 
must b i  considered. =The histdrical sig- 
nificance, the aesthetics of the object, 
the craftsmanship, the resource value, 
the content, and the materials used are 
but a few of the qualities that give each 
object its place in the history of fly fish- 
ing as well as its importance to this Mu- 
seum's collection. 

To educate and entertain the uublic 
about the joys and history of fly kshing 
is one of the most imuortant asvects of 
the work of this Museum. Traveling ex- 
hibitions provide us with exciting out- 
lets to illustrate the heritage of fly fish- 
ing. "Anglers All," our major traveling 
exhibition which surveys the history of 
fly fishing over the course of 500 years, 
has appeared in eleven museums from 
coast to coast since 1985, with three 
more institutions added to the travel 
schedule for 1993/1994. The exhibition 
consists of different sections that en- 
compass rods, reels, tackle belonging to 
famous uersons. books. art. flies and the , , 

art of fly tying, a Victorian angler's cor- 
ner, and a suecial diorama of an Adiron- 
dack boat complete with mannequins, 
period clothing, and tackle. Each year 
smaller exhibits go out to as many as fif- 
teen different locations across the conti- 
nent, often including Canada, and in 
1991, Norway. Additionally, in-house ex- 
hibits give us an opportunity to inter- 

pret many of the aspects of fly fishing in 
an in-depth manner wherein objects 
from the collection are displayed in per- 
manent, as well as changing, presenta- 
tions. In recent years the in-house ex- 
hibits have included early salmon gear; a 
Victorian fly-tyer's bench; Dwight D. 
Eisenhower and Ernest Hemingway's 
tackle; the Joseph D. Bates memorabilia; 
and art exhibitions by Peter Corbin, 
Tohn Swan. Adriano Manocchia. and 
Chet Reneson, to mention a few. 

A small sampling of the enormous 
breadth of the collection and its historic 
value includes rodmaker Hiram 
Leonard's flute (mentioned by Thoreau 
in his writings), Bing Crosby's pipe, 
Charles Ritz's hat, General George S. 
Patton's creel, over 1,000 flies tied by E. 
R. Hewitt, a unique Krider pack rod, 
Leigh H. Perkins's fishing vest, President 
and Mrs. Jimmy Carter's rods, original 
flies tied by Carrie Stevens, an original 
oil by Walter M. Brackett (1823-1919), 
Theodore Gordon's fishing library, Jack 
Atherton's fly rod made by "Pinky" 
Gillum, a Stan Bogdan reel, Gaddis 
Gaddabout's fishing hat, and on and on, 
not to mention all the tackle owned, 
used, and donated by the common 
everyday fly fishers on the stream. 

The collection - these unique and in- 
valuable items - is the verv heart of this 
Museum and deserves thi very best of.  
care, protection, and presentation. - 25th Anniversary Gift Items - 
Anniversary color print 

"Battenkill Afternoon" by Peter Corbin 
. . . .  zoo signed and numbered * $175 

Museum pin 
. . . . . . . . . .  bronze with silver image $5 

T-shirts 
green with white, or 

. . . . . . . . . . .  heather with green. $12 
Hats 

25th Anniversary logo, green 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  or white $14 

salmon fly with name and 1968-1993, 
corduroy or supplex. . . . . . . . . . .  $14 

Patches 
traditional logo or 

25th Anniversary logo . . . . . . . . . .  $5 
Marble coasters, paperweights 

25th Anniversary logo or traditional 
name and logo . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $10 

. . . . . . . .  Marble trivet, 6" x 6" with fly. $20 
Ceramic mug, 

. . . . . . .  white with Anniversary logo $6 

* "Battenkill Afternoon" print is shipped 
flat: please include $15 for mailing. For all 
other items, shippinglhandling is $2.50 for 
first item, $1 each additional item. 

Please make checks payable to AMFF and send to P 0. Box 42, Manckester, VT 05254 1 Mastercard, Visa, and American Express accepted. Telephone orders call 802-362-3300 
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I n  celebration of its 25th 
anniversary, The American 

Museum of Fly Fishing proudly 

announces the publication of a limited 

edition poster and note cards. 

Photographed by internationally- 

renowned photographer Terry Heffernan 

and designed by award-winning designer 

Conrad Jorgensen, these four-color . r . . . r v  " e m  a l r h  R . . l l . S .  , . .  r u t U r  

images capture the richness of some of 

the Museum's most beautiful objects. 

W h i l e  the 20" x 30" poster features 

antique taclde, each box of twelve 5 . 5 " ~  

4.25" note cards includes six images of the tackle of renowned fly 

fishermen Ernest Hemingway, Samuel Morse, Bing Crosby, President 

Dwight D. Eisenhower, Daniel Webster and Winslow Homer. B o t h  the 

poster and note cards feature four-color images reproduced by Woods 

Lithographics in Phoenix using the propriety u l t r a ~ o t ~  600 printing 

process. T h e  poster is available for just $19.95'; note cards are $12.951' 1 
Purchased together, they're only $29.95. 

And the proceeds benefit the Museum. 

Please make rhecks payahle to AMFF arid s m d  to P.O. Box 42, 
Manrhester VT 05254. Telephone orders: call 802-362-3300, 
Mastercard, Visa and American Express accepted. 
* $5.00 shipping and handling. ** $3.00 shipping and handling. 
Each additional item, please add 81.50. 

IAMERICAN 
BMUSEUMOF 
FLY FISHING 
1968-25YEARS-1993 



An Honorable Calling 

T H E Y  A R E  SOMETIMES called gov- 
ernors, regents, directors, com- 
missioners, or, in the case of the 

American Museum of Fly Fishing, 
trustees. The term, of course, is apt-it 
reflects semantically the standard of care 
to which such board members mav be 
held. Trustees owe a duty of loyalty to 
the institution thev reuresent. Essential- , L 

ly, they are private individuals who, as a 
body, hold the institution's assets in 

Art Agnew 
Albert I. (Pal) Alexai 
Gene Anderegg 
Stuart C. Apte 
Maxine Atherton 
E. M. Bak~vin 
Michael Bakwin 
Foster Bam 
William Barrett 
Robert Barrett 
Richard Bauer 
Joseph Spear Beck 
Tim Bedford 
Bruce Begin 
Harold Blaisdell 
Paul Bofinger 
Stanley Bogdan 
Lewis Borden 
Kay Brodney 
Anson Brooks 
Charlie Brooks 
Robert Buckmaster 
Henry Bruns 
Donn Byrne 
Dan Callaghan 
Hoagy Carmichael 
Errol Champion 
Roy D. Chapin 
Calvin Cole 
Christopher Cook 
Peter Corbin 
Dudley C. Corkran 
Philip K. Crowe 
Carroll C. Curtice 
Harry Darbee 
Thomas Davidson 
Donald DuBois 
Charles Eichel 
John Eustice 

trust for the public good. A trustee's ul- 
timate responsibility to hislher museum 
is to ensure through hislher active and 
affirmative guidance that the institu- 
tion's resources are prudently and effi- 
ciently managed to serve their stated 
purposes. Theirs is an honorable call- 
ing. 

For the past twenty-five years the 
American Museum of Fly Fishing was 
fortunate to have been served by an ex- 

tremely loyal, dedicated, and generous 
group of trustees. As a group, they have 
led the Museum to both institutional 
maturity and national prominence. 
What follows is an honor roll of all the 
distinguished individuals who have self- 
lessly served the Museum from 1968 to 
the present in common purpose. The 
Museum will forever be in their debt. 

DONALD S. JOHNSON 
EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR 

Julia Fairchild 
lder Charles A. Fellows 

G. Dick Finlay 
W. Michael Fitzgerald 
Audun Fredriksen 
Arthur Frey 
Benjamin A. G. Fuller 
Lawrence Gilsdorf 
Arnold Giilgrich 
William A. Glassford 
Willard Godfrey 
Gardner L. Grant 
George Griffith 
Alvin R. Grove 
Richard Hanousek 
George W. Harvey 
Terry Heffernan 
William Herrick 
Curtis Hill 
Austin S. Hogan 
James Hunter 
Susie Isaksen 
Alec Jackson 
Robert Johnson 
Samuel C. Johnson 
Charles E. Jones 
Wes Jordan 
Poul Jorgenson 
Arthur Kaemmer 
Robert Kahn 
Martin J. Keane 
Mark Kerridge 
Hermann Kessler 
Woods King 111 
Martin Kline 
Raymond A. Kotrla 
Bernard "Lefty" Kreh 
Mel Kreiger 
Richard Kress 

Peter Kriendler 
Don Labbe 
Dana Lainb 
David B. Ledlie 
William Levy 
Bud Lilly 
Elliot Liskiil 
Nick Lyons 
Alvan Macauley, Jr. 
Ian D. Mackay 
Malcolm MacKenzie 
Leon L. Martuch 
Robert E. Mathews 
W. Harrison Mehn 
John Merwin 
Dudley Mills 
Robert Mitchell 
Wallace J. Murray I11 
Carl Navarre 
Sidney Neff 
Charles Nelson 
Wayne Nordberg 
Charles Olin 
Ed Oliver 
John T. Orrelle 
Michael Owen 
Don Owens 
Leigh Perkins 
Romi Perkins 
C. Boyd Pfeiffer 
Allan Phipps 
0. Miles Pollard 
Susan Popkin 
Steve Raymond 
Nathaniel P. Reed 
Rick Robbins 
Willard F. Rockwell, Jr. 
Theodore Rogowski 
Seth Rosenbaum 

Keith Russell 
Ben Schley 
Ivan Schloff 
Berni Schoenfield 
Paul Schullery 
Ernest G. Schwiebert 
Clayton Shappy 
Frederic Sharf 
Warren Shepard 
Henry Siegel 
Stephen Sloan 
Milford K. Smith 
Wallace J. Stenhouse 
Arthur Stern 
Ralph Stinson 
Louis Stoia 
Forrest Straight 
Peter Stroh 
John Swan 
James Taylor 
Ralph Tingle 
Richard Tisch 
Prescott Tolman 
Bennett Upson 
R. P. Van Gytenbeck 
James Van Loan 
Sam Van Ness 
Ralph Wahl 
Archibald Walker 
Richard J. Warren 
Roger G. White 
Dickson L. Whitney 
Richard Whitney 
Milton Weiler 
Ted Williams 
Shirley Woods 
Earl Worsham 
Donald D. Zahner 
Edward G. Zern 



:HE AMERICAN MUSEUM OF FLY FISHING, 
a nonprofit educational institution dedicat- 
d to preserving the rich heritage of fly fish- 
~ g ,  was founded in Manchester, Vermont, in 
968. The Museum serves as a repository for, 
nd conservator to, the world's largest collec- 
ion of anghg and angling-related objects. 

The Museum's collections and exhibits pro- 
vide the public with thorough documenta- 
ion of the evolution of fly fishing as a sport, 

art form, craft, and industry in the United 
States and abroad from the sixteenth century 
3 the present. Rods, reels, and flies, as well 

tackle, art, books, manuscripts, and pho- 
tographs, form the major components of the 

~. Luseum's collection. 
The Museum has gained recognition as a 

lnique educational institution. It supports a 
publications program through which its na- 
tional quarterly journal, The American Fly 
Fisher, and books, art prints, catalogs, and 
newsletters are regularly offered to the pub- 
lic. The Museum's traveling exhibits pro- 
gram has made it possible for educational 
exhibits to be viewed across the United 
States and abroad. The Museum also pro- 
vides in-house exhibits, related interpretive 
programming, and research senices for mem- 
bers, visiting scholars, authors, and students. 

The Museum is an active, member-orient- 
ed nonprofit institution. For information, 
please contact: The American Museum of Fly 
Fishing, P. 0. Box 42, Manchester, Vermont 
,5254,802-362-3300. 
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