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March 2014 Newsletter 

March meeting – Tuesday March 4th at 6pm 
BJ’s Restaurant – Hamilton 

 
Steelhead are lying in the silken flow, elusive shadows as brightly polished as a 
wedding spoon. It´s summer run fish are like rare jewels in it´s velvet pools, 
drifting like ghosts in it´s currents, hovering in shafts of sunlight and spume. We 
are precious and we are few. Their restless liturgies are a half remembered 
whisper on the wind. We are coming home, seeking the swift riffles of our 
birth—Catch us if you can!”  

Ernest Schwiebert, “Where flows the Umpqua” 1979 

 

The Month of March – In like a Lion and out like a Lamb. A month of great 

expectations – of hope and dreams for another great season of fishing and catching. 
The month of the Skwala with every eye in the boat sweeping the shore side current 
for that first sighting of the elusive stonefly.  Skwalas are like winter run steelhead – 
you know they exist, you actually see one occasionally but every sighting raises 
spirits and renews hope that “the hatch” has finally begun in earnest… Ed. 
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The March Program 
 
Our speaker this month will be John Geer of Tenkara USA. John has worked in the fly 
fishing industry for the last 15 years and has been an avid Tenkara angler for the 
last 4 years. He’s studied Tenkara (a simple Japanese method of fly fishing) directly 
under Daniel Galhardo, founder of Tenkara USA and the person who introduced 
Tenkara outside of Japan. John’s presentation will cover the history of Tenkara, the 
equipment, the benefits and techniques of Tenkara. Don’t miss this presentation – it 
promises to interesting and who knows it might be an excuse to BUY MORE 
EQUIPMENT!!!!!!  

http://tenkarausa.com 

 

The Presidents Message 
 
Each morning as I shovel the snow off the drive it’s hard to think that spring fishing 
is not that far off.  The snowpack looks good so far at a 130% of normal so maybe we 
will have a good water year.  Of course at lot can happen yet so let’s hope for the 
best. 

We have a lot of good club trips planned for this year.  One I am looking forward 
to (counting the days) is the early April (9-13) trip to the Missouri.  Last year’s trip 
was a great one that will live in my memory for the rest of my Life.  So if you can join 
us there is plenty of water and lots of nice browns and rainbows waiting.  For more 
information about the trips contact Mike Taylor or me. 

The Bitterroot Buggers program is off and running with lots of willing kids.  The 
program can always use more help.  You need not be an expert fly tier to help out 
these first time fly tiers.  So join the gang on Tuesdays at the Westview Center from 
6:30 – 8:00PM. 

We will be continuing our involvement with the May Fly Fishing Clinic cosponsored 
with Trout Unlimited.  If you are a beginning or intermediate fly fisher this is a good 
program to help your casting as well as gain a lot of good information.  The program 
is held on four Wednesdays at the Corvallis School cafeteria grounds.  Contact Greg 
Chester for more information. 

 

  Doug Duff 
 

 
“...of all the liars among mankind, the fisherman is the most trustworthy.” 

William Sherwood Fox, Silken Lines and Silver Hooks, 1954 

 

http://tenkarausa.com/
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Trip Report 
Yellowstone and Environs 

September 2012 

Greg Chester 
 
What was intended to be primarily sightseeing and hiking trip actually offered many 
hours on the water for me. The trip succeeded in discovering new trails, roads, 
campgrounds and historic sites and fabulous fishing. This report will focus on the 
fishing side with some sightseeing highlights tossed in to keep you awake. Here 
goes…. 

Thursday 9/3. Departed early from Hamilton and drove to West Yellowstone via 
Missoula, HI way 90 east to Bozeman and south through the Gallatin River Valley – 
always beautiful. We arrived in West around 3PM with a quick visit with Craig and 
Jackie at BRF. We set up camp at Bakers Hole just north of West Yellowstone. This 
campground is now a favorite: nice, large sites, good access to the Madison, and 
many sites right on the water and close to West. We had dinner at the Spanish Tapas 
place in town.  I fished that evening and the next morning on the Madison with good 
success on nymphs and hoppers. Best fish was a 17” Brown on a red Copper John, 
plus I was also the only one on the water  - what a treat. 

Friday 9/4. Departed Bakers’ Hole CG and spent a little more time at BRF visiting 
Tom Cornell and Drew Mentzer, long time guides and friends. We stopped for 
breakfast at the Bar N Ranch west of town toward the Fork – fabulous. Next we 
continued west to Last Chance ID and a visit with The Trouthunter. Rene wasn’t 
there but Rich Piani and John Harrington were – had a nice visit and picked up tying 
materials for the winter. I fished the 3rd channel for an hour or two – typical 
Harriman Ranch fish – very selective but I scored two nice rainbows, one on a #20 
cinnamon ant and one on a #16 Mahogany. As always I was lucky to land them due 
to weeds and 6x tippet.  The best was an 18 incher. We sent up camp at Riverside CG 
just west of Osborn Bridge. Another nice site on the water and some evening caddis 
fishing for me – nothing big but lots of fun – all rainbows.  

Saturday 9/5. We headed off to The Grand Teton NP through Jackson and Jackson 
Hole WY. Haven’t been in Jackson for a while and am amazed at how it’s grown – 
VERY ritzy and not to our taste anymore. We entered the south end of the park and 
camped at Gros Venture CG.  It’s situated in a very open environment versus the 
typically forested landscape like most of the park. Cottonwood trees offer some 
shade and great sites on the Gros Venture River. We spent 2 nights there and I 
fished both evenings with good success. I caught a good PMD hatch the first evening 
(6 rainbows) and black caddis the second night (4 rainbows and 3 cutts).  Again, I 
was the solo angler.  Visiting the Park was quite nice – took many short hikes to see 
phenomenal features – many similar to Yellowstone NP. Lots of thermal stuff and 
wildlife, - actually more than we ended up seeing YNP.   
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Monday 9/7. We picked up camp and headed north into YNP. We just drove through 
the southern end and exited the east entrance and went to Cody. Spent the night in a 
Wal-Mart.  We did some grocery shopping and the required visit to Buffalo Bill 
Historic Center. It’s always a treat to see this museum – so much to offer.  No fishing 
for me, but the Shoshone River is on my agenda for a future trip – I learned from 
locals that it’s a real sleeper. 

Tuesday 9/8. Left Cody early and headed north to Red Lodge and up the Bear Tooth 
Highway and the NE entrance to Yellowstone. We’ve been over the pass once before 
(10,000ft) and couldn’t wait to return to stay a while. We got there before noon and 
found a fabulous site overlooking Island Lake. I float-tubed the lake in the afternoon 
and evening and caught countless rainbows – many small but some over 15 inches. 
The water was icy cold so I kept a few for dinner – delicious - so good that Jean 
suggested I catch a few more in the morning before we left. OK, if I have to!  

Wednesday 9/9. Picked up camp (reluctantly) and entered YNP through Cooke City 
and headed into the Lamar Valley. We camped at a favorite spot, Pebble Creek CG 
near Soda Butte River – a great fishing destination in the park and loaded with good-
sized cuts up to 18 inches. The river is walking distance from the campground with 
good runs and pools, plus great views from our site. We stayed 2 nights with me 
fishing both days, first on Soda Butte and the next on the Lamar River.  I had a day 
on the Lamar that might be the best day I’ve ever experienced anywhere. I had a 400 
yard stretch all to myself that had every possible river configuration that you can 
imagine: nice riffles, pools, boulders, pockets, runs, falls etc, etc.  Plus it was drop 
dead gorgeous. For many minutes I just sat and soaked up this special place. It’s as 
close to spiritual as anyplace I’ve visited – almost as much so as The Big Hole 
Battlefield.  Oh yeah, the fishing, it too was memorable. The fish were similar to Soda 
Butte but averaged about 2 inches larger. I caught several close to 20 inches on tiny 
Baetis emergers. It was truly difficult – as difficult as any Harriman Ranch fish. I 
have new respect for cutthroat now. I used to think of them all as easy to catch (in 
some place I think they still are – like the Bitterroot). I stayed on the water for a 
good 6 hours and lost count of the good fish – somewhere over 25. I babbled on and 
on to Jean about the day – she dutifully listened. 

Friday 9/11. Broke camp and moved to the Mammoth area finding a good spot 
overlooking the Gardiner River. After a few nice hikes from the campground I scaled 
the cliff down to the river for some outstanding fishing. Like anywhere, if you’re 
willing to walk a bit you eliminate most of the competition and this was no 
exception.  I had a long reach of the river to myself and scored time and again on 
ants, hoppers and shop vacs. Best fish was a 17-inch cut on a #18 flying black ant, 
but most fish came on the shop vac.  Hiked out to a beautiful sunset and bugling elk.  

Saturday 9/12. Set off for another long loop around the park this time stopping for 
the night at Bay Bridge CG. Nothing noteworthy here – just a place to sleep. However 
we had a sunrise breakfast overlooking Yellowstone Lake at a nice pullout in the 
morning.  
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Sunday 9/13. Set up camp for 2 nights at Madison CG using it as a base for 
sightseeing in the west area of the park. Took lot’s of nice hikes through the many 
thermal features offered here and were treated each evening to an elk bugling 
festival. I fished each day on the Firehole enjoying the fabulous and surreal scenery. 
The first day I fished at Fountain Flats drive scoring many smaller ‘bows on ants and 
baetis. Lots of angling company as always, but still enjoyable. The 2nd day I fished 
higher up the river above Biscuit Basin. Very slow water and VERY spooky fish. 
However I persevered and finally caught the nice quality fish people always relate to 
the Firehole.  Seems one has to put in their time to succeed – sort of like the Lochsa 
in ID near here. Again, ants were the ticket with a few nice baetis hatches to boot. As 
the saying goes, “fall is small” for mayflies and that held true for the BWO’s. 
Anything larger than #22’s was refused! Fortunately I had the motorhome and my 
tying kit close by and could tie up proper patterns. I had a blast working these picky 
fish and lost track of time, finally getting off the water with another nice sunset. 
Back to camp just as some rain started to fall – first rain of the trip. 

Tuesday 9/15. Left Madison CG and the Park and headed back to Baker’s Hole for 
one last night before going home. I fished the Madison again and had a fantastic 
evening on streamers. I tried all the normal stuff first with a little success but opted 
for streamers when I found a long, deep reach. Unfortunately I only had my 5 weight 
with 3x max tippet. I swung a copper zonker through the pool and got a ferocious hit 
by a giant rainbow. After a 15 minute fight I landed him – a 25 ½”er!! Wow, what a 
fish. It took at least 10 minutes to revive him due to the light tackle I had. I retied 
and hooked another monster which broke me off in a flash – probably equal in size 
to the first fish. Geez – where’s my heavy stuff! I would have gone back for my 7 wt 
but was running out of time. That was my only zonker so I tied on a #6 black bugger 
and caught 3 more fish: a 21” rainbow, a 20” brown and an 18” brown. What an end 
to a great trip! We went to the Bar N  Ranch that night for dinner – again a fabulous 
meal. 

Wednesday 9/16. Reluctantly we picked up camp in the morning for our trip home. 
We stopped briefly in West for another visit to BRF where I related my success from 
the prior evening. Both Tom and Drew were there to hear the tale.  We enjoyed a 
nice drive home through Ennis, Twin bridges and Dillon. Stopped in to visit with 
Tim Tollett at Frontier Anglers and pick up remaining material for winter tying. The 
drive through the Big Hole was at its best concluding another great trip to 
Yellowstone. We’re so fortunate to have the Park only 6 hours from home. 

 
 
 
 

Don’t miss a great article on nymphing written by our own Bob Prince and 
published in the latest issue of Montana Fly Fishing Magazine. The cover of the 
February/March issue features an impressive rainbow caught by past 
president Jim Cline.  

http://montanaflyfishingmagazine.com 

http://montanaflyfishingmagazine.com/
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Check out Bob’s blog, “Bum Trout”, at http://www.bumtrout.com 

 

Life is uncertain - Eat dessert first 
 

Trout Unlimited  Fly Fishing Clinic.  
 
Again this year TU is sponsoring a Fly Fishing Clinic for beginning 
and intermediate anglers to be held on four consecutive 
Wednesdays in May – 5/7, 5/14, 5/21, and 5/28. The classes will 
meet at the Corvallis Middle School. The $50 fee includes a one 
year membership in either Fly Fishers of the Bitterroot or Trout 
Unlimited. Call Greg Chester at 406 363 0033 for information or to 
register. 

 
 

http://www.bumtrout.com/
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Again this month I received in the mail (no return address) the following 
manuscript with a hand scrawled note requesting publication in our 
Newsletter. It seems that our mystery author is now heavily into public 
service. The phantom essayist implied that he might be willing to reveal his 
true identity in exchange for permanent assignment to the front seat during 
the Skwala hatch. Rest assured, you editor will not succumb to threats and 
intimidation of any kind…  

 

TROUT THREAT 
By: The San Juan Worm* 

 

It is this reporter’s sad duty to report continuing threats by marauding bands of 
hostile and quite rowdy trout below the Rocky Mountain Laboratory outflow on the 
Bitterroot River. Yes, in this tranquil agrarian valley, waders, bathers and besotted 
teens in tubes are being roughly accosted, even nipped, by an increasingly 
aggressive tribe of native cutthroat trout hiding in the rocky stretches of this 
beautiful but remote river.  

Some have speculated wildly about chemicals washing out of the secretive RML 
into the river. (For those who remain ignorant of RML, it is a level 4 virus research 
center, dealing with the worst of the worst of those little buggers.) But I think it is a 
unique brand of piscine fundamentalism, brought to a head by poor crops of aquatic 
insects and general substandard trout regulations. I mean, come on, catch and 
release coupled with barbless hooks has emasculated the brave fishermen who have 
thrown themselves into this fray. Even when some undertrained bloke is successful, 
the fish merely bubble laugh at the consequences. They are gently released back into 
their fiendish world to continue their devil’s work. There is simply no quid for the 
con. And water boarding just does not work well on fish. 

My uncle, Dun Caddis, has got this elaborate theory that it’s all a great karmic 
revenge by the American Indians. See, we call them red men and these cutthroat 
trout are distinguished by the red slashes just below their gill plates. Get it? Red 
men; red slashes? Both are native species. Both have been mistreated by us white 
men. Well, I don’t get it either. And, yes, this is the same Uncle Dun that sees UN 
black helicopters flying over the Bitterroot Valley each night parachuting in more 
and more wolves.  

But it’s a real problem and it’s gotten much worse just recently. I realized this 
when I showed up at our monthly fly club meeting only to find a baker’s dozen of my 
brothers sporting bandaged nubs where fingers once sprouted. Seems that taking 
the fly out of the toothy mouths of these devil fish has taken on new dimensions of 
danger. One dispirited fly chucker said it was like trying to release Jaws. The local fly 
shops are now advertising hook removing tools once reserved for barracudas.  

The Montana Fish, Wildlife and Parks folks have done heroic work. Risking ankle 
and digit bites, they have planted trout detection devices throughout the offending 
stretches of the Bitterroot. (Of course, all us fisherfolk wanted to know where these 
devices were on all those fishless days we endured.) Unfortunately, the clever 
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cutthroat have learned to mingle with their unsuspecting and largely innocent 
brethren, the rainbows and browns. To technology, a slithery cut looks like an 
innocent rainbow on the way to a hatch. So all those little green blobs on hand held 
screens are mostly worthless, unless one of them is charging you. The only sure test 
is to dip one’s fingers into the current. If you come back with fewer fingers than you 
put in, you’ve found the deadly cutthroat population. 

Of course, our brave band of young (and not so young) local militia, I mean, fly 
fishers, have done their best. Fighting a rearguard guerilla action with only a few 
barbless flies and slender wands of panda food or lightening conducting graphite, 
our boys have again and again thrown themselves into the river to do battle. But we 
are severely handicapped by governmental limitations on means, like requiring us 
to release unharmed even the most unrepentant cutthroats, all in the name of 
preserving native species. I mean if you were facing only one of three tyrannosaurus 
rexes left in the world, would you mind being told you had to release the poor 
darling alive?  

Truthfully, we have been fighting a losing battle. I hope you San Francisco 
liberals, safe in your high rise apartments, are satisfied. But someday, if unchecked, 
the trout may be lapping at your shore. We here in the Bitterroot may well be your 
last line of defense against THE TROUT THREAT.  

We have found that floating in our armored rafts and drift boats is usually the 
safest course. Frontal attacks by toothy jaws are unsuccessful against good old 
American thick rubber. However, the cutthroats have learned from their cousins 
high in the narrow mountain streams that strategic placement of jagged rocks can 
cause severe damage to rafts and boats alike. So even this technique is coming under 
attack. Casualties are mounting and willingness among our local fly folk to meet this 
challenge is waning. Local fly clubs are mounting advertising campaigns in New 
York City to bring out rich anglers from Wall Street. The thought is that unrepentant 
sharks may do well against our home grown cutthroats.  

Not all is lost. Do not forgo hope (or a beer for that matter)! This reporter has 
been given special permission to report on a top secret fly fishing training camp 
established high up on Skalkaho Creek. It is a joint camp run by the Defense 
Department and Brown Water, a private group of former State fish biologists. The 
honcho is Righty Crack, a well-known fish assassin knowledgeable in the craft of 
trout population management. Here, steely eyed men and women are trained to 
slither on their bellies to get close to the enemy. Stealth technology has made their 
clothing almost invisible to fish eyes. Their faces are painted to look like cheat grass. 
The camouflage is so effective, the trainees have reported that elk have tried to 
nibble their cheeks. 

Research continues but I can relate that use of predator flies and exploding 
hooks is being tested. There was talk of trying to capture and neuter the male 
cutthroats but the research associate who was sent out costumed as a female 
cutthroat as a decoy has not been heard from since.  

Building on lessons learned in other conflicts, our boys are also employing local 
population pacification techniques. Massive dumps of trout feed have been made 
into the Bitterroot. (One side effect has been that local fly tyers have been reduced 
to a single pattern of imitation Purina Trout Chow.) There have been some reports 
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of limited success using this ploy. Seems the trout get so fat from all the pellets that 
they grow distended bellies and get themselves caught in the shallow riffles on their 
fat stomachs. The osprey and eagles do the rest. However, the cost to the local and 
national budgets is straining the future viability of pacification efforts. Imagine, if 
you will, the cost if this movement spreads to other trout streams and rivers or even 
jumps species and infects osprey and eagles. We may have driven the Soviet Union 
into bankruptcy in the Cold War. but there is no way .... 

Another tactic being tried is to turn the rainbow and brown trout against the 
cutthroats. So far, the rainbows have only jumped and splashed about, acting like, 
well, like frisky trout. However, the browns have hungrily taken to the task. Seems 
the browns have been eyeing the cutthroats all along. Uncle Dun told me that when 
he went out the other day, his backwash was alive with large brown trout waiting 
for a cutthroat catch and release. Divide and conquer may still save the day. 

The war continues, largely ignored by the American public. In a national poll, 
awareness of this growing conflict didn’t even register a single percentage. There 
was one guy in Arkansas who said he knew about it and was arming himself against 
the coming Armageddon but he also took a couple of shots at UFOs while making his 
thoughts known. He was underreported.  

 San Juan Worm is an obvious nom de plume. But if you were born as Bead Eye 
Peacock Hurl, wouldn’t you use an alias? 

 

 
 

“There is certainly something in fishing that tends to produce a gentleness of 
spirit, a pure serenity of mind.” 

Washington Irvin 
 
 
 

The Editors Drift – Things I’ve learned (and ideas I’ve stolen from my 

fishing partners 

Strike Indicator Systems 
 
 
There are dozens of strike Indicator systems and variations in use by fly fishers. If 
you’re a nymph fisherman you have your favorite and have probably experimented 
with several different types. In my experience the approach I see most often is a  

‘Thingamamabobber”. 

 
  
Attached directly to the leader by threading the doubled over leader through the 
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hole in the indicator and then looping the leader over the indicator. This produces 
an attachment that is somewhat secure but is difficult and time consuming to 
readjust. Accomplished nymphers know that constant readjustment of the indicator 
to suit changing water depth and current speed is critical to success. The ideal 
indicator system should make readjustment simple and easy. An additional 
drawback of the “looped on the leader” approach is the semi permanent kink(s) the 
leader adopts as the day progresses. Those kinks induce slack in the rig and delay 
the hook set. 

On the other hand, the Thingamabobber floats all day long, is very sensitive, and is 
relatively easy to cast. So how do we eliminate the negatives associated with the 
standard indicator rig and still take advantage of the attractive qualities of the 
Thingamabobber?    

Here’s a solution that has worked well for me over the past two seasons. It’s not my 
idea and I’ve forgotten where I found it (probably the internet) but it makes 
nymphing easier and more fun.  

The leader system is quick and easy to build. First put a loop in a 3 to 4 foot section 
of Ultragreen 40 lb Maxima. The 40 lb material mikes at .024 and creates a smooth 
transition between the fly line and the leader butt. Be sure to make the loop large 
enough to slip over the Thingamabobber you will be using. 

Next, using a discarded floating fly line (size 5 or heavier) and using a nail knot tool 
put a four turn nail knot on the Maxima. Cinch it down very tight and trim the ends 
of the fly line.  

Thread a Thingamabobber on to 
the Maxima (I use either large or 
medium sizes depending on the 
water I’m fishing and the weight of 
the flies and lead) and apply 
another fly line nail knot to the 
Maxima.  
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Next attach a small swivel to the end of the section of Maxima with an improved 
clinch knot.  

 
Loop the entire rig on to the 
loop on the end of your fly 
line and attach a  section of 4x 
fluorocarbon to the swivel. 
The length of the 
fluorocarbon will depend on 
the water depth you are 
fishing. Rig your flies and lead 
by adding another section of 
4x or 5x.  

When you are ready to fish a 
specific run adjust the 
indicator by merely sliding 
the indicator and fly line nail 
knots along the Maxima to 
achieve the appropriate depth 
below the indicator. 
Readjusting is fast and easy, 
and no annoying kinks in the 
leader! On windless days I use 
the same rig but substitute 8 
lb Maxima for the 40 lb – the 
smaller diameter sinks faster 
but doesn’t cast as well.  

Early on I stored pre-made 
leader rigs in a plastic baggie 

but usually found a tangled mess of leader material when I needed a new leader. 
Now I use a piece of foam rubber with slots cut on each side to store leader rigs – No 
more tangles! TRY IT – YOU’LL LIKE IT 

 
 
 

Next month – Another indicator system for low water and spring creeks 
 
 
“From that pool on the Yellowstone River I’ve taken enough big trout…that if 
they were laid end to end they would reach from Denver to the Rio Grande” 

Joe Brooks 
The Complete Book Of Flyfishing 
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NET PROTECTION 
 
After stepping on and thoroughly trashing two Brodin wood boat nets (one a 
cherished retirement gift from a friend and client) while getting into my raft I 
resolved to change my luck by taking positive action to prevent the net from 
becoming a target for my size 16 (yes, size 16) wading shoes. The solution was 
simple, and so far (seven years) effective.  The idea is to keep the net from migrating 
to the floor of the raft where it inevitably becomes a target.  

A double magnet, the type many fishermen use to attach their hand net to the back 
of their vest, is attached to the hoop of the net and then to the raft frame so as to 
keep the net upright against the raft frame. Simple but effective! 

 
 
 

 
Two mature fishing buddies were also best friends.  

When it was clear that Cliff was dying, Rich visited him every day. 

One day Rich said, “Cliff, we both loved fly-fishing all our lives,  
Please do me one favor: when you get to heaven, somehow you must let me know 
if there’s fishing up there.” 

Cliff looked up at Rich from his deathbed and said, “Rich, you’ve been my best 
friend for many years. If it’s at all possible, I’ll do this favor for you.” 

Shortly after that, Cliff died. 
A few weeks later, Rich was awakened from a sound sleep by a blinding flash of 
white light and a voice calling out to him, “Rich! Rich!” 
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“Who is it,” asked Rich, sitting up suddenly. “Who is it?” 

“Rich—it’s me, Cliff” 

“You’re not Cliff. Cliff just died.” 

“I’m telling you, it’s me, Cliff!” 

“Cliff, Where are you?” 

“In heaven,” said Cliff. “I have some really good news and a little bad news.” 

“Tell me the good news first,” said Rich. 
“The good news, is that there is fly-fishing in heaven. Better yet, all of our old 
buddies are here too. Even better, we’re all young again. Better still, it’s always 
summertime and it never rains!” 

“Best of all, we can fish all we want, and never get tired; and we get to fish with 
all the Great fishermen of the past. 

“That’s fantastic,” said Rich “It’s beyond my wildest dreams! So what’s the bad 
news?” 

“You’re rowing the boat this Saturday” 

 


