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Sometimes to save a river,
you have to buy it.

Western Rivers Conservancy focuses on one thing: buying land along the West’s greatest 
streams. We do it for the sake of fish, for the benefit of wildlife and to improve angler access 
along our most treasured waters. Most of all, we do it for the river.  

We count on support from people like you, anglers who know the value of clean, cold water, 
healthy watersheds and public access. Contribute today at www.westernrivers.org.
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At Patagonia, we 
think the toughest 

days on 
the water 
teach us the 
most—they 

make us focus 
on the subtle 

details, reduce the variables and sim-
plify our approach. Our 2016 wader 
redesign is based on the same idea: 
Keep the tested-and-proven core, 
refi ne and streamline the rest—right 
down to every last detail in the pro-
duction of each wader.

Durable 4-layer 
fabric and single-
seam construction.
Combined with our single-seam con-
struction that routes critical seams 
away from areas of highest wear, our 
puncture- and abrasion-resistant 
4-layer fabric has endured extremes 
of use from Tierra del Fuego to the 
Kamchatka Peninsula and points 
beyond. It remains the waterproof/
breathable engine of every wader 
in our lineup.

Streamlined fi t. 
We removed two inches of fabric 
from the chest, waist and hip for a 
closer fi t. It still allows free move-
ment and is easy to layer under for 
long sessions in bitter cold. We’ve 
also repatterned the legs and 
crotch for more articulation, which 
can come in handy during the 
unplanned gymnastics of chasing 
a fi sh downstream or hopping 
after a drift(ing) boat with one leg 
over the gunwale. 

Get an Inside Look

Improved gravel 
guard and booties.
Speaking of shaking a leg, the new 
fl at panel on our gravel guards helps 
water drain out quickly if you are in 
and out of a boat frequently. They 
also resist abrasion and wear if you 
spend a lot of time hiking to your 
favorite water, which you might just 
fi nd yourself doing more of when you 
slip your feet into our new booties. 
They now have a sculpted, more sock-
like fi t and are made from a denser 
foam that resists compaction better 
over the long haul.

We put a fi sh on it. 
While not a technical detail, all of our 
waders now sport our iconic Fitz Roy 
Trout on the outside—just in case you 
need a reminder of why we build 
waders in the fi rst place. It also never 
hurts to have a little good luck charm 
for those tough, yet instructive days.

More than a number.
Take a look inside a pair of Patagonia 
waders: You’ll see a unique serial 
number that tracks every detail in 
the production of that pair. 
 It’s the work of Patagonia’s Wader 
Task Force—a group of people, from 
chemical engineers and textile devel-
opers to designers and fi eld testers, 
all dedicated to one task: building the 
best waders. 
 Tracking every detail, every time 
is just part of what they do. The Wader 
Task Force is an ongoing process of 
inquiry, a feedback loop that takes 
everything we learn from testing, 
design and production and applies 
it to the development of the next 
generation of waders. 
 This is the next generation.

Get inside a pair 
at your favorite 
local fl y shop and 
see for yourself.

Our 2016 waders: 
Re-engineered from 
the booties up. 

Men’s Rio 
Gallegos 
Zip-Front 
Waders
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What’s in a Name?

From the Editor

In this issue, Don Roberts tackles March Brown mayflies in our 
“Fish Food” column. March Browns is the name applied to 
two rather different genera, separated by both geography and 
taxonomy. They look a lot alike and both are important to fly 

anglers—Don handles all that in the story, but the whole messy no-
menclature situation recalls what, at times, seems like an overzealous 
use of Latin (scientific) names by fly anglers.
 Certainly we’ve all endured the occasional angler who parades 
about uttering Latin in an effort to impress upon us his or her irrefut-
able mastery of hatching insects; and perhaps, like me, you’ve run into 
anglers who reference insect Latin purely and innocently from habit, 
some of whom—at least in my experience—are so scientifically minded 
that they know more Latin bug names than common bug names. The 
bottom line is that taxonomy and its Latin names help us be accurate 
and precise, and sometimes that makes us more effective anglers. But 
usually it’s just not that big a deal; after all, whether you call it Siphlonu-
rus occidentalis or Gray Drake, I’m likely to remember that the hatch 
is largely insignificant because these nymphs crawl out of the water to 
emerge, and that the spinner fall delivers all the action.
 But mislabeling can indeed lead to unintended consequences. In 
an effort to provide accurate information for our readers, I often have 
to press authors for further information to make sure we are properly 
identifying insects discussed in the articles we print. Years ago, for 
example, one author wrote about the Sulphurs hatching on a famous 
Western spring creek that certainly has no Sulphurs; I was finally able 
to convince him that his Ephemerella invaria (an Eastern Ephemerella) 
was actually Ephemerella infrequens, the famous Pale Morning Dun of 
the West (now known as Ephemerella dorothea infrequens). Ultimately, 
we decided the Latin wasn’t needed for the story; you and I are no doubt 
perfectly happy with the name Pale Morning Dun.
 The confusion over common names was something my dad enjoyed 
creating. Ubiquitous in wetlands throughout the country, the red-winged 
blackbird is an iconic accompaniment to the sights and sounds of fly 
fishing. One day when I was a kid, we were driving up to Island Park, 
Idaho, from our home in Saint Anthony, and the marshes were alive 
with red-winged blackbirds. Mom and I enjoyed watching birds, so 
when I commented about all the displaying male red-winged blackbirds, 
Dad said, “No, no, you’ve misidentified them. Those aren’t red-winged 
blackbirds. They’re black-bodied redbirds!”
 Whenever I see those birds now, a fond memory from that trip 
comes to mind. Their scientific name would have settled the score but 
wouldn’t have been half as much fun.

John Shewey
Editor in Chief



     5



6    MARCH/APRIL 2016 • www.matchthehatch.com

March/April 2016 Contest

Cast a Caption

November/December
2015 Winner!

1. “So, your parents abandoned you, you were
 bullied in school, and you are afraid to get  
 hooked-up.  Anything else?”
       Tony Start, Bremerton, Washington

2. “Five times in one day on a Blue Winged Olive?!
 The diagnosis is clear: you are a nymphomaniac.”
       Jeffrey Missimer, Hoboken, New Jersey

3. “You are internalizing being released as rejection.
  You should consider it to be an affirmation of  
 your intrinsic worth.”
        Will Anderson, Concord, North Carolina

January/February 2016 Finalists:

CAST
a

CAPTION

WINNER!

To cast your caption, go to

www.matchthehatch.com

E ach issue we present a Gene Trump cartoon in need of a caption. In return, we ask that you, the readers, submit captions online from which 
we choose finalists. Caption submissions for this issue’s contest must be received online by March 6, 2016. Above left are the finalists for 
the January/February 2016 contest; please go online to vote for your favorite. The winner will be announced in the May/June 2016 issue and will 

receive a T-shirt displaying the cartoon and the winning caption. The November/December 2015 winner appears above right. 

“No, he’s not coming out. 
He’s trying to attract that big rainbow.”

Sam Capricci, Palm Harbor, Florida
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FISH THE

TRUTH

NEW LEADER AND TIPPET
THE STRONGEST STRAIGHT TENSILE AND WET 
KNOT STRENGTHS IN THE INDUSTRY. PERIOD.
UP TO 35% STRONGER | 100% MORE HONEST* 
*REMEMBER X SIZES? SO DO WE. OUR NEW LEADER AND TIPPET MATERIALS FEATURE 

ACCURATE BREAKING STRENGTHS AND TRUE-TO-SPEC X SIZES, MEANING OUR 5X REALLY IS 5X. 

scientificanglers.com | #fishthetruth
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An Underwater Perspective
Westslope Cutthroat

By Patrick Clayton 



     9



10    MARCH/APRIL 2016 • www.matchthehatch.com

Bone Appétit

Drew Chicone/By Don Roberts

Masters at the Bench

Take a moment to scrutinize Drew Chicone’s web-
site, www.saltyflytying.com—replete with slickly 
designed logo, multilayered menu, newsletter, 
blog, video clips, e-books, real-time (Skype) 

tying seminars, and more—and you can’t help but think, 
this guy isn’t your average-Joe fly tier…. He’s an industry. 
 But delve a little deeper and you’ll soon realize that 
the website is not about cold-blooded business; on the 
contrary, it’s about a calling, with heart and warmth 
and levity. So much energy emanates from Chicone that 
you can almost hear Disney’s Snow White singing in the 
background, “Just whistle while you work.”
 Chicone says right up front, “Whether it’s the cama-
raderie, the creativity, the art, or simply a means to catch 
fish, people are passionate about tying flies…. For me, 
it’s all those reasons and more. Tying has always been like 
therapy for me, and it’s part of my daily routine…. The 
only thing I enjoy more is teaching others how to tie.”
 Sure, it’s a way—a tough way, actually—to eke out a 

living. On the other hand, once you ponder all the gratis 
tutelage—step-by-step instruction for tying lethal saltwa-
ter patterns, plus tips and tricks of the trade—it becomes 
clear that Chicone’s Salty Fly Tying operation kind of 
shrugs off the bottom line. Forget moolah. Think mission.
 “When I started tying, somewhere around the age of 
6 or 7,” says Chicone, “it was simply a way to be with 
my dad and fight off cabin fever during seemingly endless 
winters in upstate New York. Saturday-morning cartoons 
were replaced with tying Leadwing Coachman [patterns], 
and the trout flies I learned to tie in the winter led to a 
passion for deer-hair bass bugs in the summer. The flies I 
tied have always changed with the seasons of my life, and 
my current situation is no exception.”
 Following college in New York, Chicone moved to 
southwest Florida, where he became a creature of the 
swamps and mangroves and salt flats and river-mouth 
estuaries. He adapted his tying and casting skills to suit 
redfish, tarpon, bonefish, and the ever-persnickety snook. 

Tuscan
Bunny

Calypso
Coyote

Captiva Cannibal

Contraband CrabDetonator Crab

Disco Shrimp

Peyote Palold

GT Pinfish

M.I.A.
Anchovy

Tide Slave

McFly Foam Crab

Coyote Ugly Shrimp
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Joe Mahler, a close friend and partner 
in Strip Strike University (held on 
Great Abaco Island in the Bahamas), 
observes, “When living in Fort Myers, 
Drew lived on a tidal creek filled with 
snook and tarpon. It was also filled 
with vegetation that would make Tar-
zan feel at home. Drew cut down just 
enough limbs on his backyard trees to 
allow a very tight backcast, and subse-
quently developed a deadly backhand 
delivery—a backhanded laserlike cast 
I have never seen equaled.”
 So it was that after he had spent 
more than a decade happily prowling 
the quags and glades, Chicone’s wife 
came to him with a real showstopper. 
“I honestly thought my wife was kid-
ding when she told me she had been 
offered a ‘once-in-a-lifetime oppor-
tunity’ in her field of work, the only 
caveat being that we would need to 
commit to moving to the desert [Ari-
zona] for a few years…. The thought 
of leaving salt water felt like being 
sentenced to prison,” Chicone reports.
 Struck speechless, he finally man-
aged to utter, “When I asked you to 
marry me, I told you I would follow 
you to the gates of hell. I just didn’t 
think you would call me on it!”
 Instead of curtailing his avowed 
passion for designing and tying salt-
water patterns, living in the desert 
opened his eyes to new possibilities. 
When life gives you lemons, make 
Coyote Shrimp flies. As if stalking 
skittish snook in the Caloosahatchee 
River hadn’t proved challenging 
enough, Chicone took up archery 
hunting in the arid arroyos of the 
desert Southwest. And it wasn’t long 
before a coyote got on the wrong side 
of an arrow. “It was on a bow-hunting 
trip in the Sonoran Desert that I first 
encountered and had a chance to 
examine the colorations in a coyote 
pelt,” Chicone recalls. “I was aston-
ished by the array of light-colored 
earth tones. They reminded me of 
the sand, shells, and crustaceans of 
the subtropics.”
 Back at the bench, the sacrificial 
coyote’s soft gray, tan, and cream 

HUGE selection of fly 

tying materials and supplies.

TheFlyFishers.com

Shop our full online 

fly shop and request 

our print catalog at

Est .  1988

414-259-8100

info@hmhvises.com
www.hmhvises.com
1-800-335-9057

       We make top-quality tubes designed for 
all water and angling conditions.  We’ve sold 
MILLIONS since 1995, so you know they work.

We also make the finest 
fly tying vises available, 
including the Spinner, 
designed just for tubes.

FREE TUBE
SAMPLE PAK

Ask us for your
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belly fur—“a near-perfect match to the coloration of the 
Bahamian flats I love to fish”—led to the development of 
the Coyote Ugly Shrimp, which Chicone credits as his 
second most potent all-around saltwater pattern.
 So what ranks first, the top of his top-drawer saltwater 
patterns? The Tuscan Bunny, a pattern specifically devised 
for “ambush feeders with an upward-facing morphology, 
like tarpon and snook.” As Chicone admits, “Although 
I am a bonefish super freak and a re-
covering tarpon junkie, snook are the 
species that haunt my thoughts and 
keep me up at night.”
 If you like sagas, the tale and, well, 
tail of this pattern—as recounted in 
Chicone’s book, Feather Brain—is a 
narrative with more twists and turns 
than the thread wraps on a classic 
Atlantic salmon fly. Over the course 
of three years—in Mahler’s words, 
“fishing by day, tweaking by night”—
Chicone methodically worked out a 
series of seemingly intractable prob-
lems, including: determining the best 
methods and materials for overcoming 
the “splat” factor (i.e., weight and wa-
terlogging); achieving castability while 

maintaining neutral buoyancy in the water; and arriving at 
precisely the right head material and subsequent eccentric 
haircut to produce provocative swimming action on the 
retrieve.
 Mahler further testifies, “Drew’s passion for fly tying 
is nearly matched by his love of cooking.” He recounts 
an episode at Andros, where, upon sighting a big conch, 
Chicone insisted the boat come to a full stop while Mahler 
held his legs and lowered him over the gunwale. Despite 
their Bahamian guide’s protestations that “the water is too 
deep and the bottom too mucky,” Chicone zeroed in on 
the quarry. “After what seemed to be minutes,” Mahler 
recalls, “Drew came up with a beautiful live conch and a 
soggy smile…. Back at the lodge, Drew commandeered 
the kitchen, and later that evening we sat on the deck 
enjoying Kaliks [a local beer] and the finest conch ceviche 
the islands have ever produced.”
 Chicone refers back to Arizona, and to cooking, and 
to a stubbornly flawed fly pattern that resisted fixing for 
another telling anecdote. “The inspiration came to me 
while on a date with my wife at our favorite Italian res-
taurant,” he says.
 The restaurant was one of those gourmet, open-
kitchen joints, and instead of gazing rapturously at his 
bride over a basket of breadsticks, Chicone was watching 
the chef run freshly made dough through the pasta cut-
ter. “Check, please!” he said. “I hurried home and ran the 
foam sheets through a pasta cutter [no surprise that he had 
one] to get thin, uniform strips of foam, and then spun 
them like deer hair. The [shaggily trimmed] spun foam 
head really pushed water and breathed life into the tail of 
the fly … and the number of foam strips can be altered 
to adjust its tracking location in the water column.”
 Thus, thanks to two empty stomachs, a fancy Italian 
restaurant, and an indefatigable cook–fly tier’s roving eye, 
the Tuscan Bunny was kneaded into existence.

 
Drew Chicone teaches the next generation of tiers at Tesseract School 
in Paradise Valley, Arizona (above), and tussles with a juvenile tarpon 
in Belizean waters (below). 
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is the only agent/outfitter who works exclusively on Kamchatka. This singular 

focus shows in our superior guide staff, cuisine, equipment selection, fishing 

programs and intense attention to details. Your trip is almost all we think about – 

it’s that important. Every program has private cabins and incredible fishing – whether it is the Ozernaya 

Spring Creek, Two Yurt River or Kamchatka’s only full fly-out program Rainbows From Above.

“I believe there is no more pristine fishery in the world... it exceeded all my hopes.”   –Cam Stringer

“It’s bar-none, the best trout fishing in the World... one of the few truly wild places.”   –Ralph Nacey

“I stopped pausing to take pictures of anything less than 24 inches.”   –Anna Johns

“...fished for Rainbows in Alaska for over 28 years. I have never seen anything there  
that compares to fishing with The Best of Kamchatka.”   –Frank Wake    Fly Fish Wild Alaska

“Oz was top notch, from the transportation, to the food, to the outstanding fishing.”
–Bruce King   Retired Alaska Dept. of Fish and Game, Rainbow Trout Research Biologist

THE PARTNERS 
Will Blair (US Partner) and Victor Rebrikov 
(Russian Partner) have worked together 
since 1999. In that time we have taken 
over a thousand anglers to the most 
remote corners of the Kamchatka 
Peninsula. Our fishing programs are 

dialed in.  

WHAT SETS US APART 
Our three programs operate in an area 
that is nearly 2.8 million acres, and we fish 
it all. Just imagine one outfitter in an area 
larger than Yellowstone, Rocky Mountain, 
Redwood and Lassen National Parks 
combined! These four National Parks saw 
7.9 million tourists in 2014, our wilderness 
saw 136. There is a reason anglers leave 
Kamchatka with tears in their eyes: it’s a 
powerful experience to see a place so 
absolutely unspoiled. 

We are not a big booking agency who 
touts to be all things to all people, we are 
KAMCHATKA! Our rivers fish great every 
year unlike some others on the peninsula 
that are great... when the stars align.  
We only fish clear rivers that are easy  
to wade and full of big trout. 

RECEIVE A FREE 
2-SIDED 24" X 36"  
ENGLISH MAP  
OF KAMCHATKA!

CALL OR EMAIL
530-941-8524 
bigrainbows@thebestofkamchatka.com 

TheBestofKamchatka.com 

TWO YURT RIVER FLOAT TRIP  
During our short season only 40 anglers (3 guides/6 anglers per week) will be lucky enough to venture 
to the Two Yurt River. Draining a large lake, Two Yurt always runs clear and regularly sees a run of 
500k Sockeyes, 30k King Salmon, many chums and a huge run of Silvers. No other lodge/outfitter  
has access to this prolific river. Our Chef and camp hand move your gear between each set of 5 cabins 
spread out on the river. At the end of your day smashing huge trout, you will arrive at the cabins to 
cold beer, hot showers and hors d’oeuvre ready. This is a float trip to dream about.  

OZERNAYA RIVER JET BOAT LODGE 
10 anglers maximum per week (70 anglers for the entire season) access this fantastic fishery located 
inside a restricted Russian Military Zone. The OZ is the most wadeable large spring creek on the planet 
flowing directly into the Bering Sea, over 100 miles of private water at our doorstep. From a creel 
survey conducted during the 2014 season, our anglers landed 7,953 Rainbows averaging 22 inches;  
17 trout per person/day. The OZ also offers trophy Grayling, 36-inch Dolly Varden, and huge runs of 
Silver and King Salmon. Our Chef and two additional camp hands support the OZ lodge making it an 
un-rivaled food and wilderness experience. We are thrilled to announce that due to local politics on 
Kamchatka, the gold mine has been put on hold and will not be developed in the near future.

RAINBOWS FROM ABOVE FLY-OUT LODGE 
Kamchatka’s only full Fly-Out Lodge allows a maximum of 4 anglers per week (24 for the season)  
to fly to the most untouched Trophy Rainbow rivers on earth. Strategically located on beautiful Two 
Yurt Lake, we have access to dozens of trout streams within 30 miles of the Lodge. You will enjoy 
private cabins, hot springs, and the flexibility to create your own schedule. Included is private use 
of our leased MI-2 helicopter. Our pilot has 31 years of Kamchatka flying supported by a full time 
mechanic with 45 years of experience.

 2.8 MILLION ACRES // 3 LOCATIONS // 20 GUESTS

FISH WHERE THE FISH ARE
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March Browns: False Advertising/By Don Roberts

Fish Food

PHOTO BY ARLEN THOMASON

PHOTO BY HENRY RAMSAY

When the earth awakens from its long winter 
slumber, so do Western March Browns 
(Rhithrogena morrisoni)—though not 
without repeatedly hitting the snooze but-

ton well into April. In the case of Maccaffertium vicarium, 
the species of March Browns found east of the Mississippi, 
the proverbial snooze button incurs a recurrent pounding far 
into May and June. However, with the way things are going, 
perhaps one day global warming may actually align March 
Browns with their calendar namesake. But at this moment in 
the geo-atmospheric time frame, it’s not even a close call. Of 
course, there are exceptions, localized smatterings of March 
Brown hatches that occur much earlier. Nature, after all, is 
neither tidy nor particularly timely.
 One could justifiably claim that the name March 
Brown is clearly a misrepresentation of the product at 
hand—indeed, deceptive advertising. Brown, yes. March, 
no. So, what are you going to do, sue Mother Nature? 
Change the name to April Brown? May Brown, perhaps? 
Nah. Not only is the name firmly rooted in our lexicon—
its provenance as the most revered of British mayflies dat-
ing back 500 years to Tudor England—but the sobriquet 
March Brown also happens to fall upon the ear with just 
the right ring.
 Redemption lies in the fact that the commercial-
airlines-worthy scheduling (translation: delayed flights) of 
the March Brown hatch serves to move the action deeper 
into spring. Ah, spring—for a preponderance of anglers 
surely the most eagerly anticipated season, the wait en-
dured as a generalized jangling, only partially relieved by 
the sharpening of hooks and filing of teeth. As Robin Wil-

liams, the poster child for verve, once exclaimed, “Spring 
is nature’s way of saying, ‘Let’s party!’ ” The emergence of 
March Browns and the green pyrotechnics of spring are 
inextricably linked. It’s a temperature thing. Not of the 
fevered brow, but of the thermal conditions of the river.
 When water temperatures reach the mid-50s, March 
Browns get the urge to emerge. As members of the clinger 
family of mayflies (Heptageniidae), the nymphs thrive in 
swift, oxygen-charged water, preferring riffles, rapids, and 
rock gardens. They’re so well adapted to this benthic lifestyle 
that, at this stage, they seldom lose their grip to become free-
drifting groceries for trout. Trying to pluck a March Brown 
nymph off a rock is akin to prying gum off the underside of a 
theater seat. But the maturation process, combined with water 

 
March Browns of the East (top) and Western March Browns (above) share 
a common name, but they differ in taxonomy, range, and life history.
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temps, compels the nymphs to abandon the rocky lair and 
venture to the less turbulent margins of the river and there 
proceed with emergence. In the span of this operation, usu-
ally occurring midmorning to early afternoon, 
the unlatched nymph becomes subject to the 
will of the current, often drifting a considerable 
distance before silently blipping to the surface 
and unfurling into a winged adult. The inferred 
angling strategy couldn’t be more obvious: drift-
ing nymphs near the bottom early in the day; 
followed two to three hours later by drifting and 
swinging a soft hackle, particularly if fish can be 
seen bulging as they take preemergent duns; and 
culminating with gladly presenting duns until 
exhaustion or sundown, whichever comes first. 
 Because the emergence of March Browns 
unwinds sporadically, in a kind of slow-motion 
trickle throughout the day—thus keeping trout 
on point—this mayfly hatch, perhaps above all 
others, may bestow upon anglers the longest, 
most drawn-out, almost tantric sessions of 
casting dries and emergers to responsive fish 
they are apt to experience all season.
 Now, to get back to the phenomenon of 
temperature dependency, in relatively mild 
regions of the West—most notably the Wil-
lamette Valley in Oregon, where the famed 
lower Umpqua, McKenzie, and Willamette 
Rivers flow—the March Browns righteously 
live up to their name by punctually hatching 
in March—indeed, often in early March, long 
before winter has finished its bluster. In fact, 
fishing March Browns on the McKenzie, and 
inevitably enduring wind-lash monsoons, is 
considered an annual rite of passage. Here’s 
the thing with fishing an honest-to-God, 
happening-in-March, March Brown hatch, 
wherever it might occur: there’s a surcharge, 
payable in the form of suffering through 
schizoid, if not multiple-personality, weather. 
 Despite a strong resemblance, M. vi-
carium and R. morrisoni are no more closely 
related than you are to your putative second 
cousin on your stepmother’s side. Never-
theless, they do look enough alike and act 
enough alike that the non-entomology-nerd 
angler may legitimately file them in the same 
wrinkled niche of his frontal lobe. Of course, 
the hatch timing differs, dragging out much 
later in the East. Although emergence dates vary accord-
ing to localized vagaries of weather, generally speaking 
the hatch starts in Pennsylvania and the Catskills in 
mid-May, peaking in late May–early June. During the 
rest of June and into early July the hatch advances into 

New England, the Adirondacks, and the upper Midwest. 
 One other characteristic that distinguishes Eastern 
March Browns concerns the variability between early- 

and late-phase hatches, in which the bugs are so 
distinct in appearance they were once believed to 
be two separate species: the standard-issue March 
Brown and the later-occurring Gray Fox. The 
so-called early (mid-May) hatch of M. vicarium 
produces bugs so comparatively stout and tubby, 
the babushkas of mayflies, you can almost hear 
“Kalinka-Malinka” playing in the background. 
Additionally, they are clearly, indubitably brown, 
with a conspicuously segmented abdomen. As 
the hatch lapses into late May and early June, the 
March Browns dwindle in size and adopt a paler 
hue, ranging from faded tan to a sallow olive, 
resembling a gray fox’s coat or perhaps named in 
recognition of the superfine fox fur dubbing used 
in the traditional imitation. Essentially, a Gray Fox 
amounts to a reduced and bleached version of 
its darker, stockier predecessor—like going from 
Levi’s 569 baggy fit jeans to stonewashed 510s.
       By now the astute reader may have no-
ticed there’s been no mention of the spinner 
fall. There’s a reason, and it has nothing to do 
with either tying or presenting the right fly. 
As both M. vicarium and R. morrisoni duns 
transform into spinners, their coloration ap-
pears to oxidize, rusting to a reddish tinge like 
cheap Chinese-made steel. In truth, imitating 
the March Brown spinner is easier than mak-
ing a ham sandwich, considering that any size 
8 through 12 (yes, that big) Rusty Spinner 
pattern will do. A pinch of Z-Lon for the 
wings, a wisp of poly dubbing for the body, 
two microfibbets for the tail, and you’re there. 
The problem is timing. 
      Envisage an angler with arms out-
stretched in supplication, head tilted to the 
evening sky, while above swarms of translu-
cent-amber mayflies roil … and roil … and 
roil. Meanwhile, darkness forecloses. You get 
the idea. Putting 10 bucks down on the New 
Jersey Lottery looks smart by comparison.
         Better to exploit the clarity of broad day-
light, preferably diffused by clouds or heavy 
overcast, and the provisional dependability of 
duns than to gamble on a March Brown spin-
ner fall ever falling in your presence.

 Ultimately, we don’t pay heed to March Browns as 
much as we need March Browns. After the dour crush of 
winter, it’s a hatch that restores one’s faith in rivers and 
trout and bugs—and in the fiber-optic-like nexus of a fly 
rod connecting all of the above.

Sparkle Dun March Brown
Fly courtesy of Umpqua

American March Brown
Fly courtesy of Umpqua

Swink’s Clinger Nymph
Fly courtesy of Rainy’s

V-Rib Nymph
Fly courtesy of Rainy’s

March Brown Wet fly
Fly courtesy of Rainy’s

Trina’s Carnage Drake
Fly courtesy of Montana Fly  Company

Western March Brown
Fly courtesy of Rainy’s

Eastern March Brown
Fly courtesy of Rainy’s
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McKenzie Flyfishers, 1964–
The fly-fishing club that set out to save the planet, one river at a time 
… and have one hell of a good time doing it/By Don Roberts

Pioneers & Legends

You could say that the McKenzie Flyfishers (MFF) 
owe their existence, at least in part, to the nui-
sance, or affliction, if you will, of flat tires. In 
1963, Bill Nelson moved from Everett, Wash-

ington, to Eugene, Oregon, 
to take a job as sales manager 
for a major tire company. He 
also owned and operated a 
highly profitable tire patch 
manufacturing plant located 
on the southeast side of town. 
But for Nelson, money and 
success weren’t enough; he 
longed for the kind of ca-
maraderie he’d experienced 
in the Evergreen Fly Fishing 
Club in Washington and 
had been forced, by dint 
of career and ambition, to 
leave behind. He also had 
a dream: to forge a nation-
al fly-fishing organization 
composed of an amalgama-
tion of clubs from across the 
entire continent.
 It was a dream that re-
quired a foundation, some-
thing concrete to build on, 
and in April 1964, Nelson 
placed an ad in the Eugene 
Register-Guard, exhorting 
in all caps, “FLY FISHER-
MEN!” followed by the appeal “Like to fish with flies? 
Want to increase your fly fishing skills? Want to enjoy the 
company of other fly fishermen: to swap ideas with them? 
Want to DO something about the future of sport fishing? 
Then join the ‘McKenzie Flyfishers’.…” 
 Of course, the McKenzie Flyfishers didn’t yet exist, 
except in Nelson’s mind—at least not until a few days 
later, when the debut meeting was held on April 20. 
 Nelson’s force of personality assured there was never 
really any doubt that this was a club destined to not only 
make it, but to make its mark. Founding member Wil-
liam Laing recorded in his memoir, Waiting for the Hatch, 
Watching for the Rise (a look back at the formative years 
of the McKenzie Flyfishers, as well as his own lifelong 

preoccupation with the sport), a vivid description of 
“The Reverend Nelson” addressing the club. Laing wrote, 
“Whenever Bill would stand before the congregation, put 
his hands deep into his pockets, hunch up his shoulders, 

rock back and forth, and stare 
at the ceiling, I knew we were in 
for a ‘sermon’ on the attributes 
of fly fishing. ‘Well, gentlemen, 
let me tell you,’ and he did. The 
word ‘fiasco’ was introduced 
into my vocabulary. ‘I’m go-
ing to lay some gas on you’ 
was heard regularly.… I never 
saw him read from a script. 
He didn’t use cue cards or a 
prompter. What Bill said came 
from his heart.”
    Further building on the 
analogy, charter member 
Skip Hosfield noted that 
Bill “was a combination of 
carnival pitchman and revival 
preacher, alternately enticing 
us with visions of benefits 
to be gained or appealing 
to whatever sense of selfless 
moral obligation lay dormant 
in us.… But the brand of 
snake oil Bill was selling was 
strong stuff.”
    So strong, in fact, that 
almost no sooner had the 

McKenzie Flyfishers been officially chartered than the 
push was on to reach beyond little old Eugene and real-
ize Nelson’s overriding dream of a nationwide network of 
clubs—a Federation of Fly Fishers. 
 The first conclave, and subsequent formalization, of 
the Federation of Fly Fishers (FFF) was held in June 1965, 
in Eugene. And despite a lot of doubt (one visiting Trout 
Unlimited spokesman warned that a fly-fishing-only orga-
nization “would never make it”), head scratching, aspirin 
consumption, and pre-event shudders, the ’65 conclave 
proved an unmitigated success and set the essential blue-
print for all FFF conclaves to come.
 At this point it’s worth mentioning that over the 
years there’s been some fog and confusion regarding the 

PHOTO COURTESY OF INTERNATIONAL FEDERATION OF FLY FISHERS ARCHIVES 
Master salesman and tire-patch mogul Bill Nelson single-handedly 
conceived and launched the McKenzie Flyfishers by running an 
advertisement in Oregon’s second-largest newspaper, the Eugene 
Register-Guard.
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initial conception of the FFF. Much 
of the murkiness can be attributed to 
the fact that it took the cooperation 
of so many crucial parties from clubs 
all around the country, including 
such fly-fishing celebs as Lee Wulff, 
Ed Zern, Gene Anderegg, Tommy 
Brayshaw, and Ted Trueblood, to 
make the dream coalesce into tangible 
reality. Also, details and recollections 
have a way of becoming distorted or 
discombobulated in their retelling. 
Even though other creation stories, 
so to speak, have appeared in print 
(usually erroneously crediting Lee 
Wulff with founding the FFF), ac-
cording to first-person testimony from 
such unimpeachable sources as Walt 
Johnson and all those MFF charter 
members, the inspiration for establish-
ing a national federation of fly clubs 
was Nelson’s alone. 

The Skunk Cap
You’ve got to love a fly club whose 
newsletter routinely began with the 
heading “Bored Meetings,” which 
duly outlined previous proceedings, 
and also, as often as not, nagged 
members to pay their dues: “Come 
on gang, cough up!” 
 The newsletter, put together by 
Trump Doyle back in the formative 
years, was a clear reflection of the 
club’s style and goals, its modus ope-
randi being a mix of what founding 
member Mike Starr, also the club’s 
attorney, called their “steady course 
of protecting the fishery, providing 
education and socializing”—the term 
“socializing” not quite doing justice to 
the sometimes raucous atmosphere. 
 Participation in club meetings, 
which were never particularly deco-
rous or prosaic, was mandatory. Each 
member was expected to file a fishing 
report; failure to do so resulted in 
either a fine, payable on the spot, or 
public shaming by having to don the 
club’s official skunk cap, an actual 
skin, with a little furry face sewn in 
front and a black-and-white tail 
draped in back. Outings became an 
early focal point of club membership. 

The most comfortable, convenient and unforgettable wilderness 
fly fishing experience in North America.

Middle Fork of the Salmon River
208 806 1218

www.rivertrips.com

Fish Better

www.hookhack.com           800-552-8342
Build Your Own!

…when you’re having fun.
MINUTES FROM ROSEBURG, OREGON, THE NORTH UMPQUA RIVER IS

ONE OF THE MOST DIVERSE AND CHALLENGING FISHERIES IN NORTH AMERICA,
RENOWNED FOR SUMMER AND WINTER STEELHEAD, CHINOOK SALMON AND

SMALL-MOUTH BASS. BRING YOUR BEST, BECAUSE NONE OF THEM COME EASY. 

AND BE PREPARED TO WATCH TIME FLY.

LANDOFUMPQUA.COM/NWFF

ROSEBURG, OREGON, HEART OF THE LAND OF UMPQUA. 
FOR A FREE VISITORS GUIDE TO OUR LAND CALL 800-440-9584 OR VISIT OUR WEBSITE.
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PIONEERS & LEGENDS continued on page 61

Many, if not most, of these club outings were marked by a 
degree of frivolity rarely seen, much less matched (or toler-
ated), by other outdoor groups. On one occasion, one club 
member erected a four-poster bed at his campsite. And at 
one lake, frog races, along with lively betting, supplanted 
periods of slow fishing.
 In case you haven’t guessed, during those early days, 
booze-fueled the meetings, the outings, and all but the most 
serious activities, such as school programs, casting clinics, 
and fly-tying classes and expos. At the typically rambunc-
tious meetings, members drank, smoked, and cussed. In the 
words of Bob Bumstead, a longtime member and conserva-
tion heavyweight in the club, “There was a lot of drinking 
and ribald behavior back then … [and] nobody objected.” 
 Of course, implicit (also complicit) in the rowdiness 
was the fact that it was an all-men’s club (MFF club bylaws 
prohibiting women didn’t change until 1988). Just boys 
being boys. Having fun. Letting their hackles down. In his 
memoir, Laing refers to this time frame as the “purple haze” 
period. “Our original meetings were held in the basement of 
the old Eugene Hotel.… The room had a very low ceiling, 
no windows, and poor ventilation. In the 
early days everyone smoked—a lot. They 
smoked before dinner, during dinner and 
after dinner. A stiff drink and cigarette—it 
was the sociable thing to do. By the time 
the meeting started the room was a purple 
haze of stale cigarette/cigar smoke.”

Potlucks and Politics
Despite the shenanigans and the irreverent 
bearing of the club, it would be a mistake 
to underestimate the McKenzie Flyfishers. 
This is probably the toughest, most asser-
tive and politically savvy club that ever 
seconded a motion about where to hold 
the next potluck or who was tasked with 
bringing the beer. It has always been a club 
with bull terrier coding in its DNA. Since 
its inception, not a day, week, month, or 
year has gone by that MFF hasn’t been en-
gaged tooth, claw, and brain cells in some 
sort of resource battle or project. That 
fighting spirit can be attributed to two 
things: demographics and geographics. 
 From its outset, the club has benefited from a seren-
dipitous collection of professionals—doctors, lawyers, execu-
tives, entrepreneurs, educators, and scientists—plus just plain 
hard-working joes. And then there’s Eugene, aka Bluejean, 
Oregon—a place known for its hip, progressive, and outdoorsy 
ethos, not to mention its central location amid some of the 
state’s most hallowed waters, including the neighborhood 
sweetheart rivers, the McKenzie and the Willamette. The 
obviously selfish motive—better fish and better fishing—by 

default informed the jealous, guard-dog vigilance necessary to 
preserve and protect these oft-assailed watersheds.
 Remember that in the 1960s attitudes and perceptions 
were a far cry from what they are today. Americans were 
quaffing leaded gasoline via their massive, inefficient V8 
sedans. Factories belched smoke and carbon sludge into 
the atmosphere with no fear of legal repercussions or bad 
press. And industries used rivers as sluices to wash away 
their toxic sins. Pollution, both air- and waterborne, was 
accepted as the byproduct of prosperity. “Ecology” was an 
exotic word that appeared only in obscure science journals 
and as the tie-breaker in fourth-grade spelling bees.
 At first, in terms of environmental activism, the 
McKenzie Flyfishers found themselves on shaky ground. 
Conventional methods and approaches, including letters, 
club-endorsed proposals, and testimony at hearings, all 
seemed to wither—and the Oregon Fish and Wildlife 
(formerly Game) Commission (OFWC) felt little urge 
to fight. The harvest mentality—club it, shoot it, take it 
home—persisted, and the outlook of the fly-fishing com-
munity, with an emphasis on habitat and native fish, was 

regarded dismissively, if not with palpable derision. 
 Laing credits Bill Neel (club president in 1971) with 
changing that dynamic and planting the seeds of effec-
tive activism. “Neel and others in our club … educated 
themselves on the politics of Fish and Wildlife,” says Laing. 
“Our club began paying attention to the history and back-
ground of the state legislators, game commission members, 
and fishery biologists.… We learned who our enemies were 

PHOTO COURTESY OF MCKENZIE FLYFISHERS 
Enthused participation in club outings—whether hardcore fishing or candlelight (aka 
Coleman lantern) dinners by the lake—provided an early focal point and an adhesive for 
steadfast membership.
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www.redssyshop.com
(509) 933-2300

Open 7 Days per Week

Combined Resort, Fly Shop, and Restaurant
FREE Shipping on Orders Over $50
World’s Largest Selection of SAGE Fly Rods
Unparalleled Customer Service
Friendly Advice From Expert Anglers
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Soaring Eagle Lodge is nestled on the banks of the San Juan River 

in northwestern New Mexico. The river is world-renowned for 

year-round fly fishing. We offer the river’s premiere classic, all suite 

lodging and meals prepared by culinary trained chefs. The lodge 

has a full service fly shop with all the top brands. Soaring Eagle 

Guides are full time professionals and the only guides with access 

to our exclusive private waters on the San Juan. Join us and see 

why our wonderful and loyal customers come back year after year.

(800) 866-2719  •  www.SoaringEagleLodge.net
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Two hundred 
years ago, coast-
al streams and 

estuaries of the North-
east were famous for 
harboring sizable and 
hard-fighting sea-run 
brook trout, better 
known locally as “salt-
ers.” At the time, salters 
were ubiquitous from Labrador to Long Island, but their 
numbers have since dwindled precipitously in the U.S. In 
Massachusetts alone, where salters once occupied more 
than 70 streams, their presence was confirmed in only nine 
streams in 2010. But this trend can be reversed. Thanks to 
the dedication of Massachusetts conservationists who cre-
ated the Sea Run Brook Trout Coalition (SRBTC), wild 
salters are now thriving in streams where their survival was 
in jeopardy, and several other projects also aim to bring 
back this legendary anadromous char.
 Sea-run brook trout tend to grow bigger than their rela-
tives confined to fresh water, and they were ardently sought 
by anglers in the 19th century. If overfishing accelerated the 
decline of sea-run brook trout, their near extirpation across 
the northeastern seaboard was mostly caused by deteriorated 
habitat. Much of the damage can be attributed to countless 
dams and raised road culverts, which have not only cut the 
salters’ passageways from fresh to salt water, but have also 
contributed to warming many salter streams. Indeed, the 
native range of salters is limited by water temperatures. 
Northern salters, particularly those of Canada and Maine, 
where stream and ocean temperatures are generally lower, 
tend to migrate and feed in salt water to a greater extent 
than more southerly populations. Another important factor 
in the salters’ demise has been predation and competition 
from nonnative stocked species, not only rainbow and 
brown trout stocked by states, but also smallmouth bass 
introduced illegally to many coastal streams in Maine.
 Efforts to rehabilitate salter populations originated in 
the mid-1980s on Cape Cod’s Quashnet River with the work 
of the local chapter of Trout Unlimited (TU), then presided 
over by the influential conservationist Fran Smith. The exten-
sive restoration of the Quashnet, which had been dammed 
to create cranberry bogs, had started 10 years earlier as an 
attempt to create a sea-run brown trout fishery, but proved 
more beneficial to the river’s wild sea-run brook trout and has 
continued since the 1980s with this goal. Smith and the Cape 
Cod TU chapter also worked with state officials to preserve 

the land surrounding 
the Quashnet and make 
it a catch-and-release 
area. As a result, the 
Quashnet’s wild brook 
trout population has in-
creased by 400 percent.
     The rebound of 
the Quashnet’s brook 
trout population in-

spired other conservation efforts in southeastern Massachu-
setts including the restoration of Red Brook, which empties 
in Buttermilk Bay, in Plymouth. The property surrounding 
Red Brook was owned since the late 1860s by the Lyman 
family, which produced six generations of avid fly anglers 
who not only fished but also cared for the brook. In 2001 
the Lyman property was donated to the Massachusetts non-
profit The Trustees of Reservations, and additional riparian 
land was purchased by the state in 2009. At the same time, a 
team of TU volunteers led by Warren Winders and Michael 
Hopper contributed to remove four dams, add cover, restore 
banks, and close a wide artificial pool created for anglers but 
detrimental to the stream’s flow. Like the Quashnet River, 
Red Brook has become one of Massachusetts’s few catch-and-
release areas and has seen a sharp rise in its salter population.
 In 2009, Hopper and Winders, joined by Geoffrey 
Day, founded the SRBTC; its mission is to protect and 
bring back sea-run brook trout populations by restoring 
habitat throughout their native range, in partnership 
with other nonprofit organizations, local TU chapters, 
and local governmental agencies. Raising funds from 
corporate donors, foundations, and individual members, 
the SRBTC supports research and restoration projects that 
would otherwise go unfunded. Among these is the largest 
sea-run brook trout tagging and data collection project to 
date, conducted on the Quashnet River and Red Brook.
 The SRBTC currently supports various studies and restora-
tion projects in Massachusetts, Maine, New York, and Con-
necticut, not only in streams where salters are known to remain, 
but also where they could be reintroduced. “Nearest neighbor” 
experiments conducted in Massachusetts streams have shown 
that sea-run brook trout can be successfully transplanted in 
areas close to their native streams, thus expanding the terri-
tory of surviving populations. As Day points out, “Virtually 
all coastal streams of the Northeast used to harbor salters, so 
there are more potential future projects than we can think of.”
 To support the SRBTC and learn more about their 
actions, visit www.searunbrookie.org.

The Fight to Bring Back Sea-run Brook Trout/By Christophe Perez

Conservation
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False Albacore at Port Judith, RI By Francis Lunney

Schools of false albacore arrive off the coast of Rhode Island just about 
the time that the Major League Baseball playoff races start to heat up 
in late August. And, like baseball at that time of year, the action is fast, 

furious, and over within a few weeks. 
 The brief fishing opportunity for these small yet powerful tuna warrant 
serious attention from fly anglers who appreciate fish that regularly run deep 
into the backing. Among them is Orvis-endorsed guide Eliot Jenkins, owner of 
Greasy Beaks Fly Fishing, (541) 868-6356, www.
greasybeaksflyfishing.com. Jenkins is a full-time, 
hard-core angler who is on the water more than 
200 days a year guiding for stripers, bluefish, 
steelhead, and, of course, false albacore—his 
favorite fly-rod quarry. With his invaluable 
guidance, I hooked into my first albie off the 
coast of Port Judith, Rhode Island, and quickly 
understood what the fuss is all about.
 The entire Atlantic shoreline from the south 
coast of Cape Cod down to Montauk, New 
York, is a hotbed for false albacore. The stretch 
of shoreline near Port Judith is a prime location 
along this reach, thanks to significant exchanges 
of water and the presence of saltwater ponds that 
provide breeding grounds for massive schools 
of baitfish, including the bay anchovies and 
silversides most favored by albies. Some of the 

best shoreline fishing 
occurs near breachways 
(inlets lined with stone 
jetties on both sides) 
that flow into these 
tidal ponds. The West 
Wall, off US High-
way 1 south of Kings-
ton, for example, is a 
prime location where 
fly anglers target false 
albacore from shore. 
From Highway 1, take 
Succotash Road south 
toward Jerusalem. Af-
ter about 2 miles and 
a sharp left, watch for 
the intersection with 
a small private road 
named Beach Row on 
the right. Park on the 
left side across from 

the boat dock and climb over the 
dunes to the wall.
 Fly fishing for false albacore is 
almost exclusively a visual fishery. 
Anglers with access to a boat often fol-
low working birds and surface blitzes, 
searching out the distinct pops and 
spritzes that indicate a school of false 
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albacore torpedoing through the 
water column and pushing baitfish 
to the surface. When chasing albies 
in a boat, drift slowly into feeding 
fish to avoid putting them down. It’s 
not necessary to rev up your engine 
every time you see a few fish work-
ing off in the distance. A school of 
feeding albies that just blitzed close 
to your boat may blitz again nearby 
in a few minutes. Patience often pays 
off. Also bear in mind that albies 
are often less selective and easier to 
target when there is a bit of chop on 
the water, so don’t overlook those 
less-than-fair-weather days.
 Successfully targeting false alba-
core requires your A game. The fish-
ing can be a bit technical at times. Be 
ready to pick up line and cast as soon 
as feeding fish appear. Strong casting 
skills are critical—you need to make 
speedy deliveries, typically at ranges 
of 40 to 60 feet, using backcasts, 
roll casts, and double hauls. Choose 
flies that mimic the baitfish that false 
albacore are eating. Favorite patterns 
include the Albie Whore, Surf Candy, 
Kelly’s Chovy, Gummy Minnows, 
Mushmouths, Bonito Bunny, The 
Who Fly, and Clouser Minnows. 
White, chartreuse, olive, and pink are 
among the most popular colors. All 
of these flies can be fished effectively 
with intermediate lines. 
 Consider tying your flies to the 
leader using a swim loop (also 
known as a Rapala knot) in order to 
accentuate the fly’s natural action. 
Most anglers target false albacore us-
ing a 9- or 10-weight rod. If you fish 
with lighter tackle, you risk tiring 
these powerful swimmers to exhaus-
tion. These fish aren’t huge, typically 
ranging from 5 to 12 pounds, but 
pound for pound they are among 
the strongest game fish around. 
 Great fly shops to stock up on 
false albacore flies include the Bear’s 
Den in Taunton, Massachusetts, (508) 
977-0700, www.bearsden.com, and 
Watch Hill Outfitters in Westerly, 
Rhode Island, (401) 596-7217, www.
watchhilloutfitters.com.
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Straight Fork, NC By Nick Carter

What a sweet little creek, I 
thought each time I round-
ed a bend and discovered 

yet another stretch of pocket water 
opening up under a high, dense 
canopy of hardwoods. This place 
was made for fishing dry flies, for 
covering water quickly, exploring 
the wide streambed, and plucking a 
small trout or two from almost every 
pocket deep enough to hold them. 
And then there were the deeper 
pools, where it’s worthwhile to settle 
in and fish methodically. Several 
fish might come out of such a hole, 
or maybe a brown trout that’s long 
enough to be worth a quick photo.
 When questioned, the guys at Rivers Edge Outfitters in Cherokee, North Carolina, had seemed almost too 
eager to spill the beans about Straight Fork Raven Fork, usually called simply Straight Fork. This tributary to 
the better-known Raven Fork runs off the southern border of Great Smoky Mountain National Park (GSMNP) 
to meet the larger river near the Qualla Boundary of the Eastern Band of Cherokee Indians. Cherokee waters 
are known for heavily managed, but fantastic, hatchery-supported and trophy waters. Where we were fishing 
was not far up the road from those hot spots, but the fishing was completely different.
 We had passed trout ponds and the Cherokee Tribal Trout Hatchery on the road in—Straight Fork Road, a right-
hand turn off Big Cove Road, which follows Raven Fork about 8 miles northerly from the US Highway 
441/Blue Ridge Parkway intersection north of Cherokee, North Carolina. Despite the nearby hatchery, this 
stretch high up the Straight Fork is wild trout water, populated by rainbows, browns, and native southern 
Appalachian brook trout, all stream-born and all too eager to jump on a fly in rocky, relatively infertile waters. Fishing 
pressure on the Straight Fork is surprisingly low for a stream with a road running parallel to it for about 5 miles on its lower 
end. It’s a little off the beaten path for visitors to both GSMNP and the reservation, yet access is easy on the creek’s lower 
end, where a relatively low stream gradient makes for easy wading. On most creeks, low gradient equates to flat water, but 
not on the Straight Fork. The rocky creek bed creates swift runs and some deeper pools. It’s not a series of plunge pools 
like some of the steeper flows in the park, but the habitat is there to support some hefty browns on the lower end.
 Farther into GSMNP, the road becomes one-way and peels away from the Straight Fork. It’s the end of Straight 
Fork Road for vehicles traveling north off the reservation. Anglers can also access this point by vehicle coming south 
off the Blue Ridge Parkway on Balsam Mountain Road, but it’s a long, winding, gravel road off the parkway.
 Where the road leaves the creek is where we focused our fishing efforts. A good trail leads upstream for a short distance, but you 
can easily walk up the creek. The wide streambed is an obvious clue that the Straight Fork flat out roars during high water. In regu-

lar flows, it leaves wide rocky 
banks, easy to walk along, and 
plenty of room for airing out 
a cast. The creek also gains 
elevation a little more quickly 
in this stretch, which makes 
for a few deeper plunge pools 
and plenty of fishy-looking 
water. The Straight Fork is a 
beautiful creek that can be an 
extremely productive fishery 
for those who enjoy catching 
lots of small colorful trout. 
It’s a wonder more people 
don’t fish it.
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South Fork Root River, MN 
By Jeff Erickson

Sometimes exploring a trout 
stream reveals a place where 
you’d love to live. Once I was 

admiring a stately restored farmhouse 
tucked in a bucolic valley on southeastern 
Minnesota’s South Fork Root River. I 
was proceeding cautiously, unsure of the 
access status, when the owner wandered 
over and greeted me like a long-lost 
friend. He explained stream improve-
ments and gestured to the pasture run in 
front of the house, saying, “Have at it!”
 Considering its miles of public ac-
cess, the South Fork doesn’t receive the 
same angling attention as its better-
known sister, the South Branch Root 
River, one of the Driftless Region’s 
largest and most productive trout 
streams. The South Fork is in many 
ways just as good, but less pressured.
 The stream rises near the hamlet 
of Harmony, just north of the Iowa 
border. By the time it passes Amherst 
it has accumulated sufficient flow from 
trout-inhabited tributaries—Wisel 
and Nepstad Creeks—that it provides 
prime trout habitat as far as Yucatan, 
where it slows and becomes silty.
 In addition to public easements, 
access to the sizable stream is en-
hanced by parcels of state forest land 

visitoswegocounty.com
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and a wildlife management area at the upper end. According to the Minnesota 
Department of Natural Resources (DNR), the South Fork offers approximately 
17 miles of trout water, not including the tributaries. The fishery holds both 
brown and rainbow trout, with wild native brook trout in some of the feeders. 
As in other Driftless Region streams, most fish are less than 15 inches.
 Fillmore County Road 12 crosses the South Fork in the middle of the trout 
water. To navigate the tangled web of other county and township roads that bisect 
the river, anglers can find maps of the DNR’s website or, better still, request (or 
download) the excellent 2011 Trout Angling Opportunities in Southern and Central 
Minnesota (http://files.dnr.state.mn.us/maps/trout_streams/south/map_all.pdf), 
which includes maps, access information, and other fishery details. Catch-and-
release and other special regulations are in place on portions of the stream.
 The insect flotilla on the South Fork is similar to those on other nearby 
spring creeks. Expect early-season action on midges, Little Black Stoneflies, 
Dark Hendricksons, and Blue-Winged Olives. Caddisflies are abundant; the 
Grannoms in late April through early May can trigger explosive rises. In addi-
tion to stalwart dries like the Elk Hair Caddis, experiment with patterns such 
as the Iris Caddis, X-Caddis, E/C Caddis, Peeking Caddis, and LaFontaine’s 
Deep and Emergent Sparkle Pupae.
 A great time to visit southeastern Minnesota is between late May and mid-
June, when the water is excellent and afternoon Light Hendrickson hatches 
entice the fish, as do evening caddisfly hatches. Bring fine tippets and plenty 
of parachutes, Comparaduns, Sparkle Duns, and CDC Emergers.
 Dog-day mornings reveal smoky plumes of levitating Trico spinners. Afterwards, 
ant, beetle, and cricket patterns draw attention. Subsurface treats include common 
nymph patterns and the Root River Special, devised by local fly tier Wayne Bartz.
 Tiny Blue-Winged Olives and hoppers mark the transition to autumn. 
When fall colors light up the hills, savvy anglers reach for their streamer box, 
hoping for browns built like linebackers. Unless you’re hurling mouse-size 
streamers, 3- to 5-weight rods are perfect.
 The Root watershed is a treasure trove of other activities, including scenic 
canoe floats for smallmouth bass, excellent camping, and more fine trout water 
near Forestville/Mystery Cave and Beaver Creek Valley State Parks. Preston 
and artsy Lanesboro, two historic riverside towns, provide a variety of lodging 
and dining options. The Root River Trail parallels much of the main stem, 
affording exceptional biking; a spur route leads to Harmony, a center for local 
Amish culture and the gateway for touring nearby Niagara Cave. State Route 
16 is one of Minnesota’s premier scenic byways.
 So, while that pastoral farmhouse remains a metaphor for all that is just 
out of reach in life, there’s no reason not to share this unique corner of the 
world with the lucky locals.

East Branch of Conococheague 
Creek, PA By B. George Hammond 

The Unami-Lenape called this 
south-central Pennsylvania 
stream òk’chaxk’hanna, which 

means “Stream of Many Bends.” 
Phonetically, more or less, it’s Cono-
cocheague, and the name is apt: the 
Conococheague is full of bends, twists, 
fast grades, pools, and runs. Above 
the confluence of its West Branch, the 
stream is generally referred to as the East 
Branch of Conococheague Creek, and 
upstream of Caledonia State Park, it 
provides excellent brook trout habitat. 
 To reach the East Branch from In-
terstate 81 at Chambersburg, take exit 
16, US Highway 30 East, and follow 
the highway east about 8.5 miles to 
State Route 233 (Pine Grove Road); 
turn left and head a short distance to 
Hosack Run Campground. While 
driving up SR 233, watch for a col-
lection pond next to the road on your 
left before you reach the campground. 
This pond marks the boundary be-
tween the creek’s wild trout fishery 
and its lower put-and-take section. 
 The East Branch produces numer-
ous consistent hatches: Sulphurs, 
March Browns, Hendricksons, Gray 
Foxes, Black Stoneflies, Golden 
Stoneflies, Grannom Caddisflies, 
Green Caddisflies, Mother’s Day 
Caddisflies, and the Great October 
Sedge. In the summer, ants rain down 
on the stream and the brookies eat 
them up like kids pigging out at a 
candy store. Where the East Branch 
runs through Michaux State Forest, 
several springs contribute cool water. 
 East Branch trout, like most others, 
are bottom feeders in the absence of 
hatches, and I usually rely on a Gold-
Ribbed Hare’s Ear Nymph as a point 
fly and a March Brown emerger as 
a dropper. I attach my tippet to the 
leader butt section with a size 16 
barrel swivel, then secure the dropper 
on a 3-inch tag end of tippet mate-
rial from one of the knots securing 
the swivel. The point fly is 2 to 3 
feet below the swivel. I bounce the 
nymph along the bottom, feeling my 
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Clay County Lakes, AL By Pete Elkins

For a moment outside time near the small Alabama town of Delta, I 
thought I was looking at a vintage fly-fishing magazine cover. My 
chartreuse popping bug alighted within a caress of a water-mottled 

log. Even before a first beguiling twitch, the bug vanished in a smothered 
swirl of foam, green body, 
and gaping white mouth.
 Alabama is a bass-fishing 
mecca, but solitude is rare. 
Resembling loud, metal-
flake dragonflies, bass boats 
abound. However, that’s not 
so on any of Alabama’s 23 
public fishing lakes. A few 
bass boats may be visible, but 
anglers cannot fire up the big 
outboard engines; it’s electric 
motors only, thank you. The 
state stocks and manages 
largemouth bass, bluegills, 

way as I go. Strikes often occur as the point fly passes me and begins to rise 
in the downstream current. In the summer, I swap the dropper and swivel 
for a high-visibility ant pattern, then work my way slowly upstream, cover-
ing the runs and riffles. I tend to bypass the pools, as the fish don’t seem to 
congregate in them much, but just to be sure, at the end of the day, when I’m 
heading back downstream, I tie on a wet-fly-and-small-streamer combination 
and fish it down and across through the pools.
 The East Branch of Conococheague Creek is a beautiful stream, with color-
ful wild brookies that will reward dry flies and subsurface tactics. It’s full of bugs 
and access is easy, making it a great escape for a day of small-water fishing.

redear sunfish or “shellcrackers,” and 
channel catfish. Black and white crap-
pies swim in many of the lakes.
 Clay County Lake features crap-
pies, but it is best known for qual-
ity bluegills and redears. Located in 
east-central Alabama, about a mile 
west of Delta, Clay County “Lake” 
is actually three lakes. The spring-fed 
lakes provide 13, 38, and 23 acres 
of exceptional fly fishing. While all 
three lakes contain a signature blend 
of largemouth and panfish, each lake 
is unique. Fisheries managers drained 
and restocked the 13-acre upper lake, 
resulting in currently unsophisticated 
and aggressive bass and sunfish. Not 
surprisingly, lake manager Gene Sim-
mons picks that lake for the easiest 
fishing. Simmons has been the Clay 
County Public Fishing Lake manager 
for 18 years, so it pays to heed his 
advice. He recommends the 23-acre 
lower lake for big bluegills and redears. 
The lower lake is the most scenic, sur-
rounded by high hills with mixed pine/
hardwood forest. Shoreline fly casting 
is consequently limited. However, all 
three lakes have paved launch ramps.
 Fly anglers without water trans-
portation love the 38-acre middle 
lake’s open, grassy shoreline. The 
upper lake is best fished by boat. Sim-
mons provides more than just sage 
advice. He operates the lake conces-
sion store, where anglers can purchase 
drinks and snacks, as well as rent boats 
and electric motors with fully charged 
batteries. A boat, electric motor, and 
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battery rent as a daily package for $25. You can use your own boat, so long 
as it’s propelled by an electric motor. Outboard engines may be attached, but 
cannot be used. Simmons sells daily fishing permits for $3. Anglers over 16 
years old must also possess an Alabama fishing license, available online at www.
alabamainteractive.org/dcnr_hf_license/welcome.action?apk=hf. A launch 
permit for a personal watercraft is also $3.
 Whether you fish by boat or land, the Clay County Lakes surrender 
some porcine panfish. Spring through early summer is best. Small pop-
ping bugs or foam spiders are standard fare when the bluegills and redears 
are spawning. Redears like sinking flies. Carter Nelson’s Rubber Legged 
Dragon, or RLD, is a killer. Don’t think that these small waters can’t pro-
duce big fish—Simmons has recorded largemouth up to 12 pounds, with 
many 8-pounders in the mix. The monsters appear mostly from February 
through April, when they are easier shallow-water fly targets. 
 Even if you encounter a day of finicky fish, these scenic lakes offer other 
rewards. The Piedmont Plateau Birding Trail includes Clay County Lake 
and its mix of old-field, lake, and woodland habitats, where eastern mead-
owlarks, northern bobwhites, and field sparrows share the openings with 
red-tailed hawks and great horned owls. Wintering waterfowl visit the lakes, 
alongside resident herons and egrets. Ospreys and bald eagles dignify the 
area. Brown-headed nuthatches and pine warblers share the forests with 
yellow-throated warblers, American redstarts, and northern parulas.
 But don’t be distracted too long. Remember those 12-pound largemouth? 
For more information, contact Simmons at (256) 488-0038.

Virginia Fly Fishing & Wine Festival Announces New Location 

After 15 years in Waynesboro, the Virginia Fly Fishing & Wine Festival will 
now be held at The Meadow Event Park, just a few miles outside Richmond, 
Virginia. Previously held on the banks of the South River under a series of 

large tents, this festival is the only event of its kind in the country, combining all 
aspects of fly fishing and conservation with tasting wine from Virginia’s best vintners. 
All vendors in the new location will be under a roof in a state-of-the-art facility.
 Support from the Recreational Boating & Fishing Foundation’s Take Me 
Fishing campaign (www.takemefishing.org) has helped the festival create the 
largest children’s fly-fishing program in the country. “Last year we were sim-
ply overrun with families who wanted to learn about fly fishing and fly tying 
together,” says Beau Beasley, festival director. “At times we had standing room 
only at our classes; every fly-tying bench was occupied.”
 In addition to general children’s programs, the festival offers active, uniformed 
Boy Scouts the opportunity to earn their fly-fishing merit badge free from Boy Scouts 
of America–certified instructors. Also available are both free and paid fly-casting and 
fly-tying classes for every level of angler, a women’s forum designed exclusively for 
female anglers, countless seminars on every conceivable fly-fishing-related topic, wine 
tastings included with admission (for patrons 21 years and older), and live music.
 Major sponsors of the 2016 festival include Orvis, Temple Fork Outfitters, 
Harman’s North Fork Cabins, SweetWater Brewery, and the International Fed-
eration of Fly Fishers. Brand-new this year will be a “try before you buy” kayak 
demo tank sponsored by Wild River Outfitters of Virginia Beach.
 The 16th annual Virginia Fly Fishing & Wine Festival will be held 
April 9 and 10, from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. both days. To learn more, visit www.
vaflyfishingfestival.org or contact Beau Beasley by email at fishutopia@
comcast.net, or by phone at (703) 402-8338.

v

Book Review
Steelheader’s Journal
By John Nagy
Great Lakes Publishing, 
www.johnnagysteelheadguide.com

Author John Nagy is a 
well-known steelhead 
guide from Pittsburgh, 

Pennsylvania, whose popular 
book Steelhead Guide, Fly Fish-
ing Techniques and Strategies 
for Lake Erie Steelhead is now in 
its fourth edition. He designed 
this new Steelheader’s Journal to 
help anglers in the “Steelhead 
Alley” region of Lake Erie and 
throughout the Great Lakes to 
“efficiently record information 
related to his or her tributary 
steelhead fly fishing trips.”
 Nagy believes that “careful 
observation of details, as well 
as experiences, will not only 
make a better steelheader but 
also make steelhead fishing … a 
much more satisfying and fulfill-
ing experience.”
 Each two-page log/journal 
entry form (171 total) provides 
space for steelheaders to write 
detailed information in more 
than 25 categories, including 
water fished, water temperature 
and flow, catches, techniques, 
flies, access points. The journal 
section offers ample room for 
personal experiences and recol-
lections for the day. Nagy also 
includes a “do’s and don’ts” 
section, knot diagrams, a pre-trip 
checklist, and a place for con-
tacts and miscellaneous notes. 
The book is leather bound with 

low-sheen, natu-
ral paper and 
sepia ink, and 
includes two 
color paintings 
of steelhead 
by artist Les 
Troyer. —Jack 
W. Berryman
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April 9-10, 2016
D o s w e l l ,  V i r g i n i a

• Visit our new expanded location at Meadow Events Center off  

    Interstate 95, near Richmond, Virginia

• Admission includes wine tastings from Virginia’s best vintners

• Extensive children’s program with free instruction

• Boy Scouts can earn their Fly Fishing Merit Badges

• New “kayak testing pond.” Try before you buy!

• New FFF courses offered including Certified Instructor’s Course

2016 SPEAKERS
Lefty Kreh • George Daniel • Bob Clouser • Beau Beasley 

Wanda Taylor • Blane Chocklett • Ed Jaworowski • Steve Vorkapich
Jon Bowden • Capt Gary Dubiel • Cory Routh • Walt Cary • Al Alborn
Macaulay Lord • Tom Logan • Dayle Mazzarella • Patrick Fulkrod

Daily Admission $20  •  9am - 5pm
www.vaflyfishingfestival.org
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EXPOSURE
Northeast Trout Tour/By Joe Janiak

 
Josh Janiak hooks a brown during a Hendrickson hatch on the Ausable River. Driving north and heading into the 
mountains is another way to extend the hatches of spring. Well after the Hendrickson hatch ends farther south in New 
York, the bugs continue to emerge up in the Adirondacks.

 
A wild beauty from the Delaware River system

 
From late spring through early summer black flies can be 
vicious in the Adirondacks. Sometimes it’s best to retreat 
and have a cold beer at nearby Lake Placid Brewery. 
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Angler Chris Lee does some line work while having a seat mid-river on the Little 
Juniata near State College, Pennsylvania. Spring can be a great time to fish the 
creeks and rivers in this area.

 
When the fish start rising on the West Branch of the 
Delaware River, you better be ready. If they feel like 
torturing you, they’ll wait until dark, feast on the 
smorgasbord of spinners and emergers floating by, and 
refuse your best presentations, all while you struggle 
to see a thing under the light of the moon.

 
Rumor suggests there are still a few brook trout swimming in Heart Lake. While Adirondack Park is replete with 
beautiful views, it’s a shame the park is no longer loaded with native brookies. Most of the park’s waters are either 
heavily stocked with hatchery trout, laden with largemouth bass, or are devoid of fish altogether. 
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In the small creeks of western New York, trout 
rarely exceed 12 inches. A 7.5-foot, 3-weight rod 
and a few basic dry flies are all you need.

 
A western New York wild rainbow trout—later in the season, as the hatches on other 
rivers fade, anglers can hike along small freestone streams and cast to these little fish 
in solitude all day long.

 
Josh Janiak casts a long line to reach a rising trout on the Ausable River in New York’s Adirondack Park.
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Waiting for Tricos to appear as a summer rainstorm sheds its last few drops

 
While the water is still warm, early autumn brings cold nights and foggy sunrises 
over Heart Lake in Keen, New York.

 
Surface feeders can be few and far between in the cold 
waters of spring. Here fly fishing guide and professional tier 
Nick Pionessa casts to an early-season riser that he spotted 
with a keen eye on a small western New York trout stream.

Photographer Joe Janiak lives in Buffalo, New York. 
See more of his work at www.ramblephotography.zenfolio.com.
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Squam Lakes, NH
In Pursuit of New “Walters”

By Christophe Perez

Our meeting was set for 7 a.m. on the bridge. Mark Beauchesne, my guide to the Squam Lakes, didn’t specify 
which bridge, but I quickly figured it out. In Holderness, New Hampshire, “the bridge” is where US Highway 
3 crosses the channel between Little Squam and Squam Lakes. Within a stone’s throw are most of this small 
town’s businesses: 

a couple of convenience stores, 
a gas station, a post office, a 
restaurant, and several bed-
and-breakfasts. On one end of 
the bridge sits the Squam Boat 
Livery, one of the few privately 
owned marinas and boat rental 
facilities on Squam Lakes. The 
principal public launch ramp is 
just around the corner, off State 
Route 113. For boat anglers who 
aren’t fortunate enough to own 
a house on the lakes, the bridge 
and its vicinity are where memo-
rable fishing trips begin.
 On this early June morning, 
Beauchesne and I were headed to 
Squam, aka Big Squam, north of 
the bridge, to fish for smallmouth bass. If it were for the fishing alone, we could as well have gone to Little Squam, or a 
few miles down Highway 3 to Winnipesaukee, the largest lake in New Hampshire. Covering some 6,700 acres, Squam 
is the second largest. But more than its size, what draws anglers and boaters to this lake is its unique character. To the 
north, it is bordered by the Squam Range, the southernmost foothills of the White Mountains. Often, fog lingers on 
the lake, and its legendary quietude is troubled only by the echoed wail of common loons. On such days, you can sense 

the presence of the “spirits of Squam” evoked 
by Michael Remillard in his Squam 

Journal, 1978–1980. Squam’s 
61 miles of chiseled shoreline, 

secluded coves, and islands 
may appear uninhabited at 
first sight, but numerous 
private properties, most of 
them picture-perfect vaca-
tion houses and cabins, are 
in fact secretively nestled 
behind screens of trees 
around most of the lake. 
Public access to the 
shore is limited to a few 
areas: the Chamber-
lain–Reynolds Memo-
rial Park on the south 

shore, Five Finger Point 
on the north shore, as well 

as Bowman and Moon Islands.

ALL PHOTOS BY CHRISTOPHE PEREZ 
Introduced in New Hampshire’s Lakes Region at the end of the 19th century, smallmouth bass, like this 
healthy male, have found in Squam Lakes their ideal habitat (above). Fly-fishing guide Mark Beauchesne 
fights a feisty smallmouth near Yard Islands. Big Squam Lake’s scenery, quietude, and abundance of 
hard-fighting smallies make it an outstanding bass-fishing destination (left).
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 Some aspects of life on Squam seem immune to the 
passing of time. On summer Sundays, many residents and 
local boaters converge on Chocorua Island, better known as 
Church Island, to congregate in its outdoor chapel composed of 
a few blue benches, an altar, and a simple birch-wood cross. At 
Rockywold-Deephaven Camps, a former vacation camp that 
has become an upscale family resort, refrigerators have never 
been deemed necessary. Instead, ice is harvested from the lake 
in winter and kept in century-old ice houses and boxes through 
spring and summer. Personal watercraft simply aren’t allowed 
on either of the Squam Lakes, and boat speed is limited to 40 
miles per hour during the day and 20 miles per hour at night.
 During the summer of 1980, however, Squam was 
animated by unusual activity. On the eastern shore of Great 
Island Narrows, a vacation house became the set of the 
movie On Golden Pond, starring Katharine Hepburn, Jane 
Fonda, and Henry Fonda. Three decades after this moment 
of fame, references to the movie remain numerous in Hol-
derness. Among them, the exquisite Inn on Golden Pond, 
where I was invited to stay, the Manor on Golden Pond, 
and a restaurant called Walter’s Basin. In the movie, Walter 
is a 10-pound trout that Norman (Henry Fonda) allegedly 

caught and released a couple of years earlier—a fish so big 
that he felt compelled to give it a name. In parallel to the 
main plot, 80-year-old Norman and his fishing disciple, 
13-year-old Billy (Doug McKeon), spend the better part of 
many days pursuing this elusive, almost mythical fish. It’s 
only as the summer ends that Billy finally nets it. Walter, 
obviously, wasn’t really caught; it was supplied to the movie 
crew by a local hatchery and hooked for the needs of this 
scene. Its exact species isn’t mentioned; it is only described 

as a “fat, lazy, and ugly” trout. But, during its brief appear-
ance onscreen, the fish chosen to embody Walter seems to 
be a rather large rainbow.

A Different Walter
In real life, sizable rainbows, as well as lake trout and 
landlocked salmon, do inhabit the Squam Lakes. In the 
weeks following ice-out, which usually comes around 
mid-April, they cruise the shallows, before retreating to 
the lake’s depths by early June. Locals fish for them by 
trolling lures or flies, in search of their own Walters. But 
for most fly anglers who fish Squam Lake, their Walter 
isn’t of the salmonid family at all. It would instead be a 
hard-fighting smallmouth bass.
  Although smallies aren’t native to Squam, or even to 
the region, they found themselves at home and thrived as 
soon as they were introduced, around 1870. The Squam 
Lakes are naturally spring-fed, deep glacial lakes. Their 
bottom is mostly sand, gravel, and boulders, with little 
aquatic vegetation. While cold-water species favor the lakes’ 
deeper basins, the smallies find their ideal habitat higher 
in the water column, near the numerous reefs, drop-offs, 

rock piles, and large 
boulders that emerge 
in many places. In his 
book Smallmouth Fly 
Fishing, smallmouth ex-
pert Tim Holschlag lists 
Squam Lake among 
“100 top smallmouth 
destinations” in North 
America. Yet, in spite of 
the lake’s breathtaking 
scenery, its very healthy 
smallmouth popula-
tion, and Holschlag’s 
recommendation, very 
few fly anglers frequent 
its waters.
     Mark Beauchesne, 
my guide to Squam, 
doesn’t hesitate to 
claim it as his favorite 
destination. Unlike 
most local fly anglers 

and fly-fishing guides who pursue primarily trout and 
salmon in rivers, he has developed an unconditional love 
for bass and northern pike. Beauchesne is also an expert 
spin fisherman, ice fisherman, hunter, and local celebrity. 
New Englanders know him primarily as the host of New 
Hampshire’s WildSide, an outdoor TV show aired on WBIN-
TV for the past seven years, and of My Outdoors for the four 
prior seasons. He is also well known for his bass-fishing 
proficiency. On good days on Squam Lake, he can hook 

 
When surface water temperatures are in the 60s, Mark Beauchesne favors floating lines and topwater patterns to 
entice smallies in the shallows of Squam Lakes. 
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some 50 smallies weighing 2 pounds or more. But, he points 
out, having such a productive day depends on weather and 
water conditions and “is up to the angler, not to the bass.”
 Assuming, as many trout anglers do, that bass will eat 
anything at any time won’t help much. Instead, successful 
smallmouth fishing on Squam requires a working knowledge 
of the bass’s habits and the best tactics depending on the time 
of the year and, most important, water temperatures.

Prime Times
A couple of weeks after ice-out, fly fishing for smallmouth 
becomes possible with sub-
surface patterns, but it can 
be slow as long as cool water 
keeps the fish confined to 
their deep winter haunts. 
When surface water tempera-
tures approach 60 degrees, 
usually around mid-May 
on the Squam Lakes, the 
smallmouth spawning season 
begins. Males move en masse 
to gravel-bottom shallows 
to build nests where females 
can then deposit their eggs. 
Lasting about a month, the 
spawning season is prime 
time for fly anglers: plenty 
of sizable smallmouth can 
be found within the reach of 
floating lines, and poppers or 
deer-hair bass bugs can pro-
duce exciting surface action.
 After they lay their eggs, 
females cruise the lake while the males keep on guarding 
the fertilized eggs and the fry, until around mid-June. 
Squam’s water is among the clearest in the Northeast; 
even an untrained eye can easily spot the beds guarded 
by immobile males. Unfortunately, this also makes bed-
ding smallmouth vulnerable to undiscriminating fishing 
practices. One sadly popular bed-fishing method consists 
in positioning a boat directly above a bed and dropping a 
lure on the male guarding it. Since a bedding bass defending 
its nest will strike anything that threatens the eggs or the 
fry, doing so can be productive. It is also legal, but many 
anglers, including Beauchesne, view it as unethical and lack-
ing sportsmanship. To protect spawning smallmouth and 
largemouth bass, statewide regulations mandate the release 
of all bass and the use of flies or artificial lures only from 
May 15 through June 15. The rest of the year, bass-fishing 
regulations vary from a daily limit of two fish with only one 
fish over 16 inches, to five fish with no length limit.
 As summer settles in and surface water temperatures 
rise above the low 70s, smallmouth descend again to 

cooler, deeper waters. Such conditions call for intermedi-
ate, sinking-tip, or sinking lines during the better part of 
the day; crayfish patterns in particular, when fished above 
rocks in 8 to 12 feet of water, can be productive. Early 
mornings and late evenings provide the best opportunities 
to find smallies foraging for food along the shoreline in 
summer, but occasional cold fronts can open the door to 
more productive fishing in the shallows during the day.
 “If you see smallmouth cruising the shallows,” says 
Beauchesne, “you can sight-fish for them with top-water 
patterns; that’s one advantage of Squam’s crystal-clear wa-

ter.” The same goes during 
fall, when water tempera-
tures drop to the 60s.

Tried-and-True 
Patterns
I imagined that an invet-
erate bass fly angler like 
Beauchesne would carry an 
impressive arsenal of flies. 
He doesn’t. Instead, his fly 
box contains only a few 
tried-and-true patterns that 
can cover different situa-
tions. His go-to top-water 
patterns are commercially 
tied poppers in sizes 6 and 
4, in color schemes combin-
ing white, yellow, black, red, 
and green. For subsurface 
patterns, he favors browns, 
olives, and white, colors 
that match the smallmouth’s 

favorite prey: crayfish, small perch, and smelt.
 Although “matching the hatch” isn’t an expression 
that bass anglers use very often, there is one occasion to 
do so on Squam. It revolves around the Hexagenia hatch 
that usually happens in the first few days of July. Small-
ies are then tuned into emerging Hex nymphs, as well as 
duns and spinners, and can be efficiently fly fished with 
nymphs and dry flies imitating the bugs. Truly imitative 
Hex patterns do work, but Mark’s Hex nymph of choice is 
more suggestive. It’s a brown and copper Woolly Bugger, 
a pattern you’ll always find in his fly box; he also reaches 
for it to suggest small baitfish or crayfish. It all depends 
on when, where, and how he fishes it.
 Another classic in Beauchesne’s fly box is a red-and 
-white Seaducer. This fly, tied in a variety of color combina-
tions, is mainly known today as a saltwater pattern. But it 
originated at the end of the 19th century as the Red and White 
Hackle Fly, one of the oldest bass flies there is. In his book 
Presenting the Fly, Lefty Kreh praises the Seaducer as “one of 
the best patterns for both large- and smallmouth bass.”

Seaducer

Hook:

Thread:

Tail: 
 

Body: 

Underwing:

Head/ 
collar:

Gamakatsu Stinger, size 1 or 1/0

Red or white monocord or 3/0 thread

White hackle, splayed out, with 4 or 5 strands 
of copper Flashabou or Krystal Flash tied out-
side the hackle and slightly longer than the tail

White saddle hackle, palmered on two-thirds 
of the shank

Sparse white and yellow bucktail (optional)

 
Red saddle hackle

PHOTO BY EASTERN FLY FISHING
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 Beauchesne’s Seaducer differs from 
the original Red and White Hackle Fly 
only in that it includes, like his versatile 
Woolly Bugger, a few strands of copper 
Krystal Flash, which produces flash on 
both dark and bright days.

Surface Action
By the time Beauchesne and I hit the 
water on the morning of June 4, 2014, 
rainstorms had come and gone, leaving 
behind a rather cool but rainless overcast 
day. The water temperature was 67 de-
grees in the shallows, still right for top-
water action; the optimal window ranges 
from the mid-50s to the low 70s, with 
the low 60s being the absolute best. Calm 
waters were also a factor in Beauchesne’s 
choice of fly; in the absence of disturbance 
on the surface, he judged that smallies 
would more likely be attracted to the 
noise of poppers. A size 6 popper didn’t 
immediately grab the bass’s attention, 
but a noisier size 4 did, producing within 
minutes the first fish of the day: a 16-inch, 
2-pound smallmouth. 
 No matter how many times you do 
it, there is no end to the thrill of seeing 
a smallie torpedoing from the bottom, 
aiming at your fly, as you anticipate the 
fight to come. Classic mistakes—which 
I made more than once—include chang-
ing the rhythm of your retrieve, which 
can cause the fish to reverse its course, 
and trying to set the hook too soon and 
lifting the fly off the fish’s mouth. 
 Delivering poppers with long, pre-
cise casts, Beauchesne kept on hooking 
smallies all morning, from the shallows 
of Center Harbor Neck, to Five Finger 
Point, the Yard Islands, and Loon Reef. 
In addition to being ideal smallmouth 
spawning grounds, these spots also pro-
vide the rocky structures that smallies re-
late to. Squam is notorious for the sheer 
number of jagged rocks and reefs peaking 
just above or below the surface. They 
make Squam an excellent smallmouth 
lake, but they also can be a threat to 
unsuspecting boaters. The most famous 
of these rocks are Crash Rock and Res-
cue Rock, at the entrance of Purgatory 
Cove, north of Kimball Island. These 
two rocks, like the cove that lies behind, 

Squam Lakes
NOTEBOOK

When: Late April–October; prime months are May and June.

Where: Lakes Region of NH.

Headquarters: Holderness and Ashland, NH. Lodging: The Inn on Golden 
Pond, (603) 968-7269, www.innongoldenpond.com.

Access: Virtually all fishing is by boat. The main public boat launch ramp 
is located at the junction of SR 113 and US Hwy. 3 in Holderness; parking is 
limited. Another ramp is located near the covered bridge, off US Hwy. 3, in 
Ashland; and a boat ramp restricted to car-top boats and outboards of 25 hp 
or less is managed by the Squam Lakes Association, on US Hwy 3 in Holder-
ness. Boat rentals: Asquam Marina, (603) 968-9001, www.asquammarina.
com; Riveredge Marina, (603) 968-4411, www.riveredgemarina.com; Squam 
Boat Livery, (603) 968-7721, www.squamboats.com; Squam Lakes Association 
(canoes and kayaks only), (603) 968-7336, www.squamlakes.org.

Appropriate gear: 8.5- to 10-ft., 7- to 8-wt. rod; floating, sinking-tip, 
and sinking lines; bass-bug-specific leaders; 8-lb.-test tippet.

Useful fly patterns: Poppers, deer-hair bass bugs, Sneaky Pete, Seaducer, 
Woolly Bugger, Clouser Minnow, crayfish patterns.

Nonresident license: $15/1 day, $28/3 days, $35/7 days, $53/annual 
(not required for nonresidents younger than 16), available online at 
www.nhfishandgame.com. 

Guide: Mark Beauchesne, Fish NH Guide Service, (603) 753-2993, www.
fishnhguideservice.com.

Books/DVD: Smallmouth Fly Fishing by Tim Holschlag; Squam Journal, 
1978–1980 by Michael Remillard. On Golden Pond (DVD). Stream Map 
USA, (215) 491-4223, www.StreamMapUSA.com; New Hampshire Atlas 
& Gazetteer by DeLorme Mapping.
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Christophe Perez, www.christopheperez.com, is a freelance writer 
and editorial photographer who lives near Boston, Massachusetts.

gained their names in a scene from On Golden Pond. One 
of Norman and Billy’s fishing trips ends there, rather dra-
matically, after they wreck their motorboat at high speed 
on Crash Rock; later at night, Ethel (Katharine Hepburn) 
finds them cling-
ing desperately to 
Rescue Rock.
 One day after 
Beauchesne guid-
ed me, I ventured 
onto Squam again, 
this time by my-
self and in a canoe, 
starting from the 
boat ramp man-
aged by the Squam 
Lakes Association, 
off Highway 3 in 
Holderness; this ramp is restricted to car-top boats and 
outboards of 25 horsepower or less. Heavy winds had 
picked up, constantly steering my canoe off course; I could 
hardly maintain a good casting position for more than a few 
seconds. I missed Beauchesne’s 150-horsepower outboard 
and even his trolling motor. A smallmouth fell for a yellow 
Sneaky Pete along the western shore of Piper Cove, before 
I found refuge in smaller coves sheltered from the wind. 
Like Heron Cove, 2.5 miles to the east, the southern tip 

of Piper Cove is one of few areas of Squam with abundant 
aquatic vegetation. Such areas are home to the other no-
table warm-water species in Squam Lakes: largemouth bass 
and chain pickerel. Their populations are small compared 

to the number of 
smallmouth, but 
Squam’s pickerel 
in particular can 
grow to respect-
able sizes, up to 2 
feet. After just a 
few casts in one of 
these more vegetat-
ed coves, one such 
specimen took the 
same Sneaky Pete 
and attempted to 
run with it. 

 I had come to Squam Lakes in pursuit of smallmouth 
bass rather than chain pickerel, but this catch came as a 
nice surprise that made a two-hour canoe trip in less-than-
perfect conditions absolutely worthwhile. Not surpris-
ingly, I named that pickerel Walter.

603.968.7711  squamlanding.com
Insta

Homes and Homesites available witH marina access to 
tHe lakes region’s best Fly FisHing
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Salmon River, NY
Salmon and Steelhead Capital of the East

By Mike Valla

I landed my first steelhead on New York’s Salmon River 
more than 36 years ago. The beautiful 9-pound, 
chrome-bright fish that came to net that cold, snowy 
day in January 1980, fresh out of Lake Ontario, took 

a size 12 Abbey, a classic wet fly. It slammed the red-
bodied, tinsel-ribbed fly that I fished deep on the swing 
through Sportsman Pool, one of the most popular pools 
on the river in those years. 

 Dozens of other anglers, fishing everything but fly 
tackle—often with snagging (“snatching”) rigs—watched 
in disbelief as I pumped long casts off my 10-foot Powell 
rod rigged with a crudely crafted, homemade slow-sinking 
shooting-head line. I should have been wearing a hard hat 
while dodging bank anglers casting lead-weighted treble 
hooks into the pool. Some shook their heads after I landed 
the fish. I’m sure they thought I was some kind of crazy 
person, wading chest deep through the pool with a fly rod 
in hand. But it didn’t take long for the sentiment to change.
 Fly fishing for steelhead and Pacific salmon was next 
to nonexistent on the Salmon River back then, yet today 
the fishery is one of the most popular fly-angling destina-
tions in the East. I was a skeptic myself back then, until my 
fishing partner, Ed Schmidtmann, convinced me that Lake 
Ontario–run salmonids could be taken on fly tackle. Even 

though New York had first stocked Pacific salmon and steel-
head in the Salmon and other rivers in the 1960s, fly fishing 
for these fish was considered a West Coast pursuit.
 Schmidtmann had been a California steelheader 
until he ended up in New York as an assistant professor 
of entomology at Cornell University. “I can’t get excited 
about the East Coast pound-size browns,” he said to me the 
first time I met him. However, he was quite excited about 

the fly-fishing possibilities 
on the Salmon River. He 
convinced me to give Lake 
Ontario tributary steelhead 
fishing a try. We did. 
       Other East Coast anglers 
soon rushed to the Salmon 
River with their fly rods 
and experienced the thrill 
of catching multiple-pound 
fish on flies. Even more ar-
rived on the river after the 
state of New York blew the 
whistle on legal snagging on 
the Salmon and other Lake 
Ontario tributaries, a deci-
sion that led to lawsuits. In 
1992, the state attempted to 
shorten the legal snagging 
season, but area businesses, 
fearing loss of revenue from 
a perceived disappearance of 
visiting anglers who came to 

the river in throngs, took the decision to court. They won 
that small battle, but their elation was brief, as snagging was 
banned for good in 1995 by the governor-appointed state 
Conservation Fund Advisory Board.
 Snagging was initially allowed on the Salmon 
River because it was believed Pacific salmon entering 
the stream couldn’t be taken on lures, and certainly 
not on flies, because they stop feeding during spawn-
ing activity. It was the inadvertent impact of snagging 
on nontarget species, such as steelhead, that helped 
change the law, not the weight of fishing ethics or 
snagging in and of itself. It didn’t take long for fly 
anglers to disprove and even laugh at the notion that 
Pacific salmon can’t be taken on flies.
 The elimination of snagging wasn’t the only positive 
change that encouraged additional fly anglers to visit the 

 
Coho salmon spawning runs usually occur during the latter half of September and the first half of October.  
While coho can be taken on egg patterns, gaudy, colorful patterns are also effective (above). Fish on! Steelhead 
follow the Pacific salmon runs and by mid-October the chances of hooking one increase. This fish, taken at the 
lower fly-only zone, put on a brief show for anglers on the opposite bank before it broke off (right).

ALL PHOTOS BY MIKE VALLA
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river. The same year that I caught my first steelhead, 1980, 
saw the opening of the enormous state-of-the-art Salmon 
River Fish Hatchery in Altmar. Designed to raise Pacific 
salmon and steelhead, the facility greatly enhanced the 
Lake Ontario fishery and its tributaries. Today the facility, 
open to the public, also serves as an educational destina-
tion for anglers and nonanglers alike.
 The positive impact of the new hatchery aside, Salmon 
River anglers benefitted from other changes that enhanced 
the fishery, especially changes in river flow releases from the 
three upstream dams. Minimal flow regulations went into 
effect in 1997 as a result of the 1995 Federal Energy Regula-
tory Commission relicensing. The river was 
routinely reduced to a trickle as a result of 
power-generation fluctuations, impeding 
natural reproduction of salmonids and 
retarding the proliferation of macroinverte-
brate populations to sustain fish.
 One of the fishery’s most passionate 
anglers, Dave “Rocky” Rockwell is a no-non-
sense, fine-cigar-smoking, retired lieutenant 
colonel and veteran of two tours in Iraq. His 
infectious good humor, sprinkled with occa-
sional blasts of ribald wit, is both entertaining 
and welcome when you’re wading next to him 
in the river at first light. He loves the fishing, 
enjoys guiding clients on the river, and likes 
studying the Salmon River’s rich history.
 “The minimal flows turned the fishery 
around completely,” Rocky told me dur-
ing an enjoyable midwinter chat when I 
should have been fishing and not gabbing. 

“There was inconsis-
tency. The erratic re-
leases out of all three 
of the dams affected 

the system. The 
fishery before the 
minimal-release 
regulations was 
sometimes good, 
and sometimes 
not so good. Be-
fore those chang-
es, the river was 
totally dependent 

upon the hatchery 
for fish. There was 

virtually no natural 
reproduction at that 
time. The changes 

have been good for 
everyone, especially for 

the region’s economy.”
 Over the past few decades, the Salmon River fishery 
has seen many positive changes, which have contributed 
to its growing popularity among fly fishers who come to 
the river in hopes of landing a trophy-size chinook or coho 
salmon, steelhead, Atlantic salmon, brown trout, or even 
bass. What has not changed over the years are the great 
numbers of anglers who converge on the 13-odd fishable 
miles between Lighthouse Hill Reservoir and Port Ontario 
when word is out that fish are running the river.
 Pulaski, headquarters during salmon and steelhead 
season, comes alive beginning in mid-September, when 
chinook and coho runs are generally expected in the 

 
Fresh-run coho salmon are beautiful. This fine fish was taken from the lower Douglaston 
Salmon Run, within sight of the Lake Ontario estuary, on a chartreuse Estaz egg pattern. 
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Salmon River, swimming through the Port Ontario estu-
ary and on upriver. Outside the many lodges, motels, and 
eateries, roadside signs prominently welcome anglers. Well 
before daybreak, anglers in waders and headlamps line up 
for coffee at a local convenience store, their objective to 
be first on some of the best runs and pools on the river.
 Encountering large numbers of anglers is inescapable 
on a river that offers such a high probability of landing such 
large fish. As one angler said to me while he was gearing up 
next to his vehicle, “You have to recalibrate your fly-fishing 
experience expectations. Sure there are crowds, but where 
else can you hook into a 10-pound steelie or 25-pound 
chinook on fly tackle? And often 
get into multiple hookups?”
 Some have called the Salmon 
River a world-class fishery. Others 
say that while that may be true, 
for them it’s not a world-class fly-
fishing experience, particularly if 
you prefer solitude on the water. 
The Salmon seems to appeal to 
many fly anglers who are not 
bothered by so many people fish-
ing in such close proximity. It’s 
rare to encounter a fly angler on 
the river who complains about all 
the company, even those fishing 
almost shoulder to shoulder.
 Salmon River first-timers 
either love the river or loathe it. 
The anglers who enjoyed their first 
experience on the Salmon River 
almost always return. Many, if 
not most, revisit annually. Some 
avoid the heavy weekend crowds 
by fishing only on weekdays. The 
largest numbers of visitors, espe-
cially conventional-tackle anglers, are on the river for the 
Pacific salmon runs. For one thing, the weather is nicer in 
September and early October. And the chinook run large, 
some approaching 30 pounds.
 I tagged along with Rockwell and Mike De Rosa in 
late September and again in early October last year during 
what was expected to be the height of the chinook and 
coho runs. Both are experienced guides with De Rosa’s 
outfit, Zero Limit Adventures. We were on the Doug-
laston Salmon Run (DSR), 2.5 miles of the lower river a 
couple of miles downstream from Pulaski. The DSR is a 
pay-to-fish stretch just upstream from the estuary in Port 
Ontario. The fish that enter the run are fresh and lively. 
It’s common to witness pods of chinook rooster-tailing 
up through the shallows, announcing their presence.
 Some may frown at the pay-to-fish concept, but there’s 
some worth in the clean, civil, and friendly environment 

that a controlled system can offer. You’re likely to encoun-
ter River Walkers on the Run, staff members who patrol 
the DSR mileage. They’re unobtrusive and courteous, and 
beyond a quick hello, and sometimes a brief chat about 
the fishing, they move on. The DSR limits the number of 
anglers who can purchase a pass, and the number varies 
depending on the season. Passes can be purchased online 
(see Notebook). A staggered-release schedule early every 
morning allows guides with clients to get on the water first, 
followed by season-pass holders, then finally the general 
public. Everyone gets on the water within the same hour.
 A half dozen of us, wearing headlamps and gripping 

wading staffs, thrashed across a 
DSR stretch well before daylight 
one day. It’s best to be on the water 
as early as possible. Multiple hook-
ups didn’t happen, and the group 
called the fishing slow. It’s common 
to call fishing slow when only a few 
anglers in a group get into fish. A 
couple of anglers in the group that 
day landed large, bright salmon 
on chartreuse Estaz egg patterns, 
popular flies on the river. Hardly 
slow fishing by my definition.
    Egg patterns are popular but 
by no means the end-all when 
it comes to fly pattern selection. 
The sheer number of patterns in 
the fly bins at the two major fly 
shops in the area—Whitaker’s 
Sport Store just outside Pulaski on 
New York Route 13, and Malinda’s 
Fly & Tackle on Pulaski Street in 
Altmar—is rather overwhelming. 
Chinooks will strike most any fly 
at one time or another, from hot 

colors to drab shades, including streamers (believe it or not), 
and even the smallest of flies. I prefer to swing traditional 
steelhead hair-wing patterns, such as a Brad’s Brat, modified 
with a hot-orange head. Other anglers have experimented 
with nontraditional patterns and had good results.
 One talented angler I met a couple of years ago on 
the river, who goes by the name “Jersey Jan” Beliveau, 
consistently takes chinook and steelhead on simple, slender, 
flashy-bodied size 14 and 16 patterns that resemble cad-
disfly larvae. I ran into Beliveau this past season on one of 
his favorite river stretches, and despite the fact I witnessed 
him take what was no doubt a 25-pound chinook on his 
tiny fly, he too called the fishing slow by Salmon River 
standards. And that wasn’t the only fish he landed that day.
 While such results might not seem like slow fishing, 
Salmon River regulars complained that the 2015 chinook run 
was late and sparse. Anecdotal theories on why the numbers 

Hook:

Thread:

Bead:

Tag:

Tail:

Rib:

Body: 

Collar:

Wing:

Cheeks:

Salmon/steelhead hook, sizes 3/0–8

Red or hot orange, size 6/0

Hot-orange metal bead (optional)

Fine flat gold tinsel

Orange-dyed golden pheasant crest

Medium oval gold tinsel

Rear half, orange angora; front half, 
red angora

Brown or brownish-red hackle

Orange bucktail over white bucktail

Jungle cock eyes (optional)

Brad’s Brat
Original pattern by Enos Bradner

PHOTO BY EASTERN FLY FISHING
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had dropped off in recent years were many. Some anglers even 
wrongly pointed fingers at the Salmon River Fish Hatchery, 
wondering if fish-feed formulations had been changed. So 
I went to the source, and a chat with hatchery staff educa-
tor Fred Kuepper quickly dispelled the fish-feed theory and 
unveiled the more likely reasons behind the problem. A 
combination of biotic and abiotic factors and disruptions 
occurring in Lake Ontario over the last few years are the 
culprits, it appears. Kuepper explained, “Yes, the salmon runs 
were off this year [2015]; there were no major runs, and they 
were almost a month and a half late. We had two back-to-
back years when the lake was almost frozen over, almost 90 
percent, a very rare event. That hasn’t happened since 1976, 
and prior to that it happened in the 1800s.”
 Two harsh winters resulted in dramatically lower lake 
water temperatures, and the baitfish didn’t stack the way 
they normally do, which affected the normal stacking of 
the salmon. The baitfish populations scattered, as did the 
salmon, possibly due to disruptions in the normal thermo-
clines caused by excessively cold water. The salmon held 
on the lake bottom. “We’re thinking that the extremely 
low temperatures slowed fish metabolism, maturity rates, 
and spawning behavior,” Kuepper told me. “We noticed 

that the very few early-September salmon that made their 
way upstream into the fish hatchery runways had very 
tight eggs when they should have been loose. The almost 
lethal water temperatures in the river itself, due to very 
warm ambient temperatures in September, were also not 
conducive to enticing fish to start running.”
 The theory is that fish actually did run in reasonable 
albeit lower numbers, but they ran at night, getting by anglers. 

September 2015 was very sunny and very warm. The fish 
scattered in the river and hid during the daytime, but many 
fish eventually made it to the fish hatchery. By mid-October 
the hatchery fish ladder and holding areas were chock-full of 
salmon. Fresh chinook were still arriving in November. Plenty 
of eggs were harvested, taking care of the hatchery’s needs.
 Thinning out is also a relative term on the Salmon 
River, but once the steelhead runs start ramping up and 
the Pacific salmon runs diminish, usually sometime in 
October, there’s often a bit more elbow room for fly cast-
ers, especially during the winter months. The state stocks 
two strains of steelhead in the region: Chambers Creek 
winter-run fish and Skamania summer-run steelhead. 
Both strains, of course, are derived from stock taken from 
the Pacific Northwest. “Skamania fishing is hit-and-miss 
fishing,” says Rockwell. Heavy rains or rising water levels 
bring up runs as early as May and into June.
 Steelhead anglers fish with a variety of rods, flies, 
and rigs. Spey fishing has grown in popularity over the 
last decade, and it’s common to see more anglers swinging 
flies using traditional steelhead-fishing techniques. Sev-
eral guides specialize in Spey-fishing methods, and among 
the best is the well-known Spey-casting aficionado Walt 

Geryk, headquartered 
out of Malinda’s Fly & 
Tackle Shop.
    On the Salmon, 
it can be difficult to 
squeeze your way 
into the crowds to 
swing flies. So some 
steelhead Spey casters, 
including Geryk, seek 
out the less popular 
river stretches to per-
fect their casting and 
fishing techniques, 
avoiding the normally 
crowded designated 
fly-fishing-only areas.
     Most steelhead fly 
casters who are not 
fishing the DSR fre-
quent the two desig-
nated fly-fishing-only 
zones in Altmar. The 

Lower Fly Zone is open September 15 through May 15; 
it extends from Beaverdam Brook 0.25 mile down to the 
Oswego County Road 52 bridge—not a lot of water to 
accommodate the number of fly casters who like to fish 
this spot. The Upper Fly Zone, located along County 
Road 22 and open from April 1 through November 30, 
extends from the Lighthouse Hill Reservoir tailrace down 
to a marked boundary upstream of the fish hatchery. 

 
Paradise Pool is one of the most popular stretches on the upper fly zone, accessible via a well-worn path from the 
parking area on County Route 22 about 2 miles upstream from the Salmon River Fish Hatchery in Altmar. 
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Salmon River
NOTEBOOK

When: Year-round.

Where: Central NY, approx. 40 mi. north of Syracuse.

Headquarters: Pulaski and Altmar. Information: Pu-
laski–Eastern Shore Chamber of Commerce, (315) 
298-2213, www.pulaskinychamber.com; Oswego 
County Promotion and Tourism, (315) 349-8322, 
(800) 248-4386, www.visitoswegocounty.com. 
Lodging: Douglaston Salmon Run, (315) 298-6672, 
www.douglastonsalmonrun.com; Tailwater Lodge 
(includes restaurant), (855) 895-6343, www.tail-
waterlodge.com; Dancing Bears Lodge, (315) 298-
5808, www.dancingbearslodge.net; Super 8 Motel 
Pulaski, (315) 298-4888, (800) 454-3213.

Appropriate gear: 9- to 13-ft., 7- to 9 wt. single- and 
two-handed rods; floating and sinking-tip lines (in a 
variety of sink rates); 8- to 10-lb. tippets.

Useful fly patterns: Estaz egg patterns; Brad’s 
Brat, Comets, and other traditional steelhead flies; 
Little Black Stone, Double-Beaded Black Stone, Ted’s 
Golden Stonefly Nymph; Malinda Rainbow Spey.

Necessary accessories: Wading staff, large landing 
net, polarized sunglasses.

Nonresident license: $28/7 days; $50/annual.

Fly and tackle shops/guides: Altmar: Malinda’s Fly & 
Tackle Shop, (315) 298-2993. Pulaski: Whitaker’s Sport 
Store and Motel, (315) 298-6162, www.whitakers.
com; Douglaston Salmon Run, (315) 298-6672, www.
douglastonsalmonrun.com. Zero Limit Adventures, 
(585) 766-2421, www.zerolimit-adventures.com.

Maps/information: Stream Map USA, (215) 491-
4223, www.StreamMapUSA.com; New York Atlas & 
Gazetteer by DeLorme mapping. NYSDEC regula-
tions: www.dec.ny.gov/outdoor/37926.html.

Mike Valla is a New York–based freelance writer and photographer, 
and the author of The Founding Flies.

 The Upper Fly Zone is considered prime Atlantic 
salmon water—indeed, steelhead, big browns, and bass 
are not the only fish that anglers might hook into on the 
Salmon River. If I had one wish while fishing the stream, 
it would be to land a hard-fighting 16-pound Atlantic 
salmon like the fish Rockwell took in June 2011 on a 
Hornberg streamer. That dream hasn’t come true yet. 
Incidentally, the Salmon River got its name not from 
chinook and coho, but from Atlantic salmon, a species 
indigenous to the river but long ago extirpated here.
 Atlantic salmon in the Lake Ontario watershed were 
able to run to the Atlantic Ocean before geologic changes 
landlocked the species. They were once present in all 25 
Lake Ontario tributaries except the Niagara River, but 
wild runs were extirpated in the late 1800s. Since 1995, 
hatchery-raised Atlantic salmon have been part of the 
usual stocking regimen for the Salmon River, but adults 
have seldom returned in numbers anglers would love to 
see. Still, there’s always a chance you might hook one. 
They start entering the Salmon River in May and stick 
around the upper river all summer. Some monsters also run 
the river in the fall. But, as with summer-run Skamania 
steelhead, hooking an Atlantic salmon usually comes as a 
surprise when you are targeting other species.
 No matter what fish you target on the Salmon River—
Pacific salmon to Atlantic salmon—make sure you check 
out the New York State Department of Environmental 
Conservation (NYSDEC) official Salmon River regula-
tions (see Notebook). While the stream is open to fishing 
all year, the fishery is regulated by a variety of rules, includ-
ing tackle restrictions; some regulations vary by season.
 Whether you are making your inaugural visit to the 
Salmon River or you’re an old hand on these waters, 
make time to enjoy the area; visit attractions and check 
out all the local businesses that cater to anglers. Stop by 
the Salmon River Fish Hatchery, the Salmon River Falls 
Unique Area (located a few miles from the hatchery off 
Falls Road), and the Salmon River International Sport 
Fishing Museum (located on State Route 13 between 
Altmar and Pulaski). 
 The hatchery is a great place for the whole family 
during the spawning runs in October. The viewing deck at 
the entrance to the fishway allows visitors to watch fish swim 
out of Beaverdam Brook and up the hatchery fish ladder. 
For anglers and nonanglers alike, it’s a view to a revitalized 
river; where landlocked Atlantic salmon once flourished, their 
anadromous brethren from the Pacific Coast now offer both a 
prolific fishery and a premier fly-fishing experience.  
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Little Miami River, OH
John Bryan State Park

By Nathan Perkinson

The Midwest is home to many hidden fly-fishing 
treasures, just waiting to be discovered by anglers 
who are willing to explore lesser-known waters. 
One such jewel, the Little Miami River—tucked 

in alongside southwestern Ohio’s popular Mad and Great 
Miami Rivers near Dayton—is an exceptional warm-water 
fishery that has earned the admiration of many Buckeye 
State smallmouth fans.
 The Little Miami was the first river in Ohio to be 
selected as a state scenic river, with its entire 105-mile 
length so designated in 1971. The Ohio Environmental 
Protection Agency has also named approximately 70 miles 
of the Little Miami as an “exceptional warmwater habitat.” 
In addition, 92 miles of the Little Miami are part of the 
National Recreational Rivers system. 
 Smallmouth bass are the main attraction on the 
Little Miami. A rocky bottom, deep holes, and plenty of 
woody cover provide great habitat for bronzebacks, while 
abundant public access provides ample opportunities for 
anglers. The many canoe launches along the river provide 
access for anglers on foot, but heavy canoe traffic can also 
be a pain. One way to get around the canoes is to make 
sure you’re on the water at dawn or late in the day, before 
the paddlers launch or after they’ve left the river. Another 
tactic for avoiding paddlers is to look for places with limited 

canoe access, such as 752-acre John Bryan State Park, about 
15 miles southeast of Dayton via US Highway 68. About 
2.5 miles of the Little Miami River flow through the park, 
which is divided into two sections. The picturesque upper 
mile of the river flows through Clifton Gorge State Nature 
Preserve, which is off-limits to angling and canoeing. The 
lower 1.5 miles are open to fishing. 
 The dividing line between the two sections is the upper 
footbridge along the Pittsburgh–Cincinnati Stagecoach 
Trail. From the bridge on down, fishing is allowed. The real 
trick here is that few paddlers are willing to carry a canoe 
from the parking area of the state park down to the river. 
Because canoeists must take out above Clifton Gorge, an-
glers in the lower section of the park do not have to compete 
for space with paddlers. Even better, the river is lined with 
trails in the lower section, making access a snap. Besides 
fishing, the park offers camping, hiking, rock climbing, and 
mountain biking. Before you get your line wet, be sure to 
check out the Clifton Gorge area of the park, which is one 
of the most unusual geological areas in the Buckeye State. 
It’s easy to forget that you’re in Ohio as you walk along the 
Rich, Orton, and North Rim Trails among towering cliffs, 
waterfalls, and stunning rock formations. 
 Riffle-run-pool water dotted with frequent deep holes 
dominates this stretch of the Little Miami. Wading is not 

ALL PHOTOS BY KYRA PERKINSON
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difficult, for the most part, as the bottom is composed of 
rocks, boulders, gravel, and sand. The riverbanks within 
the angler-accessible section of the park are heavily for-
ested, with intermittent limestone outcroppings.
 The climate limits fishing opportu-
nities to April through October. Heavy 
spring rains infrequently spoil fly fishing 
at John Bryan, but not nearly so often 
as on the nearby Great Miami and Mad 
Rivers. I was a bit nervous on a recent 
trip as I drove over the Great Miami and 
Mad Rivers, which were not fishable 
during the spring of 2015. My fears 
were assuaged, however, as I barely got 
my shorts wet at John Bryan in the 
midst of the record rainfall that spring.

Fishing the Little Miami
Smallmouth bass are the primary target 
for anglers on the Little Miami River. 
Expect to catch fish from 12 to 18 inches 
in length. Smallies of this size are usu-
ally hungry and willing to take a fly, and 
they’re tough fighters. A 20-inch small-
mouth is a real prize on the Little Miami. 
Ohio allows anglers to keep a daily limit 
of bass, but I strongly recommend releas-
ing all smallmouth on the Little Miami. So much work has 
gone into improving and protecting the Little Miami that 
it seems like a waste to keep fish from such a pretty river.
 Aside from the featured smallmouth bass, a variety 
of other game fish inhabit the Little Miami. Largemouth 
bass occur alongside smallmouth, especially in the lower 

stretches of the river. The usual Midwest mix of rock 
bass, bluegills, and assorted sunfish are also present. As 
you wade the stream, keep in mind that rock bass and 
smallmouth prefer the same habitats and prey, but rock 

bass are much more aggressive when taking flies. If you 
are catching a lot of rock bass, it’s likely that smallmouth 
are nearby, so keep pounding that structure.
 The clean, rocky river bottom and the fertile water 
are ideal for aquatic insects, crayfish, and baitfish. The 
diverse and abundant forage creates a perfect situation for 

fly anglers who are after the Little 
Miami’s top prize, smallmouth 
bass. Prey species on the Little 
Miami are diverse. Crayfish 
are a favorite food for small-
mouth bass, so carry plenty 
of bottom-bouncing crayfish 
patterns. The river is also 

well populated with aquatic 
insects. Hellgrammites, 
damselflies, and drag-

onflies are fair game for 
smallmouth bass, especially 
in riffles and runs, so carry 
a variety of imitations. And 
don’t forget streamers and 
bucktails. Patterns that 
imitate shiners, dace, and 

sculpins catch plenty of bass.
 The Little Miami in John Bryan 

State Park runs about 40 or 50 yards 

 
The Little Miami River is easy to wade throughout John Bryan State Park. Wet wading provides 
a cool break from hiking on hot, humid summer days. Be sure to target the heavy brush and 
timber along both banks for lurking smallmouth bass (above). A series of well-maintained trails 
line the river throughout the state park, providing access to many great fishing holes. If the spot 
you’ve picked doesn’t pan out, just hop on the trail and move on to the next promising stretch (left). 

ALL PHOTOS BY KYRA PERKINSON
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wide. I like to use a long leader, at least as long as my fly 
rod, and a heavily weighted Woolly Bugger or crayfish 
pattern when I’m wading upstream. I think it’s easiest 
to search the bottom with a heavy fly while working up-
stream, rather than downstream. The long leader allows 
your fly to get down to the bottom. Attach a strike indi-
cator at the line-to-leader junction to detect the slightest 
takes (see Tim Holschlag’s book Smallmouth Fly Fishing). 
For the downstream wade, fish a streamer, Zonker, or 
bucktail on a 6- to 8-foot leader, targeting prime lies like 
sweepers, undercut banks, and deep holes. Cast right into 
the target area, then strip-retrieve your fly back through 
the prime area. You’re not fishing for spooky trout, so go 
ahead and slap your fly down on 
the water, give it a few sharp strips, 
then hit the next target.
 Top-water action for bass on 
this stretch of the Little Miami 
is best on summer mornings, 
warm evenings, and overcast days. 
Cast bass bugs—poppers, sliders, 
or Gurglers—across or slightly 
downstream toward heavy cover 
and work them back against the 
current for smallmouth.

Structure and Cover
Now that you know where you’re 
going and have your tackle in 
order, let’s dig a little deeper into 
the structure and cover that hold 
bass on the Little Miami. Reading 
the water is critical. Smallmouth 

tend to hold near some sort of 
structure or cover, so the best 
way to catch bass is to narrow 
your presentations to the water 
that is most likely to hold them.
    Deep water is the prime 
structure for smallmouth bass 
on the Little Miami and tends 
to occur in the form of pools 
and deep outside bends in the 
river. Target deep pools and 
bends during the daytime with 
a weighted Woolly Bugger or 
crayfish pattern. Be sure to 
give your fly time to reach the 
bottom, and once you can feel 
the bottom, slowly retrieve 
the fly with the current. You 
should be able to feel your fly 
bouncing along the bottom 
when using this technique; if 

you can’t feel it, you’re not deep enough. Keep a tight line 
and consider using an indicator, because strikes can occur 
quickly and usually consist of just two or three taps on the 
line. Keep your hook sharp and be ready to set the hook.
 The low light of morning and evening causes small-
mouth to lower their defenses, so swinging a bucktail pat-
tern or streamer through the middle depths of deep water 
can be effective. The idea here is to imitate a wounded 
baitfish by swinging and stripping a streamer erratically, 
drawing bass in search of an easy meal up from the bottom 
or out of nearby cover. When a smallmouth is interested 
enough to move several feet to take your fly, it means 
business, so just keep the line tight and hang on.

   Smaller pockets of deep water 
are secondary structures for small-
mouth bass on the Little Miami. 
These include actual pocket water 
around midstream boulders as well 
as transitional runs where riffles 
flow into pools. In these places, 
Woolly Buggers, as well as large, 
heavily weighted nymphs, are 
ideal. Hellgrammites, dragonflies, 
and damselfly nymphs are com-
mon in riffles and runs, so choose 
flies that imitate these large foods. 
Another option for deeper runs is 
to position yourself below the run 
and cast a crayfish pattern into the 
riffles above, drifting and hopping 
your fly through the run. Use a 
heavy pattern with lead eyes, like 
a Holschlag Hackle Fly or Skittish 

Hook:

Thread:

Eyes:

Tail:

Rib:

Body: 

Legs:

Head:

Streamer hook, sizes 6–10

70 denier

Bead chain

Olive or green marabou tips

Copper wire

Olive or bright green marabou, 
twisted and wrapped

Hackle, color to match body

Fur dubbing, color to match body

Marabou Damsel

PHOTO BY EASTERN FLY FISHING

 
A typical Little Miami River smallmouth, ready for release—handle the fish carefully and let every one 
go so future generations of anglers can enjoy this exceptional river.
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Nathan Perkinson is an Indiana-based freelance writer and small-
mouth bass junkie. 
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Crayfish. This tactic is especially effective around dusk, 
when smallmouth frequently move up into the runs to 
gorge on nymphs and crayfish. 
 Smallmouth are notorious crayfish hogs, and well 
known for their love of rocky cover. However, that doesn’t 
mean they won’t hold in a nice bit of woody cover or beneath 
some overhanging branches. In fact, such cover is just as 
reliable as smallmouth standbys like rock piles and pocket 
water. The stretch of the Little Miami in John Bryan State 
Park also has plenty of wood cover that holds smallmouth. 
The park is heavily wooded, and there are loads of fallen 
trees and root balls that attract bass. It’s critical to know 
where your fly is and to control your fly line when fishing 
these types of snag-laden cover. Cast a streamer as close to 
the cover as you can and retrieve it erratically, like a baitfish 
trying to escape predators. Make several such presentations 
from upstream of, across from, and downstream of the cover 
so that any bass holding nearby get a look at your fly. 
 Submerged logs are another great source of cover. I 
especially like to find a partially submerged log, with few 
branches, lying parallel to the bank. Set up directly across 
the stream from such a log, toss a streamer or bass bug right 
on top of it, lightly tug it off into the water, and retrieve. 
It’s like smallmouth magic. And don’t pass by overhang-
ing branches and vegetation. Smallmouth like to have 
something over their backs, even if it is just a few wispy 
branches. You’ll catch an awful lot of bass at John Bryan 
if you practice your sidearm casting until you can deliver 
a streamer 6 feet deep beneath the thick underbrush.

Bring the Family
I have two young boys, so I’m well aware that the real se-
cret of a successful fishing trip is keeping my family happy. 
There is plenty to do in and around John Bryan State Park 
besides fishing. You can camp at the park or stay in nearby 
Dayton, home to Wright-Patterson Air Force Base and the 
fantastic National Museum of the U.S. Air Force. Consider 
setting aside an entire day to explore it. You’ll also be about 
an hour from Cincinnati, home to many fine museums, a 
great zoo, and Cincinnati Reds baseball. Great American 
Ballpark is an awesome place to see a ballgame, an impres-
sive recommendation when it’s coming from a Cubs fan.
 The Little Miami River is hardly among the best-
known rivers in the Midwest, but it’s just the fix if you’re 
a smallmouth junkie like me. Small waters like the Little 
Miami are a great change from more popular rivers, and for 
Buckeye anglers, a welcome distraction from the madness 
of Steelhead Alley. Pack up the kids, put a fly box in your 
cargo shorts, and hit the Little Miami for some summer 
smallmouth fun.  

Little Miami River
NOTEBOOK

When: April–October.

Where: Southwestern OH, between Springfield and 
Cincinnati; prime access at John Bryan State Park.

Access: John Bryan State Park has great access for walk-
and-wade angling; for access information/maps on other 
stretches, see the Little Miami Conservancy website, 
www.littlemiami.com, and select the “Recreation” tab. 

Headquarters: Dayton (20 mi. west), Springfield (12 
mi. north), and Xenia (11 mi. south) offer all services 
and amenities. Camping is available at John Bryan 
State Park, (937) 767-1274, www.johnbryan.org.

Appropriate gear: 9-ft., 5-wt. rod, floating fly line, 
9- to 12-ft. leaders with 10-lb. fluorocarbon tippets, 
strike indicators.

Useful fly patterns: Skittish Crayfish, Holschlag Hackle 
Fly, Woolly Buggers, Murray’s Hellgrammite, Assam 
Dragon, Marabou Damsel, Tap’s Bug, Dahlberg Diver, 
Gurgler, assorted streamers and bucktails.

Necessary accessories: Breathable waders for early 
or late season, aqua socks or old sneakers for sum-
mer wading, rubber mesh landing net, polarized 
sunglasses, insect repellent, sunscreen.

Fly shops/guides: ReelFlyRod, (937) 434-8472, www.
reelflyrod.com.

Nonresident license: $11/1 day, $19/3 days, $40/
annual.

Books/maps: The American Angler Guide to Warmwater 
Fly Fishing by Nathan Perkinson; Smallmouth Fly Fishing 
by Tim Holschlag. Stream Map USA, (215) 491-4223, 
www.StreamMapUSA.com; Ohio Atlas & Gazetteer by 
DeLorme Mapping. 
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Chauga River, SC
Overlooked in the Backcountry

By Nick Carter

Talk to anyone who has fished the Chauga River near the western border of South Carolina and you’ll 
likely hear good things. Plenty of access; healthy numbers of rainbow, brown, and brook trout; beautiful 
mountain scenery—these are all valid descriptions of this medium-size freestone stream in the Andrew 
Pickens Ranger District of Sumter National Forest. The problem is finding someone to describe it to you. 

The Chauga, pronounced Chaugee by some locals, might just be the most overlooked trout stream in the region.
 The Chauga is just one ridge east of and runs roughly parallel to the regionally famous Chattooga River, 
which draws the spotlight from its smaller neighbor. For Karl Ekberg, who guides out of his small Chattooga 
River Fly Shop in nearby Mountain Rest, South Carolina, that is a blessing. He is just a short drive from the 
Chattooga, but over the years he’s found himself spending more and more time on the Chauga.
 “I would much rather take my guide trips to the Chauga than the Chattooga,” he says. “It’s excellent brown 
trout fishing. There are some big old brown trout in those deep holes, and it doesn’t get nearly as much pressure.”
 Limited pressure certainly seemed to be the case when Ekberg and I dropped into the valley at a bend in the river 
known as Hell Hole. A campground used to be here until the ranger district closed it due to unsanitary conditions, in 
2011. Apparently the closure has done the area a world of good. Gone were the vestiges of overuse by sloppy campers.
 What’s left at Hell Hole is a pretty little river that swings from a wide flat around a sharp bend and con-
stricts on a rock outcropping into a deep run. It’s good-looking trout water, and we didn’t see another person 
or even footprints in the sand. As we strung our rods, Ekberg indicated that it is not always this way. Hell 
Hole is a stocking point when the South Carolina Department of Natural Resources (SCDNR) puts fish in 
the river, and when word gets out it can get crowded.
 “Wait. Didn’t he just say it’s overlooked?” you might be asking. Well, take a little walk. Although there 
are access points almost every mile on the northern portion of the Chauga, the lower end is a different story. 
Miles of trout water cutting through river gorges are accessible only to those willing to hike and then spend 
all day working up some very difficult wading water. There is no trail along the river in these sections, and 
floating them would be nearly impossible.
 This offers trout fishers the best of both worlds. If you want an easy trip to quality fishing that’s managed 
under catch-and-release regulations for much of the year, look at the approximately 3 miles of delayed-harvest 
water stretch from Cassidy Bridge to Bone Camp Creek. If you prefer a backcountry experience, head to 17 
more miles of the Chauga that are open to the public but hard to get to—a stretch holds plenty of trout, 
including some big, lightly pressured browns. Although some of this hike-in water is upstream of the delayed-
harvest stretch, with access by walking in from places such as the Grapevine Access at Forest Service Road 
764, the real backcountry water is downstream from Cassidy Bridge and is accessible via remote Forest Service 
roads at Double Branch (FR 742), Spider Valley (FR 741), and Cedar Creek (FR 2658). The hikes in are not 
prohibitively long, but the distance between access points, the lack of a streamside trail, and difficult wading 
combine to keep casual anglers out.

Tight-Lining at Your Feet
As Ekberg and I made our way upstream from Hell Hole, we fished a mix of riffles and pocket water, deep 
runs against shaded banks, and flat slicks where the river widened and slowed. Early afternoon on a scorch-
ing Southeastern summer day offers probably the worst possible conditions for fishing. But in the cool river 
bottom, shaded by a dense canopy overhead, I was content to be wet-wading in cold water. I picked my way 
carefully upstream, making long casts out ahead and systematically working the water from bank to bank with 
a small black ant fished on top. Summertime is for terrestrials, but I couldn’t buy a rise. I couldn’t even get a 
look from the fish that scattered out ahead each time I gave up on a run and took a few more steps upstream.

In the Chauga’s delayed harvest section, standing right on top of a run and tight-lining a nymph along 
the bottom can often be the most productive method for catching fish (left). All Photos by Nick Carter
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 “Time to try something else,” I thought, and found 
a log to sit on. While pondering the next plan of action I 
watched Ekberg, who was less than 50 yards downstream, 
working water I had already fished. He was right on top 
of the fish, standing on a shoal where the river pinched 
down into a nice run. His arm was outstretched above his 
head, rod held horizontal over the river as he rotated to 
follow the drift of a nymph on a tight line no more than 
10 feet in front of him. Then he hooked up and played a 
small fish to his side.
 “Little brookie,” he shouted, and with a deft twist of 
his hemostats he released the fish without taking it from 
the water. Ekberg is serious about protecting fish.
 That evening, on the ride back to the shop, 
Ekberg found a diplomatic way to teach 
me a lesson. “We get a lot of good 
fishermen in here. They’ve 
been fishing out 
West and come 
here throwing 
out 60-foot 
c a s t s , ”  h e 
said. “Some-
times I have 
to tell them 
to just tight-
line a nymph 
if  they want 
to catch fish. I 
mean, 15 feet is a 
lot of line to have 
out when you’re 
tight-lining.”
 This flies in the face 
of everything I know 
about a good drag-free 
drift and staying down-
stream and out of a trout’s line 
of vision to avoid spooking them. 
This guy was standing right beside the 
runs, which were really not that deep—maybe 
5 or 6 feet at most. It’s a clear, freestone flow. He wasn’t 
using an indicator. He was maintaining tension on the 
fly. And … he was catching fish.
 Also known as short-line nymphing or contact nymph-
ing, this technique works well in pocket water. Ekberg was 
using a fly line with a bright orange indicator tip that at times 
rested in the surface film and at times was completely out of 
the water. He was achieving effective drifts by watching his 
line, feeling the current, and moving his rod with the drift of 
his flies. He was also detecting strikes with a combination of 
sight and feel as his nymphs bounced along on the bottom. 
 Small Tellicos, Zug Bugs, Prince Nymphs, and UV2 
Maynymphulators all spent time on the ends of our lines 

and in fish mouths over the course of the day. Sometimes 
we fished them in tandem with a large stonefly nymph to 
help get them down, and the stonefly drew some strikes 
as well. At the deepest holes, a small split shot was neces-
sary to get the fly all the way to the bottom. At least for 
me, all this changing up was made easier by the fact that I 
routinely left nymphs hung up on the bottom of the river. 
At least they were getting down to where the fish were.
 A lot of people enjoy nymphing, and it is often the 
most productive technique when conditions aren’t perfect, 
but the Chauga offers good dry-fly fishing and streamer 

fishing as well. Lots of 
sculpins and chubs in-
habit the river, which 
means streamers can 
be very effective, es-
pecially for those 
previously men-
tioned big hold-
over browns. 
 Ekberg has a 
line of stream-
ers he ties for 
Spirit River, an 
Oregon-based 
fly-fishing com-
pany. The UV2 
Cereal Killer 

doesn’t look all 
that special—just 
another guy’s take 

on a Woolly Bug-
ger—but the names 

read like a breakfast 
aisle at the grocery store. 

The colors in the line include 
Count Chocula, Special K, and 

Rice Krispy. All of them are tied 
using Spirit River’s UV2 materials, 

which are treated for ultraviolet flores-
cence and ultraviolet reflectance. Google it 

if you want a better explanation, but basically UV2 
materials are supposed to visually stand out to fish in 
ways humans cannot detect without a special light. It has 
something to do with the way human eyes and fish eyes 
process light and color differently.
 Ekberg has bought into UV2 materials whole hog. He 
says he’s put them up against regular materials on the river, 
and flies tied with UV2 outproduce those tied with untreated 
materials. If you don’t have any UV2 in your box, standard 
Buggers and sculpin patterns are good on the Chauga.
 A well-stocked box of dries is also important when 
conditions are right. We saw a few Yellow Sallies and 
small mayflies bouncing around in the river corridor 



     53www.matchthehatch.com • SOUTH CAROLINA

when we fished, but not enough to call a hatch, and 
there was very little surface activity from the fish. Talk 
to Ekberg, though, and he’ll tell you spring and fall can 
bring on some very good dry-fly fishing.
 It’s the stan-
dard Southeast 
smorgasbord of in-
sect life. You won’t 
find giant hatches 
of one particular 
insect, but you will 
find smatterings of 
different bugs that 
are enough to turn 
the fishes’ eyes up 
and put the fish in 
the feeding mood. 
An interesting as-
pect of the Chauga 
is that it’s fed by 
a series of small 
highland ponds and lakes, which means the river is a little 
more nutrient-rich than other mountain flows in the area. 
This can mean more and varied aquatic insects.
 Starting in late September or October, the Chauga sees 
increased activity from what is locally called the October 
Caddis, but may be better known as the Great Autumn 
Brown Sedge. Most of this activ-
ity goes on at night, but Ekberg 
has had ample success fishing the 
different stages of this bug’s life 
cycle. A Stimulator is a general 
attractor pattern in most applica-
tions, and here an orange Stimi 
is a good match for the Chauga’s 
fall caddisflies. Ekberg likes a Red 
Fox Squirrel Nymph or soft hackle 
pattern as an emerger to cover the 
rest of the water column. These 
bugs will be on the water through 
fall, and patterns that imitate them 
remain effective into December 
during most years.
 Other prolific fall hatches 
include Blue-Winged Olive 
(BWO) mayflies and mayflies 
that can be matched with Light Cahills. The classic 
Light Cahill dry can be very effective when these bugs 
are on the water, and Ekberg matches the life stages with 
soft-hackle Pheasant Tails and Pheasant Tail nymphs. 
The BWOs start showing up on the cooler, overcast 
days in October and really rev up as colder weather 
sets in. These bugs can be matched with size 18 to 20 
BWO dries, as well as emergers before a hatch occurs. 

Ekberg enjoys the opportunity to fish tiny dry flies and 
light tippets for some big fish.
 As it so happens, BWOs show up heavy about the time 
South Carolina’s delayed-harvest regulations begin.

New Delayed-Harvest Waters
The SCDNR implemented delayed-harvest (DH) regula-
tions on a 3-mile stretch of the upper Chauga in 2012. 
It has been immensely popular with fly fishers, according 
to Dan Rankin, SCDNR’s trout guru and Region 1 su-
pervisor. The stretch is catch-and-release, single-hook, and 

artificials-only from November 
through mid-May, and it is stocked 
with 5,000 to 7,000 rainbows, 
brookies, and browns of all sizes, 
including some fish 14 inches and 
longer that are held back especially 
for the DH streams.
   Anyone who has fished 
hatchery-supported streams in 
South Carolina knows that the 
SCDNR does a fantastic job at 
the hatcheries as well as with 
its stocking practices. The fish 
are healthy, they color up and 
spread out quickly, and a U.S. 
Forest Service (USFS) helicopter 
is used on the Chauga to stock 
fish in areas that trucks and 
bucket brigades can’t reach.

 The bulk of the stocking on the Chauga precedes 
the DH season, which gives the trout time to acclimate 
before most of the pressure begins. Refresher stockings 
are carried out a couple of times a month through the 
season. In mid-May, the stream is opened under regular 
hatchery-supported regulations, which allow anglers to 
keep up to five fish. Rankin says this harvest is actually a 
good management tool on the Chauga. The population 

Hook:

Thread:

Tail:

Thorax:

Wing:

Collar:

Dry fly, size 14 or 16

Tan, size 7/0

Brown Antron

Hendrickson Pink UV2 Fine and Dry

Wood duck

Hendrickson Pink UV2 Fine and Dry

UV2 Hendrickson Emerger

PHOTO BY EASTERN FLY FISHING

 
In backcountry areas away from easy access points, the Chauga River has gained a reputation as an excellent brown trout fishery. Each 
fall thousands of sub-adult browns are stocked by helicopter in remote areas of the river. These fish, secluded from most of the fishing 
pressure, quickly grow and adapt to life in the river gorge. The results can be special during years with favorable weather conditions.
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density is thinned prior to water temperatures rising 
in the summer, which allows a better survival rate for 
holdovers. The brown trout seem to thrive better from 
season to season, as they are more tolerant of warmer 
water than other trout.
 Rankin says he’s seen some pretty amazing holdovers 
and a little bit of reproduction 
from rainbow trout, especially 
in the last decade. This is due 
to improved water quality on 
the Chauga and its feeders. 
In the early 2000s, the SCD-
NR, USFS, and other agencies 
worked hard to improve the 
Chauga as a trout fishery. 
 Since the 1940s, when the fed-
eral government promoted dam-
ming for flood control, the river’s 
water quality had suffered because 
of a series of low-head dams on its 
headwaters. After being backed up 
into lakes and ponds, water spilled 
over the tops of these low-heads 
with temperatures in the 80-de-
gree range during the summer. 

Beginning in 2002, in an effort to bring down the water 
temperature, dams on each feeder stream were retrofitted 
to release water from the bottom of the impoundments. 
Rankin says this accounts for water temps of about 10 
degrees cooler at the source. No temperature studies 
have been done farther downstream on the main stem of 

the Chauga, but Rankin says the 
department’s samplings indicate 
better survival rates for brown 
trout from year to year, especially 
in years with good rainfall.

Exploring the Backcountry
Those years with good rainfall 
can make fishing the gorges 
outside of the delayed-harvest 
area something special, Rankin 
says. Helicopter stockings of 
the lower sections of the river 
are also carried out each fall. 
Some catchable-size rainbows, 
a sprinkling of brookies, and 
15,000 sub-adult brown trout 
are airlifted into the backcoun-
try each year.

 
Running roughly parallel to and just a ridge over from the regionally famous Chattooga River, the Chauga flies under the radar. Although locals 
fish it heavily at the easy access points, miles of gorgeous trout water go largely unfished (above). Rhododendron and its close cousin, mountain 
laurel, envelop the banks of just about every mountain stream in the Southeast. With overhanging limbs, these sprawling bushes claim countless 
flies, and their gnarled branches make walking the banks nearly impossible. But in spring and summer they burst into bloom to line the creeks 
with large clumps of pink or white flowers (below).
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 “By the next spring, when people are starting to 
fish a little more, those fish have grown. And by then 
they’ve been on a natural diet for a while and they’re 
colored up and look wild,” Rankin says. “And we’re also 
seeing some really nice holdover fish. In a good year, it 
can be really special.”
 A trip into the backcountry on the Chauga is not easy. 
In his younger days, Rankin used to go into the gorge and 
fish all day long, because that’s how long it takes to get 
from one access point to another. Just to get in or out 
requires a hike of a couple miles. The wading is tough, 
too, because of the high gradient, which creates deep 
pools and falls with no way to skirt them on the banks. 
Rankin says his practice is to wait until it is warm enough 
to wet-wade, because he got tired of filling his waders 
trying to get upstream.
 Which brings us back to springtime, when the 
Chauga’s Hendrickson, Mahogany Dun, and March 
Brown mayflies start showing up, says Ekberg. They are 
accompanied by assorted caddisflies, mostly tan and olive. 
After that, Pale Morning Duns, Slate Drakes, and the 
Mother’s Day Caddis hatches begin, leading to the May 
emergence of oak worms. Also known as inchworms and 
about 100 other names, these little green morsels rappel 
from overhanging trees and rhododendrons on slim silk 
threads. They are absolutely irresistible to trout of any 
size, which camp out near the banks under overhanging 
vegetation to await a meal. Fishing can be a ton of fun 
when oak worms are around.
 Ekberg turned me on to this “hatch” years ago when I 
stopped at his shop on the way to the river. He would not 
let me leave without taking a few green worm patterns with 
me. I thought he was just being a salesman, but after a few 
hours on the river I wished I had bought more. Wherever 
you see them hanging over the river, it is worth your time 
to wait for them to drop. Almost inevitably, a trout will 
pounce on them, and then you can set up for your cast. 
There’s no need for a subtle presentation or a drag-free 
drift. Plopping your fly down under a rhododendron or a 
tree as if it’s just fallen is like ringing the dinner bell, and 
it doesn’t hurt to skitter the bug on top a little. The day 
Ekberg forced me to fish green worms was one of those 
days you remember, when good fish seem to be around 
every bend, feeding as if they’ve never seen a fly before.
 Of course, that’s what you hope for when you hike 
miles into the backcountry looking for lightly pressured 
trout. I guess it’s also what you want when you’re fishing 
in heavily stocked waters. On the Chauga, you can have 
it either way.  

Nick Carter is a freelance writer and photographer who lives in 
Bishop, Georgia.

Chauga River
NOTEBOOK

When: Year-round; DH regulations: Nov. 1–May 14. 

Where: Andrew Pickens Ranger District, Sumter Na-
tional Forest, western SC.

Access: Walk-and-wade, ranging from easy access 
to challenging hiking and in-river wading through 
remote gorges.

Headquarters: Oconee County, SC. Information: 
Oconee Country, www.oconeecountry.com.

Useful flies: Elk Hair Caddis, caddisfly emergers, 
Stimulator, Blue-Winged Olive, Light Cahill, Quill 
Gordon, Parachute Adams, Hendrickson dries and 
emergers, Pale Morning Dun, Slate Drake, green oak 
worm patterns, Copper John, BH Prince Nymph, BH 
Hare’s Ear, Pheasant Tail Nymph, Soft Hackle Pheas-
ant Tail, Red Fox Nymph, Red Fox Soft Hackle, Tellico 
Nymph, Zug Bug, UV2 Hendrickson Emerger, UV2 
Maynymphulator, UV2 Cereal Killer, Woolly Bugger, 
Muddler Minnow, flashy egg patterns, Squirmy Worm.

Appropriate gear: 3- to 5-wt. rods, floating lines.

Necessary accessories: Polarized sunglasses, hat, wad-
ing staff, drinking water, felt-sole wading boots; lunch 
and a flashlight if you plan to fish the backcountry.

Fly shops/guides: Chattooga River Fly Shop, (864) 
638-2806, www.chattoogariverflyshop.com.

Maps/information: Stream Map USA, (215) 491-4223, 
www.StreamMapUSA.com; South Carolina Atlas & Gaz-
etteer by DeLorme Mapping; South Carolina Trout Fishing 
by the SCDNR, www.dnr.sc.gov/fish/pdf/TroutBook.pdf.
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MICHIGAN
Whenever masses of people gravitate toward 

a particular behavior, attitude, or experi-
ence, I immediately have an impulse to 
investigate alternatives. I’m inherently 

suspicious of anything that is, as we say nowadays, “trending.” 
Dictionaries suggest such words for this tendency as “mulish-
ness” or “perversity,” while I prefer to characterize it as simply 
thinking for myself. In any case, I’m choosing to view it as a 
positive thing, especially since no one can prove otherwise. 
 Choosing fly fishing over bait or hardware when I lived 
in rural Missouri certainly conformed to this tendency 
of mine. Even when I packed up my fledgling arsenal of 
fly rods and moved to Michigan, a state decidedly more 
steeped in fly-fishing tradition, it wasn’t long before I was 
exploring the less-trodden paths of the sport as it’s practiced 
here, too. I was inevitably drawn to places that a lot of my 
fellow anglers wouldn’t bother with, because the fish that 
swam there were too small or because they were the “wrong 
kind” of fish (bass and sunfish, mostly), or because the places 
themselves were too hard to get to, or some combination of 
the three. I loved these forgotten and neglected places for 
their humble beauty, and because they offered me the rare 

Wakeley Lake, MI
A Contrarian’s Paradise

By Bryon Anderson

combination of the thrill of discovery and the comfort of 
stumbling across a piece of home in a new place. 
 In light of all this, I suppose it was only natural that I 
would eventually find and fall in love with Wakeley Lake. 
To understand what I mean by this, you must realize that 
Wakeley lies within walking distance of the fabled Au 
Sable River, the crown jewel of Michigan’s many great 
trout streams. This is a river so hallowed by fly anglers 
that a long stretch of it has been dubbed The Holy Water, 
so driving right past it—which you have to do to get to 
Wakeley—to fish for the same ordinary mix of bass, pike, 
and bluegills as literally thousands of other inland lakes all 
over Michigan ... well, that is profoundly Just Not Right 
in the minds of most fly fishers in these parts. 
 But wait, it gets better. To fish Wakeley, you have hike 
a good quarter mile before you can even see the lake. And 
you’ll want to haul some sort of watercraft in with you. 
While there are limited shoreline fishing opportunities, as 
well as a few places where you might wade out a few steps, 
Wakeley’s banks and shallows are typical northern Michigan 
marshland: soft, mucky, and difficult to impossible to wade. 
Float tubes, light canoes, and kayaks are the order of the 
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day (motors are not allowed, not even electric ones). 
 So, to summarize the situation thus far: you’ve driven 
some distance to a semi-remote northern Michigan locale 
for the purpose of doing a little fly fishing. However, instead 
of heading for the renowned Au Sable or Manistee Rivers, 
both flowing very nearby and teeming with wild trout, 
you’ve come instead to a lake that 
holds only warm-water species, 
that is realistically fishable only by 
dragging a motorless boat and all 
your gear down a lengthy trail.
 OK, then—all  together 
now—why? I’ll tell you why: be-
cause, if you’re willing to put in a 
little extra planning and exertion 
to experience something unique 
and special, Wakeley Lake is very 
much worth the effort . 
 To say that Wakeley con-
tains the same mix of bass, pike 
and panfish as so many other 
Michigan lakes is true only up to 
a point, for it holds these species 
in an abundance and, more im-
pressively, in sizes that are truly 
remarkable for this part of the world. This is one of the 
few Michigan lakes where it wouldn’t be surprising to 
land a 5-pound bass, a 10-pound pike, or a 1-pound slab 
bluegill on any given day. 
 The U.S. Forest Service (USFS) strictly regulates the 
fishing to provide quality angling. The open season for fish-
ing is very short: from June 15 to August 31. This gives the 

fish the majority of the year to 
spawn and generally go 

about their busi-

ness in peace, which in turn ensures continued healthy 
populations. More surprising are the angling restrictions. 
The USFS limits fishing to artificial lures, and it requires 
that all fish—even the bluegills—be released unharmed. 
 All the fish populations are self-sustaining. Because 
access is somewhat difficult, angling pressure is sharply 

limited. The lake works the way lakes are supposed to: the 
big fish eat the little fish, which lets the big fish get bigger. 
The little fish, with their numbers constantly culled by 
the big fish, have more food to go around amongst the 
survivors, so they get bigger, too. 
 As if all that weren’t enough—and you’ve probably 
guessed this already—Wakeley and its environs are beauti-
ful. Sitting 10 miles from Grayling, the nearest town, the 
lake is nestled within the Huron–Manistee National Forest 
amid a mixture of mature upland red and white pine, oak, 
aspen, and cherry interspersed with tag alder and conifer 

swamps. Wildlife is abundant, including bea-
vers, mink, and river otters. Common loons 
nest on the lake, and bald eagles and ospreys 
fish the lake and nest nearby. Trumpeter 
swans are regular late-winter and early-spring 
visitors. Over 150 bird species have been 
spotted here—enough that the Michigan 
Audubon Society maintains a field register at 
the trailhead. The lake offers five established 
walk-in campsites, and camping is permitted 
anywhere on national forest land, provided 
the camp is at least 200 feet from the water. 

 One morning in late August, the friend 
I was to meet was running late, so, while 
waiting for him, I decided to haul my boat 
and gear to the lake, set up the cameras, 
and have a look around. Emerging from 
the trees at the water’s edge, I stopped dead 

 
Common loons nest on Wakeley, and portions of the lake are roped off through July 15 to keep boaters 
and anglers at a distance from the nesting areas. Bald eagles and ospreys regularly fish the lake, and 
trumpeter swans are regular visitors as well. Over 150 species of songbirds have been spotted in the 
surrounding forest (above). When you fish Wakeley Lake, look for openings in the lily pads where you 
can drop a surface bug, or work streamers through the deeper water along the edges of weedbeds. Flies 
rigged Texas-style to make them completely weedless are a good choice for the really thick stuff (left). 
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in my tracks, thinking that perhaps I had walked into 
an ancient Chinese painting. Only the dark sawtooth 
silhouette of the treetops was clearly discernible through a 
blanket of chilly mist. The trilling of unseen loons echoed 
eerily across the glassy surface of the water. I momentarily 
forgot about fishing, photography, company—everything 
but the haunting beauty before me. Eventually I closed 
my mouth with my hand, launched the boat, and began 
paddling the shoreline, wide-eyed, not wanting to even 
dip the paddle too carelessly lest the spell be broken. Later, 
when my friend arrived, we enjoyed casting our lines 
seemingly into nothingness, and being rewarded seconds 
later with the splashy sounds of hungry sunfish savagely 
attacking floating flies. 

On the Water
Wakeley Lake bluegills are 
typical of the species any-
where—small to medium-
size fish are happy to smack 
a rubber-leg foam floating 
spider, with a decided pref-
erence for a black body with 
black or white legs. To find 
those humpbacked trophy 
bluegills, try a subsurface 
offering, such as a Bully’s 
Bluegill Spider, a damselfly 
nymph, or soft-hackled 
wet flies. For bass, carry 
poppers, divers, and sliders 
in a variety of colors and 

sizes. The bass here tend to haunt the clear 
shallows, where visibility is excellent and 
large, garish flies often go ignored. Larger 
bass show a decided preference for slow-
sinking flies that mimic the action of stick 
baits used by competitive bass anglers. The 
Shannon Streamer, devised by Rich McEl-
ligott (www.fliesbyrich.com), is a highly 
effective copy of such lures. This deadly 
fly sinks almost painfully slowly in a hori-
zontal orientation and has an extremely 
lifelike, Banjo Minnow–type action when 
activated by a twitch of the rod tip.
        While Wakeley’s special situation and 
regulations have undoubtedly enhanced the 
quality of the  fishery there, they may have 
inadvertently contributed to some unusual 
fish behavior. On an early August trip with 
my brother-in-law, photographer Sheridan 
Tongue, the bass were unusually recalcitrant 
all morning. We could see them, but they 
showed minimal interest in our flies.

 As I grew increasingly frustrated and my photogra-
pher paddled off to take pictures of loons, I noticed I 
had attracted a small entourage of bass that seemed to be 
hovering strangely, almost brazenly, near my boat. Some 
were close enough that I could have grabbed them, and 
I was tempted, believe me. They seemed not the least bit 
frightened, and they continued to ignore my flies, regard-
less of presentation. By the time Sheridan returned with 
his camera, I had switched tactics, having decided to see 
if I could get a nice bluegill for him to photograph. 
 I switched to my 5-weight and immediately began 
hauling them in, though mostly tiny ones barely able to 
engulf the size 10 fly. In an attempt at comic relief, I held 

one of the toddlers up for 
the classic hero shot before 
releasing it. My hand was 
still in the water when a 
silver-green body attached 
to what appeared to be a 
five-gallon bucket rocketed 
from directly beneath the 
boat and engulfed the tiny 
bluegill. It was only then 
that the reason for my here-
tofore inexplicable popular-
ity with the bass began to 
dawn on me.  
 “You don’t suppose 
these bass are following me 
around waiting for me to 
catch a bluegill that they 
can then attack, do you?” 

Hook:

Thread:

Tail: 

Body: 

Head:

Eyes:

Mustad 3366 or Gamakatsu B10S, sizes 2/0–1

GSP 100- or 130-denier, color to match body

Marabou blood plume (original pattern), or syn-
thetic flash material (pictured)

Patons Bohemian Chenille or Lion brand Velvetspun 
Yarn, color to match naturals

Liquid Nails Clear Silicone Small Projects Adhesive

Adhesive-backed streamer–bass bug eyes, color and 
size to complement body

Shannon Streamer
Created by Rich McElligott

PHOTO BY EASTERN FLY FISHING

 
The northern mornings are chilly, and mist often shrouds the lake, clearing as the sun clears the 
tree line and finds the water. The fish are active during such times, however, and blind-casting 
with quietly gurgling foam or deer-hair sliders can be productive. 
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I asked Sheridan, half-jokingly. He shrugged. It was past 
noon. We had both promised our wives we’d be home—
some three hours away—by dinnertime. We still needed 
our big-fish picture. The sun blazed overhead, evaporating 
the sweat on my shirt collar and the hope in my heart. 
Sheridan, a patient man, checked the sun, consulted his 
watch, polished his camera lens, and waited. 
 Desperation can make the most absurd theory seem 
worth a try. I tossed out my fly, hooked another small 
bluegill and, rather than hauling it right in, allowed it to 
swim in circles, trying to throw the hook. Dark, torpedo-
like shapes raced in from three different directions and a 
swirling melee ensued in the clear water before my eyes, not 
10 feet from the boat. I lifted up on the rod and up came 
the bluegill with a 16-inch bass firmly attached. I fought 
the bass to the boat, where, upon spying me, it promptly 
spit out the dazed bluegill and disappeared with a flash of 
its tail. I repeated the experiment twice more, with identical 
results. Placing the rod in its holder, I stood up, and the 
change in my angle of vision revealed no fewer than six large 
bass, arranged in a semicircle about 5 feet ahead of the bow 
of the boat, motionless but clearly poised for action. 
 This behavior of the bass can present something of a 
problem for anglers, as bass that are feeding selectively on 
hooked bluegills will usually refuse or ignore artificial flies 
and lures. According to anglers I questioned, though, this 
behavior may be localized to the southeast shore of the 
lake. This would stand to reason, as the southeast shore, 
which is the only place to launch a boat, gets fished more 
than other parts of the lake. On my most recent visit, I 
fished the north shore, where I observed no bass lurking 
near the boat despite hooking numerous bluegills. I also 
hooked several good bass on streamers, which may indicate 
that these less-pressured fish continue to behave more 
naturally than their human-savvy cousins.

Off the Water
The town of Grayling is the headquarters for a trip to 
Wakeley Lake. It offers myriad options for good food and 
lodging, and more than enough tackle shops. If you like 
one-stop shopping, consider lodging at what can fairly be 
called the mother church of fly fishing in the Grayling area, 
Gates Au Sable Lodge. This venerable, homey, old-school 
fishing lodge located right on the banks of the famous Au 
Sable River offers clean, comfortable, reasonably priced 
rooms, plus one of the best restaurants in Grayling and 
one of the best fly shops anywhere. 
 The Grayling area also boasts many nonangling attrac-
tions: three public golf courses, Hartwick Pines State Park 
(home of one of the last remaining stands of old-growth 
eastern white pine), tours to see endangered Kirtland’s 
warblers, historic sites, canoeing and kayaking, and many 
other outdoor activities. Regardless of where you stay, stop 
at Spike’s Keg O’ Nails, a classic lumberjack’s roadhouse 

Wakeley Lake
NOTEBOOK

When: June 15–Aug. 31. 

Where: North-central MI, 10 mi. east of Grayling. 

Headquarters: Grayling. Information: Grayling Visi-
tor’s Bureau, (989) 348-4945, (800) 937-8837, www.
grayling-mi.com. 

Access: Walk-in public access at Wakeley Lake Foot 
Travel Area; carry-able watercraft needed. 

Appropriate gear: 7- to 9-ft., 2- to 5-wt. rods for 
bluegills; 8- to 10-ft., 7- to 8-wt. rods for bass and 
pike; floating lines.

Useful fly patterns: Bluegills: Rubber-leg foam bugs 
and poppers, Bully’s Bluegill Spider, soft hackles, 
damselfly nymphs. Bass/pike: Poppers, sliders, divers, 
Shannon Streamer, Rich’s Ultimate Worm, streamer 
patterns, damselfly nymphs. 

Fly shops: Gates Au Sable Lodge and Fly Shop, (989) 
348-8462, www.gateslodge.com; Old AuSable Fly 
Shop, (989) 348-3330, www.oldausable.com. 

Map: Stream Map USA, (215) 491-4223, www.
StreamMapUSA.com; Michigan Atlas & Gazetteer by 
DeLorme Mapping. 

offering comfort foods and a well-stocked bar since 1933. 
Another fine fly shop and outfitter, Old AuSable Fly Shop, 
is located right across the street from Spike’s.
 Wakeley Lake epitomizes what I love about Michigan: 
it’s a place where, however unassuming it might seem on 
its surface, new and very special things exist for those 
who are willing to lace up a pair of boots, step off the 
groomed trail, part the branches, and see what lies be-
yond the obvious. One need only slow down a bit and 
pay attention to see that even amongst the crown jewels 
you can still find a rare gem.  

Bryon Anderson is a freelance writer and photographer who lives 
in Holland, Michigan.
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and supported candidates and legislators who shared our views.… We invited them 
to our meetings, entertained them, and took them fishing.” 
 Things really turned around when MFF performed the carefully calibrated 
footwork for endorsing and promoting Neel for a seat on the commission. 
Governor Vic Atiyeh, having been subtly romanced by the club, obliged them 
with Neel’s appointment. 
 Largely through negotiating with principal parties and agencies, aka 
schmoozing, from the early 1970s into the mid-2000s, MFF chalked up a series 
of river/fish/habitat victories. Mike Starr commented that a level of intimacy 
(long gone now) informed decisions. He described how the club influenced 
fish commission members at the monthly commission meetings. A small posse 
of club members would attend the daylong session where issues were heard 
and discussed. Then, when the meeting broke for dinner, the MFF guys would 
harness the relaxed atmosphere—it’s amazing what a couple of martinis can 
do—to subtly press home their agenda. After dinner the commission routinely 
reconvened to vote on the issues that had been brought up earlier, but now 
with MFF’s viewpoints and desired outcomes planted in their minds. 
 Over the decades MFF either participated in or spearheaded conservation 
and fisheries measures and/or policies too numerous to adequately cover in a 
single magazine article. However, the club’s most estimable accomplishments 
include the mercifully brief battle to stymie nuclear madness on the North Fork 
Willamette (more on this later), and the club’s more or less constant skirmishes 
with logging, mining, and road-building interests to preserve the last remaining 
old-growth forests—primal stream habitat—in the McKenzie watershed.
 One secret of the club’s accomplishments lies in a succession of spokesmen 
who were especially capable and erudite, among them Bob Bumstead and Glen 
Love, conservation cochairs for 30 years. In the 1980s Bumstead and Love, among 
others, alarmed by the drumbeat of private and public power companies to build 
not one but five dams on the Waldo Lake–North Fork Middle Fork Willamette 
drainage, led a sustained, multipronged effort to turn the tide of public opinion 
and thereby put pressure on politicians. Their campaign involved brochures and 
pamphlets, slide shows, concerts by Grammy-winning musician Mason Williams, 
petition drives, and letters to, well, everybody, including utilities, government 
agencies, politicians, civic and business leaders, and newspapers. Love, a professor 
emeritus of English at the University of Oregon, probably holds the record for 
writing more letters in support of environmental causes than any other human, 
ever. After laying the groundwork and garnering popular support, they oversaw 
the writing of the North Fork Scenic River bill and, with orchestrated, razor-
sharp testimony, shepherded the bill through the halls of state government. The 
bill passed the state House Committee on Energy and Environment and was 
signed into law July 6, 1983, in effect permanently withdrawing the watershed 
from the reach of hydropower development.
 Speaking of power companies, in the early ’70s, prior to the low-head hydro 
grab, many utilities, including the Eugene Water & Electric Board (EWEB), 
had become enamored with nuclear power. EWEB put forth the proposal to 
site a nuclear power plant on a bank adjacent to the North Fork, where it would 
ceaselessly siphon approximately 100 cubic feet per second (cfs) of the cold 
mountain flows into the reactor cooling chambers, then flush the circulated 
water, now heated, back into the river. 
 Bumstead wasn’t having any of it. As a veteran educator at the secondary 
level (and later college), he knew his way around a library. He wasted no time 
digging into the stacks at the University of Oregon and located the U.S. Geo-
logical Survey (USGS) flow data for the North Fork. The records indicated 

Photo: Josh Duplechian
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that, particularly during the summer months, its flow fell 
below 100 cfs and wouldn’t provide enough extra water 
to maintain a koi pond, much less the thirsty demands 
of a nuclear reactor. And what happens when a nuclear 
cooling facility fails? Short answer: Fukushima. 
 “At the public hearing on building the nuke, I had the 
pleasure of informing the EWEB board that the North 
Fork flow was often too low for their purposes,” recalls 
Bumstead. “Their biologist protested, but I did have the 
USGS data to show the board.” It was game over and, in 
Bumstead’s words, “a fine evening.”
 It’s not every day you sink a powerful industry’s 
ship with one well-placed torpedo.

Sue the Bastards
Despite the vocal re-
sistance of many of its 
old-timers, in recent 
years MFF has ventured 
into the hardball realm 
of litigation. Starr la-
ments, “For 48 years we 
relied on negotiation to 
get things done. Now 
we’ve gone to litigation, 
which I don’t believe is 
as effective.”
 Maybe, maybe not. 
Times change, and do-
ing business in the ho-
tel lounge after-hours 
went out with the last 
episode of Mad Men. 
Dissatisfied with the 
Oregon Department 
of Fish and Wildlife’s (ODFW) seeming intransigence 
regarding wild-fish policy and management—lip service, 
yes; appreciable action, no—in 2010 the McKenzie Fly-
fishers decided to commission its own “intensive” study 
to “determine the effects of planted hatchery trout on the 
McKenzie River’s native trout populations” as well as to 
understand the social implications (harvest expectations, 
license purchases, guiding demands, etc.) of fish-stocking 
programs. The science part of the investigation was 
conducted by two biologists on the 10-member fisheries 
committee, Dave Thomas and Arlen Thomason. One key 
finding of the study was the marked differences of fitness 
(survival and reproduction) between hatchery and native 
fish.
 Following the study, the board of directors adopted by 
unanimous vote the club’s Policy on Native Fish Conserva-
tion, which states, “The McKenzie Flyfishers support and 
encourage enhancement of native, naturally reproducing 
fish populations wherever possible. While there may be a 

role for artificially propagated fish in some situations, when 
their presence conflicts with wild, native fish, the welfare of 
native fish should take precedence.”
 It’s that “conflicts” part that has caused the trouble. 
While stakeholders on the McKenzie have worked out a 
nervous balance between areas where the ODFW still plants 
hatchery trout and specific areas reserved exclusively for na-
tive trout (along with special regulations), the same cannot 
be said for anadromous fish, which are unconstrained by 
any sense of designated area. Despite its own clearly stated 
Native Fish Conservation Policy, the ODFW has continued 
stocking practices that put at risk a vestigial population of 
chinook salmon in the McKenzie River (and elsewhere).

    When an agency 
refuses to explain why 
it’s content to contin-
ue with an irrational 
management plan—
particularly a hatchery 
program that flies in the 
face of the Endangered 
Species Act (ESA)—the 
only recourse lies in 
the courts. In 2013 the 
McKenzie Flyfishers, 
the Steamboaters (a 
club best known for 
its stewardship of the 
North Umpqua River), 
and the Western Envi-
ronmental Law Center 
filed a lawsuit against 
the ODFW and the 
Army Corps of Engi-
neers, comanagers of 

the river, in a move to halt excessive hatchery supplementa-
tion and to compel the agencies to comply with the ESA. 
During nearly this same time frame, the MFF backed the 
lead litigant, the Native Fish Society, in its suit against the 
National Marine Fisheries Service for expressly violating the 
terms of the ESA when condoning the ODFW’s attempt 
to quell plummeting salmon and steelhead populations by 
pumping the Sandy River full of hatchery fish.
 Although details of the proceedings and the judges’ rul-
ings on both the McKenzie River case and the more complex 
Sandy River lawsuit can be found online, suffice it to say 
that the plaintiffs prevailed, or, more accurately, partially 
prevailed. They didn’t get everything they wanted, but in 
both cases the judges found fault with the state and federal 
agencies involved and urged them to heed the science, cit-
ing the ODFW’s miserable track record for restoring native 
fish populations, and to once and for all abide by the ESA 
in finding resolutions to distressed fisheries.
 Not everyone was thrilled. Many users—sport fish-

 
Founding member Mike Starr, in jaunty 1960s porkpie hat, cheerfully shares space 
in his pram on Oregon’s Davis Lake with a few hundred Callibaetis companions.

PHOTO COURTESY OF MCKENZIE FLYFISHERS



     63www.matchthehatch.com • PIONEERS & LEGENDS

Don Roberts is an Oregon-based historian and writer.

ers groups and associations, and many 
tribes—simply wanted more fish, immediate 
injections of more fish, by whatever means 
necessary. Never mind the true cost (hatchery 
fish are no bargain) to taxpayers and to the 
native fish genome. Following the court case 
rulings, one staff writer for a popular fishing 
publication moaned, “What’s happening is 
groups of self-serving elitists have manipu-
lated studies and data to make it support 
their argument that hatchery fish are detri-
mental to wild stocks.… It’s a huge win for 
these groups and a monumental defeat for 
sports anglers who like to catch and harvest 
hatchery salmon and steelhead.”
 So much for the pro-hatchery version 
of events. On the other hand, this kind of 
hyperbolic reaction could actually be seen 
as an endorsement, as proof that ecologi-
cally responsible groups like the McKenzie 
Flyfishers are clearly on the right track.
 What does the future hold? No doubt more squab-
bling, more litigation, and more money (and fish) poured 
down intractable bureaucratic rat holes. Despite signifi-
cant, though incremental, gains, there’s no time to relax, 
not a moment when resource overseers should drop their 
guard. The rivers need irascible advocates like the McK-

enzie Flyfishers and their mother ship, the FFF. And we 
need the rivers. With nature deficit disorder afflicting a 
digitally addicted generation, if not our entire culture, we 
need rivers now more than ever.

PHOTO BY BRYAN WESEL, THE REGISTER-GUARD  
In March 2005, the Eugene Register-Guard ran a feature applauding the McKenzie 
Flyfishers’ protective stewardship of local rivers. The story included a staged photo rec-
ognizing the club’s dignitaries (aka ringleaders). Left to right: Monty Rounds, Mike 
Starr, Stan Walters, Greg Pitts, Skip Hosfield, Bill Nelson, and Bill Laing. 
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New Products

Patagonia Stealth Atom Sling
Chasing the beach blitz on foot or searching for high-country trout, you have to cover a lot of 
ground. When you’re on the move, the Patagonia Stealth Atom Sling ($89; www.patagonia.com) 
comfortably hauls a day’s worth of gear on your back. Stop to change flies and the fishing bag 
slides around to the front for easy access. Inside, the Stealth Atom Sling is roomy enough 
for two large fly boxes and has organizing pockets with hook-and-loop closures for all the 
necessary doodads. Need a flat working surface? The molded, front-zippered panel drops open 
like a miniature fly-tying table. Tough, highly water-resistant 840-denier coated ballistic nylon 
with a DWR (durable water repellent) finish sheds moisture and protects your goods. Additional features include a 
top-access, mesh-lined security pocket; an internal 100-percent-waterproof phone/camera pocket; an single external 
water-bottle pocket with security keeper; an air-mesh back panel; and a fully adjustable neck and waist strap.

Diamondback Clout Fly Rods
Diamondback’s new Clout rod ($425; www.diamondbackfishingrods.
com) was created to be a die-hard trout angler’s dream rod. Designed 
specifically for accurate casts, subtle mends, and a perfect blend of 
power and finesse, the Clout features Diamondback’s new LINK Grip, 

which combines aesthetic appeal with industry-leading functionality and innovation. The LINK Grip allows anglers to 
better feel the rod’s internal action, balancing comfort with sensitivity and control; it negates the great amount of pres-
sure needed to hold the rod because the fingers settle between the carefully shaped cork rings. Hand and wrist fatigue are 
dramatically reduced, even during extensive casting and fish fighting. Clout rods also feature Diverse Modulus Design 
(DMD) and Core Reinforcement Construction (CRC): DMD is the precise application of a variety of pre-impregnated 
composite fibers in controlled configurations to finely tune and balance the rod, while CRC is a unique rod construction 
system that bolsters blank structure, thereby increasing the hoop strength of the rod without piling on added weight. 
The result is a powerful, smooth-casting rod with refined stiffness, recovery speed, and structural strength. These rods 
include four medium-fast-action models and four fast-action models.

Pflueger Medalist Fly Reel
A classic is reborn in the new Medalist fly reel from Pflueger. The standard-arbor classic 
now boasts enhanced machined construction and technically advanced design. Built for 
fresh water, the Medalist can tame cold-water trout or manage hard-pulling steelhead. 
Lightweight and sporting the look of a traditional fly reel, the Medalist provides anglers with 
adequate backing capability for long fights with trophy fish. The reel is proven reliable, and 
the click-and-pawl, precision-check-mechanism drag system provides the distinctive fly-reel 
sound fly anglers love to hear. The frame and quick-release spool are machined from high-grade aluminum for 
tighter construction tolerances, precision operation, and minimal maintenance. The amber polymer handle adds 
to the classic look while also providing lightweight durability. Available in three sizes, beginning at $119.95, 
the Pflueger Medalist easily converts to left- or right-handed retrieve and comes in a protective reel pouch. 

Scientific Anglers Mastery Saltwater Tapers
As part of an intensive redesign process, Scientific Anglers (www.scientificanglers.com) introduces 
its all-new lineup of saltwater-specific Mastery smooth fly lines. The Redfish Warm, Redfish 
Cold, Bonefish, and Tarpon tapers have all been redesigned for 2016, with greater emphasis 
on ease of casting and overall performance. The redfish lines feature more mass distributed 
toward the front of the line, resulting in a faster-loading line for quick shots at moving fish. 
The bonefish taper is concave in design, allowing for stronger performance in wind and excellent 
distance-casting capabilities. Similar to the bonefish taper, the tarpon line is concave in design to 
help cut through the wind, but built in larger weight classes to enable quick loads and powerful 

casts without sacrificing presentation. In addition to introducing these four new tapers, the award-winning Grand Slam 
taper has been brought into the Mastery smooth family, providing anglers with a single smooth-line option for pursuing 
bonefish, tarpon, and permit. All lines are 100 feet long and retail for $79.95 at Scientific Anglers dealers.
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FULL OF ADVENTURE. There’s plenty to see and do. Start planning a Cody,  

Wyoming vacation today at 1-800-393-2639 or visit yellowstonecountry.org.

T H E W I L D E S T WAY I N TO Y E L LOW S TO N E
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1-800-544-0551
www.kuliklodge.com

Alaska’s Premier 
Sport Fishing Since 1950

ALASKA CALIFORNIA

Approved by: _______________________________________________

600 1st Ave., Ste. 512, Seattle, WA 98104, 
Tel: 206.667.9359; Fax: 206.667.9364

Approved Approved with changes Fax new proof

Dear Advertiser,
This is your final ad proof.  Please thoroughly review the grammar, punctuation, 

spelling, and contact information.  Then please confirm that you agree this ad 
is print-ready by checking the appropriate box and signing below.

Please fax us your approval at: 866-281-6608

Thank You!

800-533-7339
www.leesferryflyfishing.com
RockyFlyFishing@gmail.com

Located at the head of the Grand Canyon 
just below Glen Canyon Dam is one 

of the west’s best tail-water fisheries. On 
all sides, you’ll are surrounded by some of 
the most spectacular scenery on earth. Red 
sandstone cliffs tower a thousand feet over 
head while fat rainbows swim the waters 
of the Colorado River beneath you. MCO 
guides provide high quality angling 
experiences to ensure a memorable day at 
Lee’s Ferry. Operating since 1988.

Located at the head of the Grand Canyon 
just below Glen Canyon Dam is one of the 

west’s best tail-water fisheries. On all sides you’ll 
be surrounded by some of the most spectacular 
scenery on earth. Red sandstone cliffs tower 
a thousand feet over head while fat rainbows 
swim the waters of the Colorado River below 
you. MCO guides provide high quality angling 
experiences to ensure a memorable day at Lee’s 
Ferry. Operating since 1988.

Outfitters & International Fly Fishing 
Travel - Northern California’s premier

fly fishing outfitter - Year round fly
fishing near San Francisco, Sacramento, 
Redding and Napa Valley - Catch wild 
trout on Lower Sacramento, Trinity, 
Feather, Yuba, Putah - North Coast 

steelhead -  Delta stripers and
largemouth bass.

Call or click to plan your escape: 

(877)228-2477
www.offthehookflyfishing.com

Experience The Legend

Bristol Bay, Alaska
www.TikchikLodge.com
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FLORIDA

COLORADO

MINNESOTA

FLORIDA

COLORADO GEORGIA

Almont, Colorado
888-761-3474

www.3riversresort.com

Three Rivers Resort & Outfitting
On the Taylor River

Lodge, Cabins, Vacation Homes, Fly Shop, Guide Service, 
Private Waters, Rafting, Horseback Riding and More...

COLORADO

HOMOSASSA FLORIDA
WORLD RECORD TARPON ON A FLY!
7.89 Acres over two acres buildable.  100+’ IPE 
Dock with metal roof boathouse –Gulf access to 
outstanding tarpon, scalloping, redfish, grouper 

and snook fisheries.  Adjoins the 31,000 acre 
Chassahowitzka National Wildlife Refuge. 

$459,000 - (352)-476-3439
or ev70551@embarqmail.com

As seen on World Fishing Networks
50 Places to Fly Fish Before You Die

IDAHO

www.cohuttafishingco.com
 770.606.1100

Located in Historic Downtown Cartersville Georgia
 North Georgia’s Premier Full Service Fly Shop

Just minutes north of Atlanta

“For the Diversified Angler”

Capt. Mike Wilbur
305-296-7201
mike@chaserkeywest.com

Key West
Marquesas
Tarpon 
Bonefish 
Permit

MINNESOTA

“Best Flies in Idaho”
McCoy’s Tackle and Gift Shop

710 Ace of Diamonds St.
Stanley, Idaho  83278

mccoystackleshop.com
Summer phone: 208-774-3377

Only Authorized Orvis Dealer in SE
Minnesota. Awesome adventures in

the Driftless Area. Owner Mel Hayner
is an Orvis Endorsed Guide.

507-327-4276
www.minnesotaflyfishing.com

311 S. Main St., Breckenridge, CO
800-453-4669; info@mountainangler.com

www.mountainangler.com

Within 1 hour of the shop are the Blue, Eagle, Colorado, 
Arkansas, and South Platte rivers along with dozens of smaller 
streams, and 3 reservoirs with state record breaking catches. 
We fish them all and so can you! Year-round guide service. 
In-town lodging. Give us a call and let’s hook you up.

MINNESOTA

Exhibits – Classes – Workshops
National Trout Center

(5070 765-4700
120 St Anthony Street
Preston, MN 55965

www.nationaltroutcenter.org

Wildwood Float Trips
www.wildwoodfloattrips.com

612-723-7438

The Upper Midwest’s
premier muskie and 

smallmouth
guide service!

mailto:mike@chaserkeywest.com
http://mccoystackleshop.com/
http://www.nationaltroutcenter.org
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541-281-3030
www.pronghornlakeranch.com

NEW MEXICO

MONTANA

NEW YORKNEW MEXICO

NEW MEXICO

MONTANA NEW HAMPSHIRE

TOLL FREE: 877-275-1165
www.dreamcatcherlodgeny.com

FLY FISHING AT ITS BEST
WEST BRANCH OF THE 

DELAWARE RIVER
DEPOSIT, NEW YORK

AT THE RIVERS EDGE 
OVER 1 MILE OF PRIVATE RIVER FRONTAGE

CABIN OR LODGE RENTALS
FLY SHOP

NEW HAMPSHIRE

Blue Sky Flyfishing Guide Service, and this magnificent tail 
water trout fishery of the legendry San Juan River provides 
an opportunity to satisfy even the most consummate fly fish-
ermen, Beginners to seasoned anglers. Patient professional 
guides. Float or Wade trips.. 

Blue Sky Flyfishing Co. 
PO Box 6442, Navajo Dam, NM

(505) 634-0582
mark@ blueskyflyfishing.com

www.sanjuanflyfishing.net

Trout Bums
824 Rock Creek Rd.
Clinton, MT 59825

406-825-6146
troutbums@blackfoot.net

www.rockcreektroutbums.com

Never fished Rock Creek? Just look what you’re missing! 
We have a fly shop & coffee bar, along with a full selection 
of vacation cabins on Rock Creek. A short drive will get you 
to the Clark Fork, Blackfoot, and Bitterroot rivers as well as 
downtown Missoula.

NORTH CAROLINA

Specializing in Striped Bass, Bluefish
and Bluefin Tuna! 35 Years Experience

on the NH and Maine Coasts

Captain Peter Whelan
Portsmouth - New Hampshire

Home (603) 427-0401 • Cell (603) 205-5318

www.shoalsflyfishing.com

Legendary
Fly Fishing

Montana’s Best 
All-Inclusive Packages

www.bighornangler.com

(406) 666-2233

Outstanding Fly Fishing on the Upper CT River,
the CT Lakes and outer ponds for Trout & Salmon.

Cozy lakeside cottages & award winning dining.
Boats • Fly Shop • Guided Wade & Float Trips

Fly Fishing Schools • Guided Upland Game Hunting 

On Back Lake - Pittsburg, New Hampshire 
1-800-835-6343 www.TallTimber.com

Tall Timber Lodge
Rainbow Grille
& Tavern

Float and wade trips for trout
or smallmouth bass on the Tuckasegee, 

Davidson, French Broad, Chattooga
and many more in Western 

North Carolina and East Tennesee.
info@brookingsonline.com 
brookingsonline.com
(828) 743-3768

http://www.shoalsflyfishing.com/
mailto:infp@brookingsonline.com
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OREGONOREGON TENNESSEE

OREGON

541-281-3030
www.pronghornlakeranch.com

Trophy Trout Fly Fishing 
Private Lake in Southern Oregon

Big Trout!
Reasonable Rates!

Booking Now For 2016

OREGON

PENNSYLVANIA

Yamsi Ranch is a family owned and operated working cattle 
ranch and fishing resort, located at the headwaters of the 
famous Williamson River. Fabulous, private spring creek and 
lake fishing. Rustic, comfortable accommodations. Easy ac-
cess, bank and wade fishing for large, native rainbow and brook 
trout. The FINEST TROUT FISHING IN THE WEST!

 
yamsiranch@hughes.net; 541-783-2403

www.yamsiflyfishing.com

Providing the finest accommodations 
and the most experienced guides in 
the area, Watauga River Lodge is 
the only lodge on the “Quality Trout 
Section” of the Watauga River. This 
hub of a freshwater fishing paradise 
includes the South Holston, Holston, 
and Nolichucky Rivers.

www.wataugariverlodge.com
brownie@wataugariverlodge.com

828-208-3428

Pennsylvania-Scenic 2.25 acres with trout 
stream behind house which has 1100 square 

feet, 2 furnished bedrooms, 2 full baths, 
2 garages plus bunk house sleeping 6.

Call now for information

J.Hough-814-647-8974 or
jpsahough@zitomedia.net

lonesomeduck.com
541-783-2783

Exceptional Lodging:
       Impeccable Log Homes-Luxurious B & B
Exceptional Location:
 Crater Lake--Southern Oregon
Exceptional Rivers:
 Williamson and Wood
Exceptional Hospitality:
 You are Family
Exceptional Fishing:
          A Picture says  a Thousand Words!

AMERICA’S SPEY FISHING OUTFITTER

Deschutes River Steelhead & Native Redside Trout
John Day Native Winter Steelhead 

Multi-Day Camp Trips, Overnight Trips & Day Trips
Over 20 Trophy Private Lakes

Online Store with Over 10’000 SKU’s

 

Experience the majestic Deschutes River with us!

541-395-0995  -  Open 7 Days A Week
www.deschutesangler.com

TENNESSEE

www.southholstonriverflyshop.com

•  Full service fly shop and guide service
•  Fish the South Holston & Watauga 
  Tailraces in NE Tennessee
•  Big, wild Brown Trout
•  Excellent Smallmouth Bass Guided 
  Trips on Holston River
•  Year-round hatches with Dry Fly Fishing 
  12 months a year!
•  Great lodging options near-by
•  Check our web site for current 
   fishing reports
•Call for guided trips and info

608 Emmett Rd.
Bristol, TN 37620

423-878-2822info@brookingsonline.com 
brookingsonline.com
(828) 743-3768

mailto:jpsahough@zitomedia.net
mailto:infp@brookingsonline.com
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HELP WANTED

UTAH

WASHINGTON

WYOMING

“The Premier Online Fly Shop”

 www.redsflyshop.com
(509) 933-2300

FREE Shipping 
Riverside Lodge and Shop
Blue Ribbon Trout Fishing

Unparlleled Customer Service
Expert Advice

WASHINGTON

WYOMING

Fly Shop and Guide service in Jackson Hole 
since 1985. Every anglers one stop shop for all 

your fly fishing needs in Jackson Hole.

800-922-3474
www.westbank.com

VERMONT

WASHINGTON

ELSEWHERE:BAHAMAS

A “reel” shop for “reel” anglers
Guide service

Premium fly rods, reels, line
Thousands of flies in stock
Fish the Battenkill, Hoosic,

Walloomsac, Otter, and Black rivers
Perfect destination for the entire family…

fishing, shopping, dining

302 Depot Street, Manchester Center VT 05255
802.362.0883; outdoors@thereelangler.com

www.thereelangler.com

Your Gateway To The North 
Eastern Washington Outdoors

• Fun For The Entire Family
• Excellent Fishing For Musky, Bass, Trout

• Hunting for Whitetail, Mule Deer, Cougar, Bear, waterfoul
• Lakeside Tent & Powered RV Sites & Cabins - Hot Showers

BLACK BEACH RESORT 
80 Black Beach Rd.

Republic, WA  99166
509-775-3989 • bbresort@yahoo.com

435-616-2319

www.northandrosflyfishing.com
242-329-2661

North
Andros
Island

Bahamas

Fish the Bonefish Capital of the World with the legendary
Phillip Rolle. More fishable flats than any other island in the

Caribbean or West Indies. We specialize in Joulter Cays.
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FLY SHOP

www.eztiesystem.com
easy instructions included

THE BEST BLOOD 
KNOT TOOL

BLOOD KNOTS TIED 
FAST AND EASY

Add new tippet to leader or 
construct custom leaders

BLOOD KNOTS
Stronger than surgeon’s knot–
smoother-they go through rod 

guides easier

Small, light weight (5/8 oz)
Made in the USA

get 10% off
use coupon code  “NWFFoffer” at

www.dryftfishing.com

C

M

Y

CM

MY

CY

CMY

K

NWFF-2015-vertical-krakenv2.pdf   1   12/19/2015   3:06:43 PM

FLY SHOP

DURABLE
VERSATILITY
FUNCTIONAL
SIMPLE

From a trout fly to a Saltwater with ease. 
All American made craftsmanship

The Ultimate Indexer 
By Ron Abby

www.dyna-king.com 
800-396-2546
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Norwegian Flyfishers Club
Striking Silver in the River of Gold/By John Bleh

T here’s a moment on every Atlantic salmon fishing 
trip when you ask yourself a couple of questions. 
No, these questions aren’t about the meaning of 
life; they are not of the “Is that leak in my wad-

ers really patched?” or “Does the flask have any Scotch 
left?” variety. Rather, these are more immediate and basic 
questions: Will I ever get a strike? Will I ever catch a fish?

 As you probably know, fish that live in the ocean and 
spawn in fresh water are notoriously unpredictable in their 
behaviors. As with college boys headed to a bar, food isn’t 
exactly the first thing on their brains, so the task of getting 
them to eat a fly is hardly a matter of appealing to basic 
hunger; in fact, we don’t really know why salmon sometimes 
attack a fanciful feathered lure. So to quit beating around 
the bush: Atlantic salmon can be just plain difficult to catch.
 Certainly that’s what I was starting to think after a few 
days on Norway’s famous Gaula River. I had fished here once 
before, during the low-water summer of 2014, when fish were 
few and far between. That was not a good year for Atlantic 
salmon anywhere on the planet. But 2015 had promised so 
much more, with ideal flows, lots of fish moving into the river, 
and surely a solid chance to hook one of these spectacular fight-
ers. In addition, our visit at the end of June coincided with the 
peak of the season, when the biggest salmon ascend the river. 
All in all, I was thinking my chances were pretty good.

Norwegian Flyfishers Club
The Gaula is the largest river in central Norway, and its 
90-mile journey from the mountains to the Trondheim 
Fjord is completely free of dams, so flows fluctuate with 
snowmelt early in the season and rain during the sum-
mer. The changing water conditions, coupled with the 
always-present challenges of salmon fishing, present 

anglers with a gut-check 
of skill and perseverance.  
 But the Gaula is fa-
mous for huge salmon, 
bringing anglers from all 
over the world to test their 
luck and determination. 
Each year the river yields 
salmon up to 40 pounds, 
and anglers land many 
leviathans of 20 to 30 
pounds. In 2015, over 
4,400 salmon were caught 
in the river, and the aver-
age weight was more than 
12 pounds. Nearly one in 
three was over 20 pounds. 
Good odds indeed—and 
proof that the Gaula is 
perhaps the world’s great-
est Atlantic salmon fishery.
 The Gaula River has 
one distinctive physical 
characteristic that deter-

mines when and where the salmon are to be found during 
the short June-through-August season: the Gaulfossen is 
a half-mile-long gorge that squeezes the river so tightly 
that salmon cannot navigate the violent rapids early in the 
season, when snowmelt swells the river, or any time the 
water levels are high from heavy rain. Salmon hold below 
the gorge and wait for flows to decrease. Normally this 
occurs in late May or early June, when the largest fish can 
begin to move through the gorge. As July approaches, the 
Gaulfossen becomes less of an obstacle just as more and 
more fish—from 5-pound grilse to 40-pound giants—
swarm into the river.
 The Norwegian Flyfishers Club (NFC) sits right in 
the middle of the best water on the river: ground zero for 
fishing the Gaula. In Norway, river access is limited and 
leased from landowners, but the NFC controls many of 
the best pools and beats exclusively for its guests. The 
club’s diverse selection of water both above and below the 

 
Taking a break with a fire and a story (above). A Norwegian Flyfishers Club odyssey: big water, Scandinavian 
hospitality and comfort, and big, bright salmon (right).

PHOTO BY MATT HARRIS
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Striking Silver in the River of Gold/By John Bleh
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Gaulfossen maximizes anglers’ chances of good fishing 
anytime during the season. Founded by Manfred Raguse 
in 1988, the club and its lodge are now owned by Per 
Arneberg, a University of Vermont–educated Norwegian 
living in the United States. After purchasing the lodge in 
2012, Arneberg embarked on an ambitious renovation 
program that added 14 new rooms to the main lodge, a 
sauna and massage room, and a conference room com-
plete with wireless internet. A new menu includes classic 
Norwegian dishes as well as chef Eric’s own creations, 
utilizing fresh local ingredients; you will never go hungry 
during your stay. A fully stocked bar helps you unwind 
in the evening—if you can find the time to do so and not 
run back to the water for a few more casts.
 Salmon fishing in Norway is limited to just 90 days, 
from June 1 to August 31. However, when the season is 
open, it’s open 24 hours a day. That’s right: you can fish 
around the clock and choose to leave sleep for the plane 
ride home. Summer means long days in Norway, and it 
barely gets dark during June. The NFC divides each day 
into four beats of six hours each. You are assigned beats 
for your week, and your guide will help you determine 
the best place to be depending on water conditions.  

The Beauty of Spey
Simon Kitcher, my NFC guide on the Gaula, taught me 
the fundamentals of Spey casting, and also guided me 
to my first Norwegian salmon. An affable Englishman 
with three decades of guiding experience, Kitcher has 
worked with the NFC for the last 22 years. 
 I never thought I would take to Spey casting after 
50 years of throwing a fly one-handed, but the beauty 
and rhythm of the 
casting motion is 
addicting and im-
mensely satisfy-
ing. Surprisingly, 
it wasn’t difficult 
to learn, although, 
as with so many 
skills, true profi-
ciency takes a lot 
of practice. Com-
bining Kitcher’s 
guidance with my 
own peculiar cast-
ing style, I was 
eventually able to 
cover some water 
and get my flies 
to fish. At least I 
thought so. The 
f i s h ,  h owe ve r, 
remained unim-

pressed. Like steelheading, salmon fishing takes a mea-
sure of faith; you must persist, doggedly, in methodically 
covering the water when there is no visible evidence of 
fish. Your faith that your fly is swimming in front of 
salmon mustn’t falter. It takes only one cast, one strike, 
to change your day—and indeed, with Atlantic salmon, 
quite possibly change your life.
 I showed up at the NFC with a 13.5-foot 8-weight, my 
only Spey rod, and was promptly redirected to a 15-foot 
10-weight. Kitcher said it was much better for throwing 
the heavy line and weighted flies necessary for the high 
water of June. My 8-weight, he advised, was better suited 
for the second half of the summer, when water levels recede 
and even single-handed rods can be used.
 Often, Atlantic salmon fishing is a shared endeavor, 
where the rewards are rare enough that we root for our 
fellow anglers’ success. I found that easy to do for a day or 
so, as others at the lodge struggled for that first hookup. 
So when my good friend John Hoagland hooked and 
landed a 10-pound, silvery bright fish straight from the 
ocean with sea lice still attached, I was glad for him to 
strike first in this group of accomplished anglers. Way to 
go, John, I thought. Now it’s my turn.
 Wrong. Justin Miller, a West Coast expert with the 
two-handed rod and a travel specialist for The Fly Shop, 
struck silver in the lodge’s Kvål beats. The lowest of the 
NFC water, these beats are the first to see fish straight 
from the sea. Wide-open gravel banks leave all kinds of 
room for casting. Miller methodically fished through the 
beat’s boulder field and let out a yell; his expertise with 
the rod was rewarded with a hot 18-pound salmon that 
dragged him downriver before finally coming to the net, 

Miller methodically fished through the beat’s boulder field and let out a yell; his expertise 
with the rod was rewarded with a hot 18-pound salmon that dragged him downriver 
before finally coming to the net, blowing up his reel in the process.

PHOTO BY SANDY HAYS
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blowing up his reel in the process. “OK, Justin, nice fish!” 
I generously commented. I even shot video.
 But Tuesday bled away with nary so much as a touch 
on my fly. By midnight I had fished hard through several 
good pools. Oh well, I thought, as I drifted off to sleep 
that night; tomorrow’s another day and my turn will be 
coming soon. Wednesday, however, was more of the same 
as Miller took another larger male upriver. Incredibly, this 
one fought even harder than his previous fish, thrashing 
the pool to a white froth and nearly escaping into the 
rapids below. Kitcher netted him at the tail of the pool: 
20 pounds of dime-bright silver. With congratulations 
all around, I noticed mine were getting a bit strained as I 
moved from disbelief through anger to depression. Seri-
ously, I hadn’t even had a strike? Maybe I won’t catch a 
salmon this week, I slowly realized.
 Still, there was a glimmer of hope. Hey, this is one 
of the best salmon rivers in the world. I must be doing 
something wrong. And then we saw a fish roll in the 
tailout, and another. They were active, perhaps on the 
move. With Kitcher and Miller coaching, I moved into 
position and worked the fly in front of these fish. They 
rolled again. We were all sure it was about to happen, but 
the fish stopped moving and the pool went dead.

Respect and Redemption
Thursday I awoke with a fresh attitude. Clean up, 
shave, get ready to show the Gaula salmon some 
respect. Sometimes I think salmon anglers are more 
superstitious than baseball players. I had drawn the 
Langoy beat, B1, beautiful water known for big fish. 
Kitcher walked me through the pool, pointing out the 
hot spots, the most likely holding locations for fish. 
Working in at the top of the pool, I began casting. 
Although I lacked the distance to reach the far current, 
I was still covering most of the water. Kitcher called 
out the occasional casting advice. I soon settled into a 
relaxing rhythm, and began enjoying the casting and 
fishing, pausing at the end of each swing to let my Pot 
Belly Pig hold in the current, working the fly a time or 
two before beginning my retrieve.
 It was right then, on the first strip at the end of a swing, 
that my line suddenly tightened against a heavy weight. 
I dropped the loop of line in my rod hand, as I had been 
taught, and was rewarded with the tug of a fish. My first 
NFC salmon was on!
 After several minutes of give-and-take with the fish, I 
finally watched Kitcher scramble over to net my salmon, 
and congratulations were in order—for his patience and 
my efforts. Not a big fish, this 9-pounder was still a beauty. 
Retiring to the nearby streamside shelter, we celebrated 
with a cup of hot coffee and a chocolate bar.
 An hour remained before we needed to return to the 
lodge for lunch, so I thought I might as well fish some 

What is the season? From June 1–Aug. 31 the river 
is open 24 hours per day.

How do I get there? Fly into Trondheim from practi-
cally any major airport in Europe.

Where do I stay? The Norwegian Flyfishers Club,  
www.nfc-online.com, offers 14 single, double, and suite 
rooms in their newly rebuilt lodge on the banks of the 
Gaula River. 

What travels papers do I need? A U.S. passport 
is all you need.

What tackle should I bring? Early season (June–
mid-July): 14- to 16-ft., 9- to 11-wt. rods; sinking or 
sinking-tip lines, up to sink 6/8 or sink 3/5/7. Mid-July–
August: 10- to 14-ft., 8- to 9-wt. Spey or switch rods; 
9- to 10-ft., 8- to 9-wt. single-hand rods; intermediate 
and floating lines. Flies: Weighted tube flies, Pot Belly 
Pig, Pot Belly Pig Green Highlander variants, the Flom 
Fly, Phatagorva or Temple Dog flies, black/silver tube 
flies, salmon dry flies, standard steelhead patterns.

What gear should I bring? Pack layers. Norwe-
gian mountain weather can range from hot and dry to 
cold and wet; bring a rain jacket and Gore-Tex waders; 
felt-sole wading boots are best.

How do I get in touch? Visit www.nfc-online.com, 
or call NFC’s U.S. office, (802) 362-5340.

Gaula River FAQs

more. Sure enough, not 45 minutes later it happened 
again. The take felt substantial and soon showed why, 
the salmon rolling on top, then tearing up the pool. My 
20-pound-test leader seemed a minor inconvenience to the 
fish, but that lack of control was an added thrill. At long 
last I coaxed her to shore, an ocean-fresh hen with sea lice 
bailing out. She tipped the scales at nearly 20 pounds.
 I’d finally broken through, and the next day I even 
managed another salmon of about the same size. The time 
and effort had paid off, and the rewards were more than 
catching a fish or two. Fishing for Atlantic salmon, much 
like fishing for steelhead or permit, is as much or more 
about the pursuit as it is about the catch. And though the 
Gaula, Norway’s river of gold, does not give up her riches 
easily, it is an experience to be savored in its entirety, from 
the camaraderie of the morning coffee on the riverbank 
to the warmth of the evening whisky.
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Materials
Hook:

 
Thread:

Tail:

Abdomen: 

Rib:

Thorax:

Wing:

Hackle:

Daiichi 1160 or 1167, size 12 or 14 
(or size to match other mayfly species)

Rusty brown UTC 70

Brown hackle fibers

Awesome Possum or natural red fox 
with turkey tail fibers over

Extra-small copper brown UTC wire

Dark honey Trout Hunter dry-fly dubbing 

Blonde elk or bleached coastal deer hair

Brown Whiting saddle

Comparadun Klinkhammer March Brown/By Dennis Collier

In the Vise

I was 14 years old at the time, and my parents had dropped me off on a delicious-looking stretch of Montana’s 
famous Firehole River for a day of fly fishing while they toured Yellowstone National Park without their teenager 
in tow. Back then, it was an arrangement we all found to our respective liking, since I couldn’t fish Old Faithful 
and they did not want to listen to me complain all day. Things must have been different in the mid-1950s, for I 

wouldn’t even think about engaging in such a scenario with my offspring in this day and age.
 Those also were the days of wet wading, for waders were still a line item on my wish list. Armed with an old fiberglass 
fly rod borrowed from my dad, and with a collection of flies that could easily be held on a fleece drying patch with plenty 
of room to spare, I attacked that river with youthful exuberance, oblivious to the occasional bear jam and screeching 
brakes along the nearby highway.
 Over the course of angling history, a tremendous amount of literary prose about the order Ephemeroptera—may-
flies—has found its way into print, and this article will pile more verbiage on that tall heap.
 Getting back to the Firehole River: as the sun slid across the western sky, a phenomenon previously unknown to 
this fledgling angler unfurled. A blizzard hatch of mayflies began filling the air in such density that they quickly became 
a nuisance. To me, they were simply bugs, and the fish were gorging on them like participants at a pie-eating contest. 
Given my meager fly assortment, I was hard-pressed to match the hatch, and if memory serves, I walked away from 
that experience fishless, but with firm resolve there would someday be a rematch.
 The wedding of two widely recognized names into a single deadly fly pattern, the Comparadun Klinkhammer 
March Brown, presented here, comes to you compliments of the folks at the Caddis Fly Angling Shop in Eugene, 
Oregon. It is intended to mimic the emerging characteristics of the Western March Brown, Rhithrogena morrisoni, but 
can easily be pressed into service with just minor changes in size and color to match a wide variety of mayfly species 
from coast to coast. I’m not an entomologist, nor do I pretend to be, so if you are interested in exploring the techni-
cal side of the equation, invest in the comprehensive book The Complete Book of Western Hatches by Rick Hafele and 
Dave Hughes. These gentlemen really know their aquatic insects.
 I have fed my angling passion along countless ribbons of water through the passing years. Yet I still marvel at the 
graceful beauty of a mayfly dun with sailboat wings, drifting on the liquid mirror. My hands still tremble as I close 
the knot on a fresh fly and eagerly await the first rise forms. Long ago I got my rematch with those Firehole trout, and 
next time the odds will be further tilted in my favor with this lethal mayfly pattern.
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Step 1: Start the thread behind the hook eye and wrap 
well down onto the bend. Attach a few hackle fibers for the 
tail, then tie in a slip of turkey feather on top of the hook 
shank, and then a strand of wire on the far side of the shank. 

Step 2: Wrap a slim dubbed abdomen up to the bend 
transition of the hook. Pull the turkey feather back up and 
onto the abdomen, then secure with several spaced turns 
of wire to form the rib, making sure the turkey doesn’t roll 
off to the side as you go. Trim the excess turkey and wire. 

Step 3: Clip, clean, stack, and measure a small amount 
of elk or coastal deer hair. The hair wing should fall just 
short of the abdominal length. Spin the bobbin clockwise 
to tighten the thread into a fine diameter. Secure the wing 
with several tight wraps, which will help flare the hair.

Step 4: Tie in a size 12 or 14 saddle hackle by its butt 
end roughly 1/16 inch behind the hook eye, and facing 
forward. Apply a very small amount of dubbing to the 
thread and create a sparse thorax in front of the wing base. 

Step 5: Return the thread to the head position, then 
wrap the hackle up the thorax and back down, weaving the 
barbules between previous wraps. Again spin the bobbin 
clockwise to tighten the thread, and tie off the hackle. Trim 
and cement what should be a nice, neat head.  

Step 6: Flare the wing out to create a Comparadun fan 
shape, at the same time pushing the hair up and forward. 
Clip a small V shape out of the hackle on the bottom of the 
fly. An application of dry-fly dressing to just the hackle and 
wing will allow the abdomen to sink just below the meniscus 
and give an emerging-insect appearance to the fly.
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Hammerhead Jerk Bait/By Dennis Collier

In the Vise

The south Florida region has a colorful and storied 
past. The first European explorers who set foot 
on the continental shores arrived here in the early 
1500s, and subsequently were sent scurrying 

back home by indigenous people. Among the early flag 
planters was Spaniard Juan Ponce de León, who is perhaps 
best known as the guy who ran around La Florida looking 
for the elusive Fountain of Youth. Too bad he never found 
it, as I’m sure today many of us senior citizens would pay 
dearly for a bottle or two of 
the magic elixir. Ponce de 
León was also a voyager on 
the second trip to this land 
by Christopher Columbus. 
Not many can lay claim to 
that kind of history.
 Today, the Gulf Coast 
city of Naples, Florida, is 
home to a new breed of ex-
plorer, one in search of fish 
species willing to entertain 
the anglers who probe the 
mangrove islands and tidal 
estuaries from the deck of a 
shallow-draft skiff. Captain 
Roan zumFelde (aka Cap-
tain Roan z.)—longtime 
local fishing guide, owner of 
Indian Pass Outfitters, and designer of the versatile Ham-
merhead Jerk Bait—is just such a person. If an exciting 
fly-fishing gig is on your bucket list, contact zumFelde via 
Indian Pass Outfitters (www.indianpassoutfitters.com), 
and visit his personal website at www.naples-fishing-
charters.com for a mouthwatering glimpse of all he can 
offer, including lessons on taking the kinks out of your 

double-haul under the tutelage of this certified Federation 
of Fly Fishers casting instructor.
 At first glance, I thought the Hammerhead Jerk Bait 
(HJB) had been specifically designed for tarpon, but I 
was quick to learn that it also serves faithfully for snook, 
redfish, peacock bass, sea trout, jack crevalle, and a host 
of others. According to zumFelde, the Hammerhead Jerk 
Bait was actually created to entice behemoth largemouth 
bass, which reside in the liquid realms of the vast saw grass 

marshes in the Everglades 
ecosystem. That explains the 
monofilament weed guard.
 This  f ly  can,  and 
should, be tied in a wide va-
riety of color combinations; 
white is zumFelde’s favorite. 
I love this kind of fly. I plan 
to shrink the pattern down 
to bite-size trout and small-
mouth proportions. The op-
tions are limited only by your 
imagination. If you do tie the 
HJB for freshwater applica-
tions but use noncorrosive 
saltwater hooks, be kind to 
the fish and flatten the barbs; 
otherwise, if you happen to 
break one off, it will take 

forever for the hook to dissolve and loosen from the fish’s jaw.
 As a landlocked angler, I find my thoughts also turn to 
how well the HJB is suited for pike fishing, not to mention 
the tiger muskies (sterile pike/muskie hybrids) found in 
many lakes and reservoirs throughout the country. Don’t 
forget to give the foam head a good coat of epoxy if you 
intend to feed the fly to these razor-toothed beasts.

Materials
Hook:

Thread:

Tail:

Flash: 

Collar: 

Head:

Eyes: 

Weed 
guard:

Secondary 
head:

Finish:

Gamakatsu SL12S, sizes 1/0–2/0

140-denier UTC, color to match the fly

Magnum Zonker strip, color of choice

Accent Flash or Krystal Flash to 
complement the fly color

Zonker strip, color to complement the fly, and 
pearl Flashabou

2 mm flat foam, color to complement the fly

Yellow 3/16-in. self-adhesive holographic eyes, 
reinforced with Liquid Fusion 

30-lb. hard monofilament (optional)  

140-denier UTC thread, color of choice

Epoxy or UV-cured resin
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Step 1: Secure an anti-fouling loop of monofilament at 
midshank on the hook, to extend approximately ¼ inch 
beyond the bend. For the tail, attach a Zonker strip at 
midshank at the tie-in point for the mono.  

Step 2: Tie in a few strands of Accent Flash or Krystal 
Flash on each side of the tail, and trim to length. Wrap a 
generous rabbit-fur collar just forward of midshank, then 
tie in a clump of Pearl Flashabou on both sides of the 
collar. Trim the Flashabou slightly longer than the hair.  

Step 3: Punch a small hole in the center of a piece of 
flat foam. Carefully slide the foam over the hook eye and 
back approximately 1/8 inch on the shank. The width of 
the foam should be proportionate with the size of fly you 
are tying, typically 5/8 inch wide for a size 2/0.

Step 4: Fold the foam toward the rear of the fly and trap 
with several wraps of thread, creating the head. Trim the 
tag ends of the foam, leaving enough to cover the collar 
tie-in. Whip-finish, trim, and cement the thread, then 
reattach the thread in front of the foam head.

Step 5: Secure an eye on each side of the foam head using 
a drop of Liquid Fusion for additional adhesion. If you’ve 
decided not to add a weed guard, build up a secondary 
head with tying thread, then add the finish coating.   

Step 6: Flatten the end of a piece of monofilament and 
tie it in right in front of the foam. Loop the mono, then 
trim and flatten the other end and tie it in to create a 
weed guard. Clip off the loop end slightly longer than the 
hook point. Using 30-minute epoxy or UV-cured resin, 
generously coat the foam head for durability.
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Dennis Collier, www.dennis-collier.com, is a creative fly tier, writer, 
and artist who lives in Colorado.
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Driving Scared/By Alan Liere

Fish Tales

Alan Liere is a humor writer who lives in eastern Washington state.

I love to fly fish in the winter, but I hate driving on 
winter roads. Winter roads are God’s way of re-
minding us that he can pull out the rug anytime 
he pleases. We go to bed and the road to a favorite 

nearby creek is dry; we head out the next morning and 
it has become a skating rink.
 There is nothing quite 
so terrifying as having the 
rear of your vehicle sud-
denly try to swap ends as 
you frantically fight for 
control on an icy road. 
A friend rates assorted 
fearful experiences in 
his life by what he 
calls “the pucker fac-
tor.” He is talking 
about the constric-
tion of muscles in 
his  lower  anatomy 
that make his but-
tocks close so tightly 
in certain fearful situ-
ations they could crack 
walnuts. Winter roads 
frequently cause this.
 When the roads are 
icy and there is no life-
or-death reason to be 
on them, driving to a fly-fishing destination might seem 
to a nonangler to be a frivolous endeavor. But what do 
nonanglers know about the solitude and stillness and inner 
peace found on a spring creek in winter? And what of the 
exultation that comes when that tiny midge first kisses the 
glasslike surface and is inhaled by a trout that you visually 
followed, from pursuit to take, in the crystal-clear water?
 Once, in January, I drove to Montana from my home 
in eastern Washington state just to catch a two-hour 
afternoon window on the Clark Fork River. As I passed 
Saint Maries, Idaho, a small car began to ride my rear 
bumper. It hadn’t rained or snowed, but there was frost in 
the shady places and I was under the speed limit, which 
was obviously much too slow for the person behind me. 
At a wide spot, I pulled over and let him pass.
 He sped by, giving me a middle-finger salute, but 
just around the next bend he hit the frost and went into 
a spin, ending up against the bank on the opposite side 
of the road. I slowed while he regained the correct lane 

and again sped off. Evidently, however, this had not been 
enough excitement for him, as on the next shady stretch, 
with frost clearly evident, he spun out again.
 This time, he made a 360, tore through a fence, and 
entered the forest to his right, bumping over several 

downed trees before coming 
to a stop. When I went by, 
he was climbing out of his 
car with a puzzled look, 
and I am not ashamed to 

say I waved and drove 
on, fishing that after-
noon with no guilt 
whatsoever.

      Just before I got my 
driver’s license, my fa-
ther attempted to teach 
me about winter driv-
ing. He explained how 

one should go against 
all instincts and turn 

into a slide rather than 
away from it. He told me 

about softly pumping the 
brakes and about never 
assuming the other driver 

knew the first thing about 
what he was doing. Neverthe-

less, I wrecked my 1950 Chevy 
when three friends and I set out on a fishing trip just 
before Christmas and I forgot about gearing down on 
a snow-covered hill only halfway into the trip.
 I came out of that mistake with a missing bumper and 
a cracked radiator, but with numerous stops for water I 
was able to nurse the steaming car back to my father’s 
garage. Then, I asked Dad if I could borrow his truck to 
take my disappointed friends home. 
 Dad wrinkled his brow as he contemplated my request. 
“How fast were you going?” he asked.
 “The speed limit,” I said.
 “The speed limit?” Dad questioned. “In the snow? I 
think your friends can walk home.”
 And that was probably my best lesson of all.
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