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GET THE MOST OUT OF 2006
by Vince Deadmond

N
JANUARY MEETING:

Wednesday,
JANUARY 11, 2006
Dinner- 6:00 PM
Meeting- 7:00 PM
American Legion Post #2
2125 S. Industrial Park Ave.
in Tempe

ow is the perfect time to set your own fishing calendar for 2006. Yes, the club calendar will offer
many attractive dates to fish, but you can’t possibly make all of those dates. I have found that if I
don’t get dates on a calendar, I don’t get to go fishing. It really takes cooperation between family, work, and scheduling to get even the smallest fishing trip. I would encourage you to plan on going on
as many DFC trips as you can. Usually there is a good variety of opportunities lakes, rivers, small streams,
and even salt water trips.
Challenge yourself to do something different this year. Take a fly tying class, a rod building class,
some casting lessons would help, and push your self into an area you have not fished before. Have you
fished saltwater yet? I was a club member for 3 years before I took my first saltwater trip to Puerto
Penasco. Organize your own small group outing, and invite a few DFC friends along. It could be a day
trip, or a more involved trip with travel, guides, boats, and deposits. When you get a small group together, and split the cost of guides, boats, rooms, and travel expenses the trips can be quite reasonable.
Personally, this year I would like to become a better Carp fly fisher. I have fished for them and they
can be tough to catch. I have caught more of them when fishing for something else, usually bass. If you
have them figured out, take me fishing with you. They are big, strong, fish that will run some line off your
reel, and they are right here in the neighborhood.
I plan to spend some time in Puerto Penasco, Mexico this year, usually long weekends, and if you are
interested in fishing saltwater give me a call. I have fished there almost year round and it is good most of
the time.
On the big DFC trips help out by getting your deposit in early, and final payment in early. This will
make it easier for the group leader to put together a great trip. Hope to see you on the water soon and
often in 2006.

DFC JANUARY MEETING....

The great charm of fly fishing
is that we are always learning.

As this newsletter is being preparred we’ve lined up: Kevin Mulligan who is the owner of Fishermen's Inn in Port
Alexander, Alaska will present a program on fishing Southeast Alaska. They provide fly-outs to lakes and rivers as
well as Salt Water fishing. The lodge can only accomadate 8 persons at a time. They also offer guided and nonguided fishing trips in the area. They are 65 miles from Sitka that has air service from Phoenix. They pick you up
at the airport and fly you to their lodge. He will have a DVD presentation as well.

Theadore Gorden

January Dinner Meeting Menu
DFC pays for the rent of the meeting hall by selling dinners before each meeting. By buying a dinner at the meeting,
you can help the club pay for the meeting hall. The price of each Dinner is $8.00, which includes gratuity. Come
early and enjoy dinner with your DFC friends! Dinner is served from 6pm to 7pm.

CANYON CREEK OUTING
Desert Fly Casters Supports
BARBLESS HOOKS
CATCH & RELEASE

by Eric Larsen

When you look at the elk enclosure at the Canyon Creek,
you get an idea just how big a project getting the fence up was.
In addition, when you see all the bull thistle plants dried up and
sprouting, you start to realize the magnitude of problem. When
you look at the improvements in the creek habitat (and some of
the trout), you realize it is “worth it.” It will be exciting to see
this fishery to continue to re-generate itself.
The tasks at hand for the Canyon Creek Outing were to
remove the wire from the livestock fence within the enclosure
and work with the U.S. National Forest Service – Tonto Forest
....Continued on page 2
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CANYON CREEK Continued...

to remove Bull Thistle plants. We accomplished removing half of the fence wire and making a dent
into the thistles. This was a cross-organizational effort and below is a list of the participants:
Benford, Douglas- AZ Flycasters • Centner, Alex- Desert Flycasters • Clausen, John -Desert Flycasters
Gotto, Greg- Desert Flycasters • Harrison, Bob- Desert Flycasters • Hollowell, Mark- AGFD Vol
Howey, Chuck- AZ Flycasters • Huffaker, Charlie- Desert Flycasters • Larsen, Eric- Desert
Flycasters • Larsen, James- Desert Flycasters • Larsen, Brandon- Desert Flycasters
Mann, Nicole- AGFD Vol • Nelson, Jerry- Scottsdale Sportsmans Club • Rosser, Charlie- Desert Flycasters • Sink,
Bruce- AGFD Vol • Walton, Dick ? • Walton, Charlotte ? •
Weaver, Dave- Desert Flycasters
Wiemelt, Gerry- Desert Flycasters and Wiemelt, Kitty- Desert Flycasters

The list doesn’t include Dana and Jim Warnecke of the AZGFD and Patti Fenner of the Tonto
Forest. There was a biologist from the forest service and a couple guys from the AZGFD who were
key to the work effort. In any case, the day was a success and it great to see people work together
for and their efforts appreciated. Everyone filled out forms so that Dana could
document, for grant requirements, in-kind support by NGO’s for the project.
Here’s what Patti Fenner from the Tonto Forest had to say about the bull
thistle: ”I just unloaded 29 bags FULL of bull thistle seedheads from the back
of my truck. I had a statewide weed managers meeting all last week, so the
bags got to sit in the bed of my truck & ferment awhile. I figure, with at least
500 seedheads/bag, at least 50 seeds/seedhead,
and maybe 80% germination rate, you all prevented 580,000 new bull thistle plants from
growing! Not bad for one day of work.”
In 2006, efforts will continue with any fence
repair, bull thistle removal and removing the remaining livestock
fence wire. For those who couldn’t make it this time, there will be
more to come.
Editor’s Notes: This is a wonderful report on the continued efforts to restore one of our favorite fly fishing retreats here
in Arizona. There’s more work to be done and with our contributions from the 2005 Conservation pins, DFC donations
and volunteers from clubs we’ll bring it all back. The passion of fly fishing lives in all of us, we are caretakers...keep the
traditions alive in our environment for the next generation. Don’t be affraid to get involved. Robert McKeon

Yosemite Trout Fishing
By Doug Walker

“Yosemite Trout Fishing Guide”, hmm, this one
looks like it might be a good book. I was looking
for a guide book on Barnes and Noble online to
help plan my trip into Yosemite National Park
which I was planning on taking during the week
after Labor Day. My favorite time of the year to
travel into national parks is in Sept after the Labor
Day holiday. The summer crowds are gone and
the weather usually is beautiful. My first fly fishing experience was a guided trip into Yellowstone
National Park in mid Sept several years back
where I ended up catching a plethora of native
cut-throat trout; I was hoping to second the experience in Yosemite.
After studying the guide, I decided to focus my
time on two areas inside the park: the headwaters
of the Tuolumne River in the Tuolumne Meadows
in the high part of the park. Here I could fish not
only the Tuolumne but also the Lyell and Dana
forks of the river. The other area where I wanted
to try was off Glacier Point Road. From what I
could tell, the streams in these two regions were
more remote and took some series hiking to
reach…perfect.

I spent several weeks ahead of the trip tying
different sets of flies. Dry flies I tied were the
Adams #16, Elk Hair Caddis #14 and Black Ant
#18. A couple of nymphs I tied were the Gold
Ribbed Hare’s Ear #12 and the Pheasant Tail
Nymph #18. From what I had read, these flies
should give me good coverage. Even though it
was mid summer, I had a great time out in the
back yard late in the evenings tying flies and
watching the stars come out.
I entered the park early Monday morning –
Labor Day. While I knew I would run into some
crowds on this day, I also knew that the vast
majority would be on their way out while I would
be settling into my campsite. My first stop in the
Tuolumne Meadows was at the Ranger Station to
inquire about local fishing conditions. The ranger
promptly informed me that the NPS doesn’t stock
streams in the park and that all the fish were
native and that I probably wouldn’t catch ANYTHING at all. I politely gave my thanks and left.
I immediately drove across the road and parked,
grabbed my gear, loaded my backpack and took
off downstream on the Tuolumne River. I spent all
afternoon hiking and fishing the river and did

manage to catch a few small Brooke Trout, all on
the black ant. So, was the Ranger trying to discourage me or did she really believe that there
were no fish in the surrounding streams.
I set up camp in the Tuolumne campgrounds
and spent an uneventful night at 8800 ft. I did
notice the next morning some dust and something
that looked like prints on my car window. Bear
looking for food? Good thing all the camp sites
have bear boxes. After a quick breakfast, I was
packed and off along the Lyell Fork of the river. A
steady pace of hiking, casting a few sections, and
changing flies resulted in only a single small
brookie trout high up the trail near a small lake.
After a break for lunch, I was off again on another section of river I had bypassed in the morning.
Here I had a little better luck. The fish were still
small but were a mix of rainbow and brooke and
they were all native. While I had strikes on the
Adams and Elk Hair Caddis, it was the Black Ant
that produced the most consistent results.
The next morning I broke camp and headed
down into Yosemite Valley for some sightseeing
and a hot shower. If you have never been to
Yosemite, you should go and if you don’t see
much of he park, spend some time in Yosemite
Valley, it is beautiful beyond description. I read a
comment somewhere which said that trout only
live in beautiful places, how true. I took some
time and fished Merced River in the valley but this
area is very heavily fished and I didn’t even get a
single strike. Talk with the local Ranger, I discovered that the Glacier Point campgrounds were
closed for the season and after some real-time
replanning, I decided to spend my last day in the
lower section of the park in Wawona and fish the
South Fork of the Merced river. After another
night of camping, I was up early and working my
way down the river. However, here even the reliable Black Ant didn’t produce even a single strike.
Discouraged, I hiked back to camp, pack the car
and went to have a great lunch. The drive time
straight back to Phoenix was about 10 hours. If I
had planned better, I would have arranged my
leaving to miss LA rush hour traffic. I probably
could have saved an hour off the trip.
In all, I had a great time in a beautiful place.
While I didn’t catch as many fish as I had hoped,
I gained some valuable experience in fishing high
mountain streams and I am already thinking about
returning next year.

Bragging may not
bring happiness, but
no man having caught
a large fish goes home
through the alley.
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A story for the new year...
best way to start a story is, well begin with
beginning.
ThetheIt was
the fall of 1967. October of that year
found me returned from Viet Nam and the USMC
and deposited back with my family and friends in
Phoenix.
Cooler temperatures and Quail season, fall
fishing, the forest and trees, and an environment
that didn't contain "VC."
"Let's go to Indian Springs and catch some catfish!" was the cry. "We'll go later in the day and
fish the night!"
"Being that it's Quail season, let's take our shotguns and maybe jump a covey or two to chase
while we're on our way to the river!"
"Great!" the other three responded.
By the time 4 guys got "geared up" it was late
in the day.
Departing from Scottsdale, driving a re-built
1957 Chevy Pick-up, 2 in front, 2 riding in the bed
along with rods & reels, tackle boxes & bait, shotguns & shells, game vests, patio chairs, lanterns
and of course, ice chests.
By the time we got down the Bartlett Lake
Road to the Indian Springs turn-off, darkness was
upon us.
Arriving at the riverbank in darkness, we positioned the truck so the headlights would illuminate the area as we got set up.
Even though it was October, it was still a warm
night. A recent rain's flash flood left a large, sharp
cut into our side of the river and the last bits from
a large dust storm were still floating around in the
air.
Looking at the drop-off with our flashlights,
the flood steeply cut at least a 6-foot difference
from the level from that where we were standing.
Below, a beautiful sandbar beckoned 4 men
with fishing gear.
The drop was over 6 feet but the sandbar
looked very stable and secure so my buddy says
"I'm taller, I'll jump down on that bar and you
guys hand me down the equipment!"
As mentioned earlier, keep in mind the big dust
storm...
The Verde River was flowing very slowly at the
place we parked; indicating deep, slow water that
catfish really like, thus the chosen spot.

Jim, the equipment "volunteer" was a tall, 6' 3"
high school track star that had just returned from
National Guard training and had hair shorter than
my USMC regulation cut.
To cover his "white on top, dark tan on the
sides" look he had chosen one of those bright yellow "go to hell" hats he borrowed from his
Father's golf bag...
The other two had hunting hats, I wore my
Marine issue cover and we gave Jim, now dubbed
"yellow bomber" bad looks.
Being there was so much dust from the
Monsoon storm, with the river flowing slowly at
that place, the surface of the river had gathered
and collected foam that the dust covered and camouflaged so nicely as a secure sandbar.
"Yellow bomber" was wearing jeans on his thin
legs, cowboy boots and carried one of those long,
6 cell flashlights that was really bright.
As Jim has said earlier, I'll jump down" and he
did.
On Jim's descent, the first thing I realized is that
how good fortune had caused me to pause before
I also jumped.
As Jim's feet hit what we all thought was solid
ground, as his boots disappeared beneath him, as
the brown, camouflaged foam engulfed his jeans,
we all heard the gasp of unpleasant surprise and
dismay from his lungs as he submerged beneath
the "sandbar" into at least 10 feet of the Verde
River.
Complete surprise is the next vision.
Three guys standing on the riverbank, rods,
tackle boxes and flash lights in hand, viewing a
bright yellow hat floating on the water's surface
over a brilliant (magnified by the Verde's murky
water) light, held in Jim's slashing, struggling
back-in-forth hand trying to get the surface and a
breath of air.
Jim knew full well what awaited him upon
return from the Verde River depths.
Jim broke the surface with the desperate gasp
of an embarrassed youth among his peers.
The 3 hyenas laughing on the riverbank overshadowed any attempt to help Jim out of the river,
as it was not possible to neither stop nor aid in any
way Jim's plight. As he was a good swimmer, we
did not fear him drowning and besides, this was to
good not to take full advantage of.

After 10 minutes of being incapacitate by howling and watching Jim pour water out of his boots
and put his jeans on the hood of the truck to dry,
we were able to unload and start fishing.
I must admit, watching Jim in the lantern light
walk around in that yellow hat, cowboy boots and
skivvies were priceless.
We did catch some nice catfish that night,
between bouts of laughter and cutting liver for
bait.
Early the next morning found us weary not
from the fishing and late hour but from our faces
and guts hurting from excessive use.
I also wanted to take the opportunity to wish
all a much kinder 2006.
K.A.T.L.
Tom Soldat

A friend of mine, an
ardent purist, was
challenged once by a
golfing acquaintance as
he turned loose a large
trout he had just netted.
“Why go to all that
trouble to catch a fish,”
the exasperated golfer
demanded, “if you don’t
want to eat it?”
“Do you eat your golf
balls?” my friend
inquired.
Corey Ford- 1945
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Canyon Creek Redd Counts
Prepared by: Curtis Gill, AGFD Fish Biologist • December 16, 2005
Brown trout redd (nest) counts were carried out on Canyon Creek December 8, 2005. The objective of the survey
was to note any reproductive activities as a result of the grow out of 500 seven inch brown trout that were stocked
below the OW bridge in April, 2005.
Redds were counted from site 7C, near the Forest / Indian Reservation boundary, to the stream crossing just
downstream of the Canyon Creek Hatchery located approximately 4 miles upstream. Redds counts were conducted by two observers walking up each stream bank and visually counting redds between 7C and OW bridge. One
observer counted redds from OW bridge upstream to the stream crossing. Redds were easily identified by the ovalshaped patch of clean gravel that were free of periphyton (minute plant
growth).
A total of twenty-three redds were counted between 7C and the stream
crossing downstream of the hatchery. Twelve redds were documented
between 7C and OW bridge, with half of those located at or just downstream
of the mouth of Valentine Canyon, _ mile upstream of site 7C. Another 11
redds were noted between OW bridge and the stream crossing. Brown trout
were observer actively “working” redds in this section of stream as fish were
disturbed and fled off about half of the redds.
Overall, there appeared to be a scarcity of available spawning gravel in
Canyon Creek. Redds were observed in areas that would be considered less
than optimal for brown trout survival-to-emergence. Installation of appropriate size gravel into habitats typical for
spawning may be beneficial to brown trout recruitment in Canyon Creek.
Follow up monitoring is plan for spring – summer 2006 to document any survival of young brown trout produced
from the spawning activity observed during this December redd count survey.
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