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March 2018 Newsletter                 

Tuesday, March 13  Social Hour 5:30 pm Meeting starts at 6:30 pm 

The Elks Lodge- 203 State Street, Hamilton, Montana 

President’s messages 
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Attention Please! 

This is a reminder that the next club meeting is the second Tuesday in March. 
And it is at a different location—The Elks Lodge (have I said it enough?) 

And to add insult to injury- the food situation is different, but thankfully, there is a bar…….. 
FOOD WILL BE AVAILABLE FOR $10.00 A PLATE.  YOU MUST RSVP IF YOU WANT TO EAT AT THE ELKS.  

 THERE IS A NO HOST BAR. 
THE BUFFET WILL OFFER CHICKEN SALAD AND HAM & CHEESE SANDWICHES ON CROISSANTS, potato 

salad, green salad, and potato chips. 
If you plan on eating at the ELKs we need to know NOW!  We have to give them a guaranteed number to 

insure we have enough food. 
 Please RSVP to Dorreen Romans by March 5rd.  Phone: 406-363-0744  TEXT: 406-239-7044 

You will pay at the door at Check in; food will be available at 5:30pm (social hour) 
 

2 of 2 

Whether you live in the North Pole, the South Pole, Florida, California or the state of confusion if 
you have not renewed your dues then, I guess, that makes you delinquent!  

You have until March 1st…….. 
This is also last chance to be on the FFB internal roster. Only Members who are current with 2018 

dues can be on or receive this list. I do not plan on doing a "revision" to the list because of late 
renewals............... 

 

Tight lines,        Estelle 

 

“Fly Fishers of the Bitterroot is a nonprofit club dedicated 

to sharing our passion for fly fishing  

by promoting fellowship, education and  

stewardship of our fishing resources.” 

 

www.flyfishersofthebitterroot.org 
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2018 March Program  
 

 
 
Tips and techniques to fish better from a drift boat.  This presentation illustrates the differences between 
wade and float fishing with insights to maximize your next float fishing experience.  Specific skills such as 
casting, mending, hook-sets, and fighting fish from a boat are covered in depth.  In addition, the fundamentals 
of fishing as a team are explored along with advanced float fishing tips.  This multi-media presentation 
includes photos, diagrams, videos, and even drone footage to create a better understanding of how to be a 
successful float fishing angler.   
 

Tony Reinhardt moved from the Midwest to attend the University of Montana.  While he did earn his degree, 
he spent most of his time on the rivers and streams around Missoula.  He quickly found a job in a local fly 
shop and started guiding in 1998.  He has been a full time guide in Missoula for the last 20 years and started 
his own outfitting business, Montana Trout Outfitters, in 2010.  Shortly after that he was invited to give his 
first presentation to a fly fishing club.  As a public speaker Tony has presented to dozens of clubs across the 
country in the past 7 years.  In 2016 he joined the team at Wild on The Fly Adventure Travel as an adviser.  
Next to guiding, destination fishing is his other passion and he has led trips to Alaska, Chile, Cuba, and the 
Seychelles in recent years.   
 

          
 

REMEMBER: 
THIS PROGRAM WILL BE ON TUESDAY, MARCH 13 AT THE ELKS LODGE! 

 
 

Our Guest speaker: 

Tony Reinhart 

Topic: 

Float Fishing Strategies 
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Recap of February meeting by Dick Ellis 
 

Bob Prince, academy award nominee for best power point presentation on fishing, does it again!  Bob, the recent cover 

boy (Flyfishing and Tying Journal, spring 2018), once again produced a superb program showing FFB members in action.  

If you missed the February meeting, you missed lots of laughs as well as pictures of fellow club members fishing and 

even catching fish.  Was this the best program of the year?  You bet!  Thank you Bob.  We hope that you will do this 

again next year.  And FFB members, remember- you are the folks that provide the photos, so take lots of pictures for 

next year's program. 

 

AND!! The most recent issue of Flyfishing and Tying Journal (spring 2018) features an article by Dave Hughes titled "Lies 
that Aren't Lies" that describes a float trip with former FFB president Bob Prince.  Bob also is the cover girl, oops, cover 
guy, for this issue of the magazine.  You may remember that last year the same magazine carried a story of a similar trip 
with Phil Romans.  You should be able to find a copy at Super 1 and other outlets if interested. 
 

  

  
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

QUOTABLE QUOTES 
 

"We catch five-pounders, if we are lucky-—not two-point-two-seven-kilogrammers. 
 That is the way it has always been, and I hope will always remain." - Dave Witherow 

 
"I am thankful for small mercies.  I compared notes with one of my friends who expects everything of the universe, and 
is disappointed when anything is less than the best, and I found that I begin at the other extreme, expecting nothing, 
and am always full of thanks for moderate goods.” Ralph Waldo Emerson  
 

Upcoming Programs 

 

April 10, 2018 –Alan Weltzein:“Dry River Channel, Fishing and   Writing, and a River.” 
 

 

May 2018 - Fred Telleen from North 40 outfitters : Fishing the Kenai 
 

June 2018 - Denny Westover- Lake fishing 

 
 

In honor of Bob….PS, these are carp flies…… 
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Flying feathers and tangled chenille, oh my! 
 

     
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

  

 

 
 

Tuesday. Feb. 13 was the materials sorting session for the TU Buggers program.  FFB members, 

FFB/TU members and TU members gathered to package materials for the Buggers fly tying 

program.  Greg Chester, TU chapter president and FFB board member, spearheaded the event, 

and 75 to 80% of the participants were FFB members. It is fun & rewarding helping the kids. 

You want me to do 

what with this stuff?! 

Really, another 

photo? 

Wah-la! 

Nothing to it! 
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Inflatable Personal Flotation Device (PFD) Information Paper 
(Version 3/16/16) by Steve Davis- Background: Source USGC 

PFD or No PFD – You Decide 

 

Purpose:  This is an information paper that only addresses inflatable TypeII/III Coast Guard approved PFDs.  

 Use:  Good for conscious users in calm, inland water, or where there is a good chance of rescue   

 Why: A PFD provides flotation to help keep your head above water, help you stay face up in the water, and increase your 
chances for survival and rescue.  Most adults need an extra 15.4 lb to 26.4 lb of flotation to keep their head above water. 

 What: Traditional PFDs are inherently buoyant, inflatable PFDs rely entirely on inflation for buoyancy.  Un-inflated PFD is a 
comfortable slim collar that can be inflated at any time with a 33-gram CO2 gas cylinder.  The inflatable PFD is designed to 
offer maximum mobility with minimum bulk.   

 Did not address waist pack inflatable's 

Advantages: 

 Most comfortable type for continuous wear 

 Designed for general boating or the activity that is marked on the device 

 Available in many styles including vests and flotation coats 

Disadvantages: 

 Not for non-swimmers or weak swimmer  

 Not for long hours in rough waters 

 Needs regular inspection (maintenance) and rearming to be reliable 

 Not for use by children younger than 16 or by persons weighing less than 80 pounds 

 Not for white water, waterskiing, riding personal watercraft 

 When temperature is below freezing, the inflatable PFD should be worn partially inflated because a fully discharged cylinder 
may not adequately inflate your PFD 

Inflated by: 

• Manually by jerking a pull-tab 
• Orally (by mouth) 
• C02 cylinder may not fully inflate the air bladder.  Air bladder may hold 40 pounds of buoyancy; cylinder may only support 

the USCG minimum.  Top it off if you have time or are a big boy 
• You also may inflate the device if you know you are going in the water 
• There is no USCG approved device that uses an oral tube only 
• Automatically during water immersion 

Two types of automatics: 
• Water-sensing bobbing (or pill canister) will disintegrate 10 seconds after the inflator is immersed in water, triggering a 

spring-loaded plunger, with punctures the CO2 cylinder to inflate the inflatable PFD. (Spring-pin is weak part of system) 
• Premature inflation may occur in certain conditions, including when the device is subjected to:  heavy splashing, high 

humidity, heavy fog and heavy rain. 
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• Care and attention should be taken to ensure that when the device is used in these types of conditions, auto-inflation does 
not occur 

• Newer technology: Hydrostatic Inflator Technology will automatically inflate under water pressure, not inadvertently in 
rain, spray or humidity, Only Mustang MD3183, MD5183, MD currently has this technology. 

Additional Features: 

• Status indicator – green means ready to go 
• Padded collars, neck fatigue 
• Color: When inflated, PFD color is high visibility.  Outside color does not matter. 
• Reflective tape: This adds visibility in low-light conditions 
• Pockets: Consider size and placement. Are there pockets to warm your hands or have easy access to small items?  
• Tabs: Tabs let you attach a knife, whistle, strobes or other accessories. Look at the number of tabs and their location on the 

front and back on the PFD.  
• Ventilation: Where will you be rowing? Do you need a little or a lot? 
• Fishing features: Some PFDs have multiple tool hangers, loops for a rod and a drop-down pocket table for working with 

lures and flies 
 
All contents are for information purposes only.  Will not be liable for any injuries or damages from the use of this information. 
 

How to Retrieve a Fly Caught in a Tree 
 
The 2/14/18 issue of MidCurrentNews has an excellent video by Kurt Thomas that demonstrates a technique to recover 
a fly that has been caught in a tree.  This is a written account that admittedly does not do justice to the video.  When 
you catch a tree trout (when your fly gets caught in a tree --usually wrapped several times around a branch), you point 
your rod at the fly and take up most of the slack.  There should be some belly in the line so that it looks like a clothes 
line.  Grip the line to the cork with your casting hand while holding the rod still.  Grasp the line in front of the rod grip 
with the other had and give a slight tug;  you sort of pluck the line, moving about 8-10 inches of line.  You do this several 
times as needed.  The theory is that each pluck or tug unwraps a turn or more around the branch. 
 
The best way to understand the theory and the technique is to see the video.  Go to midcurrent.com and find the 
newsletter for 2/14/18.  MidCurrent is a newsletter that provides all kinds of information on fly fishing, and you can sign 
up to receive it.  Most issues have a collection of articles and videos.  Find the section that list the articles and videos and 
look for "Tippets:  How to avoid line twist; Leave no fly behind."  Click on that and then on the latter article (written by 
George Daniels).  It allows you to access the Kurt Thomas video.  If that doesn't work, send me an email 
(ellis_r@fortlewis.edu), and I will forward the MidCurrent newsletter.  If you have caught tree trout, any recovery 
technique is worth a try.  
 

 
     

           
 

Raffle board in progress! 
$1.00 per square, 100 squares. 

A fly tyer’s dream box, beautifully made. 
 

 Donated By Susannah Benjamin 

 

Get your tickets at the club meeting, or contact Phil 

Romans to buy them— 

406-363-0744   

 

http://midcurrent.com/
mailto:ellis_r@fortlewis.edu
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March 2018 Fly of the Month 
 

Skwalla Nymph by Greg Chester 
 

 

Spring is just around the corner and the sight of trout eagerly rising to a dry fly won’t come too soon. We saw a 
few sporadic rises early in February but it’s still a sub-surface, bottom bouncing presentation that draws the most strikes 
at the moment. 

We’re fortunate in the Bitterroot to have such a diverse bug population and even more privileged to have the 
Skwalla Stonefly to kick off our spring fishing. Before hitting the river most anglers wait for the bugs to surface, but if 
you’re really eager to get started I think you’ll be pleased with some nymph fishing until the fish start looking up, plus 
you’ll likely have your special spot all to yourself.  

This basic pattern has worked well for me over the years and you can imitate any stonefly nymph by simply 
changing color and size. You may embellish it with soft hackle or rubber legs, a segmented thorax or a bead but it works 
quite well as shown. This pattern calls for dark olive but dark brown will likely work as well. I tie it weighted and add split 
shot when fishing. Work on getting a natural drift - it’s just as important when bouncing nymphs along the bottom as it 
is dead drifting a dry over risers. Don’t forget to pinch the barb!! 

Good tying and good fishing! 

Hook:  Size 8 or 10 heavy wire 3XL nymph hook (Dai-Riki #710 e.g.) 

Weight: 10 – 15 wraps of .025 diameter lead-free wire 

Thread: 3/0 Dark olive Unithread 

Tails:  Black or dark brown goose biots, split 

Abdomen: Dark olive Hare-Tron dubbing tightly wrapped in a dubbing loop 

Ribbing: Black vinyl v-rib, medium  

Wing case: Dark olive or dark brown Thin Skin 

Thorax: Dark olive Hare-Tron dubbing picked out on sides & trimmed flat on bottom 

Head:  Tying thread 
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Flies, flies and more flies! 

         

                               

               

               
 
 
“It is a bitter cold winter'’ night, and I am far away from the cheerful lights of city or town.  The north wind is shrieking 
and tearing at this lonely house, like some evil demon wishful to carry it away bodily or shatter it completely.  The icy 
breath of this demon penetrates through every chink and crevice, of which there appear to be many, and the wood-
burning stove is my only companion.  It is on nights such as these, after the turn of the year, that our thoughts stray from 
the present to other scenes and very different seasons.  We return in spirit to the time of leaf and blossom, when the 
birds are singing merrily and trout are rising in the pools.  We remember many days of glorious sport and keen 
enjoyment, and then somehow our thoughts take a turn and leap forward.  Spring is near, quite near, and it will soon be 
time to go fishing.” Theodore Gordon: 1906 

  

Teach your daughters [and granddaughters] to 
worry less about fitting into glass slippers and 
more about shattering glass ceilings. 

 -- Pam Borton 
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2018 CLUB OUTINGS & EVENTS 

Missouri River Trip – April 24-27, 2018 

The FFB has planned their annual outing to the Missouri River for April 24-27th. Activities will be centered around the 
Headhunters Fly shop in Craig, Montana. Club members either bring RV's or rent one of the limited cabins available to 
take advantage of this exciting fishery.  Many rent Guides for all, or part of their outing, or reserve one of the "Veteran" 
drift boats graciously provided by Headhunters. The Fly Shop also has reduced guide rates at this time as well.  

For those of you who plan to take an RV to the outing, the RV spots at Headhunters have been replaced by cabins. But 
the FFBers will be gathering at the Wegner Creek RV Park, less than a mile away across the bridge from Craig. 

Even without a boat, the Missouri around Craig has some excellent bank/wade fishing opportunities, especially towards 
evening. Nymph-fishing is the center piece of the action, but if a hatch comes off, the dry-fly fishing is wonderful. And, 
with big Browns all along this section of "the Mo", stripping a Streamer can lead to" the fish of the year"..! 

Club members gather every evening for pot-luck food and beverages and at least one group dinner at Izaaks restaurant 
right next to the Fly shop. After a long winter...consider joining other FFB members for the first outing of the year and 
hopefully some memorable fishing, on the "Big Mo"!!     

BROWN'S LAKE – possibly the end of April, or early May               

As Spring approaches, many FFB members begin to turn their attention to the "Ice-out" event at Browns Lake.. Is this 
any place for a self-respecting Fly Fisherman? It is, if you want to try for Arlee and Kamloops Rainbows up to 10- 
pounds!!  The lake fishes best in early in the year, especially the first month after ice-out. 

At around 500 acres, it is perfect for pontoons, float tubes, and other small boats. Club members have organized 
impromptu trips on short notice, to an undeveloped campground near the boat launch.  There are no reservations, but 
plenty of room, and a public rest room near the launch. The timing depends on nature, but if you have an interest, stay 
tuned at the monthly meeting, or the FFB   web site. Perhaps you can join up with someone, or a group, to hook up with 
other members for an early spring "Hog-fest".....! 

Skip Morris Workshop – Saturday June 23, 2018 

Special Needs Day Sunday, June 24, 2018 

Georgetown Lake – July 12-15, 2018 

Perhaps the highlight of the FFB outings is the annual Georgetown Lake trip, somewhere around the middle of July. 

Georgetown is a high (6,000 ft), shallow, weedy lake of 3,000 acres, which supports incredible trout numbers. Primarily a 

Rainbow trout lake, there are also good numbers of Brookies and Kokanee present. Trout up to 15 pounds have been 

reported, with a good number of 20-plus inches, 4 pound Rainbows not uncommon! 

Our club trip has evolved into a multi-day campout, with almost 3 dozen attendees last year!  Although day trippers 

were also common, it's much more fun to come and stay, sharing the day's fishing with fellow FFBers around a campfire 

Annual Picnic Sunday, August 19, 2018 
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Suppose you were an idiot and suppose you were a member of congress; but I 
repeat myself.- Mark Twain 
 

One man alone can be pretty dumb sometimes, but for real bona fida stupidity 
there ain't nothing can beat teamwork.  Mark Twain 
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The Way it was……. 

Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936) was born in Bombay, India.  He was a journalist, short story writer, poet and novelist and 
received the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1907.  Henry James said of him, "Kipling strikes me personally as the most 
complete man of genius, as distinct from fine intelligence, that I have ever known."  In 1888, he came to the United 
States by way of Japan, landed in San Francisco, traveled up the coast, and then visited Yellowstone on his way east.  
Kipling loved the western landscape:  "A very young moon showed herself over a snow-flecked peak.  Then the 
Yellowstone, hidden by the water willows, lifted up its voice and sang to the mountains."  He also disliked American 
materialism and was concerned about the future of the western environment:    "The great American nation... very 
seldom attempts to put back anything that was taken from Nature's shelves.  It grabs all it can and moves on... the 
grabbing must stop." 
 
While returning from the Dalles to Portland by steamboat, they stopped to pick up the night's catch of a salmon wheel (a 
wood and wire device that rotated in the current and scooped up salmon as they migrated upstream), and Kipling was 
astonished by the catch--2,230 pounds in one night from one salmon wheel.  "I thought he lied" he wrote.  "But he sent 
the boxes aboard and I counted the salmon by the hundreds--huge fifty-pounders, hardly dead, scores of twenty and 
thirty pounders and a host of smaller fish." 
 
Kipling also fished for salmon and left this description in American Notes.    His companions were named by their place of 
origin--Portland and California--while he was called John Bull or English.   
 

California sniffed, upstream and downstream across the racing water, chose his ground, and let the gaudyspoon drop 
in the tail of a riffle. I was getting my rod together when I heard the joyous shriek of the reel and the yells of 
California, and three feet of living silver leaped into the air far across the water. The forces were engaged. The 
salmon tore up stream, the tense line cutting the water like a tide-rip behind him, and the light bamboo bowed 
to breaking. What happened after I cannot tell. California swore and prayed, and Portland shouted advice, and I 
did all three for what appeared to be half a day, but was in reality a little over a quarter of an hour, and sullenly 
our fish came home with spurts of temper, dashes head-on, and sarabands in the air; but home to the bank 
came he, and the remorseless reel gathered up the thread of his life inch by inch. We landed him in a little bay, 
and the spring-weight checked at eleven and a half pounds. Eleven and one-half pounds of fighting salmon! We 
danced a war-dance on the pebbles, and California caught me round the waist in a hug that went near to 
breaking my ribs while he shouted: "Partner! Partner! This is glory! Now you catch your fish! Twenty-four years 
I've waited for this!" 

I went into that icy-cold river and made my cast just above a weir, and all but foul-hooked a blue and black 
water-snake with a coral mouth who coiled herself on a stone and hissed male dictions. The next cast-ah, 
the pride of it, the regal splendor of it! The thrill that ran down from finger-tip to toe! The water boiled. He 
broke for the fly and got it! There remained enough sense in me to give him all he wanted when he jumped 
not once but twenty times before the upstream flight that ran my line out to the last half-dozen turns, and I 
saw the nickeled reel-bar glitter under the thinning green coils. My thumb was burned deep when I strove to 
stopper the line, but I did not feel it till later, for my soul was out in the dancing water praying for him to turn 
ere he took my tackle away. The prayer was heard. As I bowed back, the butt of the rod on my left hip-bone 
and the top joint dipping like unto a weeping willow, he turned, and I accepted each inch of slack that I could 
by any means get in as a favor from on High. There be several sorts of success in this world that taste well in 
the moment of enjoyment, but I question whether the stealthy theft of line from an able-bodied salmon who 
knows exactly what you are doing and why you are doing it is not sweeter than any other victory within 
human scope. Like California’s fish, he ran at me head-on and leaped against the line, but the Lord gave me 
two hundred and fifty pairs of fingers in that hour. The banks and the pine trees danced dizzily round me, but I 
only reeled-reeled as for life-reeled for hours, and at the end of the reeling continued to give him the butt while 
he sulked in a pool. California was farther up the reach, and with the corner of my eye I could see him casting 
with long casts and much skill. Then he struck, and my fish broke for the weir at the same instant, and down the 
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reach we came, California and I; reel answering reel, even as the morning stars sung together. 

The first wild enthusiasm of capture had died away. We were both at work now in deadly earnest to prevent  

the lines fouling, to stall off a downstream rush for deep  water just above the weir, and at the same time to 

get the fish into the shallow bay downstream that gave the best practicable landing. Portland bade us both 

be of good heart, and volunteered to take the rod from my hands. I would rather have died among the 

pebbles than surrender my right to play and land my first salmon, weight unknown, on an eight-ounce rod. I 

heard California, at my ear it seemed, gasping: '"He's a fighter from Fightersville, sure!" as his fish made a 

fresh break across the stream.  I saw  Portland  fall off a  log fence,  break  the overhanging  bank, and  clatter  

down to the pebbles, all sand and landing-net,  and  I dropped  on a log to rest for a moment. As I drew 

breath the weary hands slackened their hold, and I forgot to give him the butt. A  wild scutter in the water, a 

plunge and a break for the headwaters of the Clackamas was my reward, and the hot toil of reeling-in with 

me eye under  the  water  and  the other  on  the top  joint of  the rod, was renewed. Worst of all, I was 

blocking California's path to the little landing-bay aforesaid, and he had to halt and tire his prize where he was. 

'The Father of all Salmon!" he shouted. "For the love of Heaven, get your trout to bank, Johnny Bull." 

But I could no more. Even the insult failed to move me. The rest of the game was with the salmon. He 

suffered himself to be drawn, skipping with pretended delight at getting to the haven where I would fain 

have him. Yet no sooner did he feel shoal water under his ponderous belly than he backed like a torpedo-

boat, and the snarl of the reel told me that my labor was in vain. A dozen times at least this happened ere 

the line hinted he had given up that battle and would be towed in. He was towed. The landing-net was 

useless for one of his size, and I would not have him gaffed. I stepped into the shallows and heaved him out 

with a respectful hand under the gill, for which kindness he battered me about the legs with his tail, and I felt 

the strength of him and was proud. California had taken my place in the shallows, his fish hard held. I was up 

the bank lying full length on the sweet-scented grass, and gasping in company with my first salmon caught, 

played and landed on an eight-ounce rod. My hands were cut and bleeding.  I was dripping with sweat, 

spangled like harlequin  with scales, wet from the waist down, nose peeled by the sun, but utterly, 

supremely, and consummately happy. He, the beauty, the darling, the daisy, my Salmon Bahadur, weighed 

twelve  pounds, and  I had been seven and thirty minutes bringing him to bank! He had been lightly hooked 

on the angle of the right jaw, and the hook had not wearied him. That hour I sat among princes and crowned 

heads- greater than them all. Below the bank we heard California scuffling with his salmon, and swearing 

Spanish oaths. Portland and I assisted at the capture, and the fish dragged the spring balance out by the 

roots. It was only constructed to weigh up to fifteen pounds. We stretched the three fish on the grass,-the 

eleven and a half, the twelve, and fifteen pounder, - and we swore an oath that all who came after should 

merely be weighed and put back again. 

How shall I tell the glories of that day so that you may be interested? Again and again did California and I 

prance down that reach to the little bay, each with a salmon in tow, and land him in the shallows. Then 

Portland took my rod, and caught some ten-pounders, and my spoon was carried away by an unknown 

leviathan. Each fish, for the merits of the three that had died so gamely, was hastily hooked on the balance 

and flung back, Portland recorded the weight in a pocket-book, for he was a real-estate man. Each fish 

fought for all he was worth and none more savagely than the smallest-a game little six-pounder. At the end 

of six hours we added up the list. Total: 16 fish, aggregate weight:  142 lbs. The score in detail runs 

something like this -it is only interesting to those concerned:  15, 11½, 12, 10, 9¾, 8, and so forth: as I have 

said, nothing under six pounds, and three ten-pounders.  
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JUST FOR FUN 
 
Seenager Joke   
 
I JUST discovered my age group!  I am a Seenager (senior teenager).  I have everything that I wanted as a teenager, only 
55-60 years later. 
I don't have to go to school or work. 
I get an allowance every month. 
I have my own pad.  
I don't have a curfew. 
I have a driver's license and my own car. 
I have ID that gets me into bars and the wine store.  I like the wine store best. 
The people I hang around with are not scared of getting pregnant, they aren't scared of anything, they have been blessed 
to live this long, why be scared? 
And I don't have acne. 
Life is Good!  Also, you will feel much more intelligent after reading this, if you are a Seenager. 
Brains of older people are slow because they know so much. 
People do not decline mentally with age; it just takes them longer to recall facts because they have more information in 
their brains. 
Scientists believe this also makes you hard of hearing as it puts pressure on your inner ear. 
Also, older people often go to another room to get something and when they get there, they stand there wondering what 
they came for.  It is NOT a memory problem; it is nature's way of making older people do more exercise. 
SO THERE!! 
I have more friends I should send this to, but right now I can't remember their names. 
So please forward this to your friends; they may be my friends, too. 
 
 

I have always wished that my computer would be as easy to use as my  
telephone. My wish has come true. I no longer know how to use my telephone. 

  
If you weigh 200 pounds on Earth, you will weigh only 76 pounds on Mars; 

 I am not overweight... I'm on the wrong planet! 

  
Wine gets better with age; Age gets better with wine. 

 
I wonder if the clouds look down at us and say, "Hey, that one is shaped like an idiot" 

 
Why do we only "rest in peace"?  Why can we not "live in peace"? 

 
Life is too short to drink bad wine. 

 

                  

Hey everyone- There is a woman 

in town that will sew our patches 

on to just about anything for 

$2.00/each. 

Contact info:  Susan at MONTANA 

SASSY SEWING CO. 329 Main 

Street, Hamilton.  406-961-9012 

Patches 

are $4.00 each 

or 

3 for $10.00 
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o 2018 schedule-tentative 
 Mar 13TH  club meeting 

 Mar 12th Board meeting 

 April 10th  club meeting 

 April 9th Board meeting 

 April  24-27 Missouri outing 

 May 1st  club meeting 

 May 7th  Board meeting 

 June 5th  club meeting 

 June 11th board meeting 

 June 23rd Skip Morris workshop 

 June 24th   Special Needs Day 

 No July club meeting 

 July 9th  Board meeting 

 July11-15th Georgetown outing 

 August 19th – Annual Picnic 
 

2018 Board of Directors 

Estelle Shuttleworth-President  je@shuttleworthje.com 
Bill Bean- VP  billbean.bean75@gmail.com 
Pierre Satkowiak-Secretary  psatkowiak@gmail.com 
Ken Quinn-Treasurer 
David Ward-Programs dward451@comcast.net 
Leon Powell- Roster eleonfish@gmail.com 
Gary Kosaka-WebMaster- hikemastergk@gmail.com  
Dorreen Romans-PR promans@aol.com 
Phil Romans-promans@aol.com 
Greg Chester- gchester55@aol.com 
Ed Gannon- edandck@gmail.com 
Dick Ellis- ellis_r@fortlewis.edu 
Denny Westover- dwwestover@comcast.net   
 

Our Address: 
Fly Fishers of the Bitterroot 

PO BOX 692 
Victor, MT  59875 

 

Name tags and lanyards are ready and are at the 
check in table. If you need a name tag please 
contact Estelle at je@shuttleworthje.com 

 

Phone contacts: 
Phil& Dorreen Romans 406- 363-0744 
Gary Kosaka  562-833-3634 
Denny Westover 206-605-0404 
Greg Chester 406-363-0033 
Pierre Satkowiak 406-777-2348 
Estelle Shuttleworth 406-381-0474 
 

FFB Merchandise Program 

FFB graphically labeled merchandise is 
available at  www.okeefesreef.com Sample 
merchandise can be seen at 
http://www.flyfishersofthebitterroot.org/ 
page 

FFB members can order from the website and 
have merchandise delivered to their home.  

 We have negotiated a 10% discount with the 
vendor on all orders from Club members.  
Items for ladies also! 

Classifieds 

The Board of Directors set a policy concerning 
classified ads in our newsletter. We want to 
facilitate our members selling unwanted, 
unneeded gear. The following rules apply: (1) 
the seller must be a Club member; (2) the 
seller must be noncommercial; (3) this editor 
has full right to edit submitted materials; they 
should be “Tweet” size (4) the ads will run a 
maximum of two times and then be retired; 
(5) the thing or things to be sold must be 
related to fly fishing; and (6) we not will 
charge for the ad placement and take no 
responsibility for its accuracy 
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