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LEAVE ONLY FOOTPRINTS BEHIND WHEN WALKING THE PATHWAYS OF OUR ARIZONA ENVIRONMENT

SEPTEMBER • 2008

DFC SEPTEMBER PROGRAM....
Kevin Krai from Arizona Fly Fishing will be our September speaker. He will be giving a pre-
sentation on Fall Fly Fishing. Fall offers some of the best fishing of the year and Kevin will talk
about places to fish, techniques, gear, etc. Don't miss this exciting opportunity to get info from
a local expert. 

By Daniel Dreyer

You can fly fish the waters off of Cabo San Lucas for a long time and never see schools of big Cubera snap-
per.  They are there, but the gray cloud look of a school is hard to clearly see, even for the good guides.

On this day, my Baja Anglers charter service captain Arturo and I were taking a break from yesterday’s suc-
cessful marlin and dorado fishing on-the-fly and moving our 26’ fishing cat close to shore.  We were targeting big
roosterfish—one of my personal favorites on-the-fly.  The action was good.  Several mid sized roosters and many
sierras rose to the teasers cast shoreward by Arturo.  With good casting and timing in windy conditions we man-
aged to hook several nice fish.  The rhythm of this action is important.  The teaser cast can carry 300 feet, with a
big line bow downwind.  The fly angler has to watch the teaser closely and drop the fly about 60 - 80 feet out, just
to the near side of the incoming teaser lure.  You can see the “incoming boils” and need to stay calm and focused.
With the teaser under attack, the captain will bring the fish to the fly that you are starting to animate with long
strips punctuated with a flick at the end…looking like a bait fish.   When the teaser is next to the fly the captain
will jerk it clear and leave the incoming predator with only your fly in his range of senses.  Bang!  Keep the rod
tip low, feel the take with your stripping hand and let the fish set himself.  Release the fly line and lift the rod tip
for a long run and lots of fun.  Saltwater fish fight hard and fast.

After a couple hours of action with mid sized
rooster fish (up to 15#) and sierra in the 6-12#
range Arturo spotted a gray cloud behind the
boat.  He maneuvered to get us left to right
downwind.  “Snapper,” he whispered. The drill
was to be different.  Snapper respond to slow-
er teaser and fly action.  Sometimes, even a
stationary fly gets taken.  There can be no ten-
sion in the take.  Give line for two or three sec-
onds and then come tight.  

Arturo landed the teaser in the middle of the
misty color and was rewarded with a huge
explosion.   My white bait fish fly followed
and we had a take.  The hook up went smooth
and line was screaming off of my Abel 4 nar-
row, Loomis 10 wt Cross Current set up.  A
normally calm Arturo excitedly announced we
are “onto a very big fish”.  No kidding.

This husky monster was sailing away with
his school buddies, peeling off line mui rapido.  We fired up engines and gave chase.  Keeping rod tip up and reel-
ing fast to maintain tension we closed to about 120’ and got onto fly line for the first time.  Arturo, who normally
says little once you are onto a fish offered some coaching.  He stressed the need for patience with “smooth” pres-
sure and no sudden moves.  I could tell Arturo really wanted this fish in the boat, so did I.

It took a while and about four more long runs but we managed to coax the fish boat side.  Arturo has a huge net
and after a couple of misses we had our ugly beauty netted and in the boat.  We took a few pictures, had some
smiles and congratulatory handshakes and I was ready for the release—Baja Anglers is almost always catch and
release.  Arturo looked longingly at the fish and mentioned that today was his son’s second birthday.  He had all
his family coming over tonight.  He asked if he could keep this fish for the barbeque.  His face lit up when I said
“sure”.

By the way, later I caught a nice Colorado Red snapper and we both had snapper for dinner.
You will love fishing with Baja Anglers, Cabo San Lucas, Mexico.  They really know what it takes for a blue

water fly fisherman to have fun.  Baja Anglers phone number is 619 270 1124.  Web page is www.baja-anglers.com
and email is info@baja-anglers.com

Daniel Dreyer can be reached at: dubled@npgcable.com

SEPTEMBER MEETING:
Wednesday,

September 10, 2007
Dinner and Chit-Chat: 5:30-6:30 PM

Meeting- 7:00 PM- Sharp
American Legion Post #2
2125 S. Industrial Park Ave.

in Tempe

UGLY FISH, BEAUTIFUL FISHING
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We all headed up river together and
walked for a half mile or so until we
came to some good looking water.  Peter
and Martin stopped and began fishing while
Matt, Bill, Cody and I continued up stream.  We
rounded a bend and found a long run with some
deep water on one side of an exposed gravel bar
that was in the middle of the river.  I had the
stimulator on again and was soon into a nice
trout.  The rest of our group were all hooked up
soon on various dry flies-black ants, red, yellow,
or black humpies all caught fish, as well as para-
chute adams.  I stuck with the Stimulator
because it was easy to see and floated well.  We
spent a very pleasant day exploring the river and
catching westslope cutts in the 14” to 17” range.

Peter spent the whole day in the run where he
had started fishing in the morning and a couple
of holes above it.  Bill and Martin decided to go
farther up river and hiked for several miles and
caught fish all day long.  Matt, Cody and I kept
moving up river but spent a lot
of time in each good hole that
we came to.  Cody had to head
back to camp about noon and
help with the camp chores of
cutting wood and taking care of
the horses and mules.  Matt and
I continued up river until about
four o’clock.  I was tired and
had caught all the fish anyone
could want to and decided to
head back to camp.  I had
promised the good Doctor that I
would try and get a couple of fish for hors d’oeu-
vres. The rule on the Bob Marshal is that you
may keep three fish a day that are twelve inches
or less.  I stopped at a side channel where I had
seen some smaller fish rising that morning and
soon had the appetizer for camp.  An interesting
side note-Dr. Christina had worked for Virgil as

a cook for a couple of summers when she was in
college-thirty some years ago.  This was the first
time she had been back to the Bob Marshall and
wanted her daughter to experience it as she had
when she was younger.  I cleaned the fish and
walked the rest of the way back to camp.  The
Dr. was glad to have fresh trout, I was glad to
have had a great day of dry fly fishing, and it was
good to be in the beautiful Bob Marshall with
some good old and new friends.

It was five thirty or so by now and I started
to put my fishing gear away.  There was still a lot
of daylight left, as it doesn’t get dark until about
ten o’clock.  I figured I had had the best day of
dry fly fishing I had ever experienced and it
couldn’t get any better.  Boy, was I wrong.  Virgil

came over and said” You’re not quitting already
are you?” I explained that I didn’t see how it
could get any better and he said” Go down
stream to that big deep bend pool and give it a
couple of hours.  I don’t think you’ll be disap-

pointed.” I’ve found that it’s
usually a good idea to listen to
the locals when they feel like
giving out information.  I had
some fresh trout on crackers
with a little red devil hot
sauce, grabbed my rod and
headed down stream.

When I got to the big pool
and waded in, it didn’t look
real promising.  I put the stim-
ulator over several likely look-
ing spots and didn’t get any
takers.  I continued to cast and

move from spot to spot and no fish.  The water
in this pool looked to be considerably deeper
than any I had fished upstream from camp.
Before long I started to see the occasional fish
roll and take a natural-I couldn’t tell what it was
they were taking.  I would put the Stimulator

over them and get no interest or a refusal.  The
later it got the more fish I could see rising and
soon I noticed caddis flies in the air and dobbing
on the water.  I tied on a size 14 elk hair caddis
with a peacock body and was into a fish first
cast. When I looked up and down the pool I
could see hundreds of fish rising-I thought to
myself “welcome to the promised land.” I was
like a guy in a hot dog eating contest for awhile-
seeing how many trout I could get in the shortest
time.  I was having a great time of dry fly
debauchery.  Then it occurred to me that the fish
probably wouldn’t quit biting any time soon, and
if I slowed down and looked a little, I could pick
out the larger fish to cast to.  Nirvana. After an
hour or so I started getting refusals on my caddis
fly.  I thought maybe it was over-but I could still
see trout rising everywhere.  I saw something
float by that wasn’t a caddis fly-it was a mayfly.
I caught one and found it to be a mahogany bod-
ied mayfly about a size 12 or 14.  I had some of
those in my fly box.  I switched flies and it was
game on again.  Everyone on the trip caught their
largest trout in the evening while you could see
the size of the fish and cast to a specific fish-my
best was just short of 20”-Martin landed one that
was an honest 22”-that’s a great trout in anybod-
ies river.

I caught lots of trout that evening-enough to
become satiated and sit on the bank and watch
the fish rise for awhile before heading back to
camp-a nice ending to my best day ever of dry
fly fishing.  While I’m walking back to camp it’s
far from being dark, but the shadows are getting
long.  Matt and I came upon a Bear track upriv-
er today on a gravel bar that was filling up with
water-makes you walk a little faster and whistle
a little louder, knowing that there are critters
around who are above you on the food chain.  At
camp supper is ready and fishing stories are
shared.  There is a feeling of general content-
ment in camp.  Supper, a game of euchre before
it gets dark and off to bed.  Tomorrow Martin
and I are going with Virgil to Danaher Creek.

It’s now Friday.  This will be our last night
to camp on the South fork of the Flathead River.
Martin and I mount up on Friday morning to go
to fish Danaher Creek with Virgil.  Bill, Matt,
and Peter elect to walk out from camp and fish
the river again.  The ladies take a sight seeing
ride with Cody and go to a place called nine mile
(I think) Prairie.  It is an old Indian encampment
and you can still see the circles on the ground
that were left from teepees being set there for
eons.  Virgil, Martin and I make our way along
the trail that is on top of the canyon that contains
Danaher Creek.  The south fork of the Flathead
River is formed where Danaher Creek and
Young’s Creek converge.  We can see Danaher
creek far below us in the canyon.  At a certain
spot on the trail Virgil says “  I’m going to turn
off the trail right up here and you guys follow
me, but don’t follow right behind me-Ted, you
go past me a little ways and Martin, you go past
Ted a little ways and stay spread out on the hill-
side until we get away from the trail.  I’ll tell you
when it’s OK to get in behind me again”.  Virgil
explains that he found a game trail that goes
down to the creek, but he doesn’t want other
people to see where we turn off the main trail to
get on it-it’s his little secret.  When we reach the
bottom of the canyon we tie the horses and mule
up hidden in the trees and get geared up.  Martin

Part 2- Fly Fishing the Bob Marshall Wilderness
By Ted Bounds

“When I looked up
and down the pool 

I could see hundreds
of fish rising-

I thought to myself
“welcome to the
promised land.”



Desert Fly Casters

MEMBERSHIP 
CORNER & MORE

DFC New Members... 
Welcome new members for August:
Rick Sweetnam, Richie
Sweetnam, Mikey Sweetnam,
Ty Segaline, Michelle Sarina

Charlie Rosser
Membership Chairman
chasr123@cox.net
480-586-7163

Reminder....
The American Legion will be serv-
ing food at our monthly DFC
meetings.  Come early, have din-
ner and share your fish stories
with other members.  Food will be
served 5:30 to 6:30.  Last orders,
as a (DFC) courtesy (please), will
be taken at 6:30 so we may start
the meeting at 7:00 PM sharp.
• Hamburger - $4.00 
• Cheeseburger - $5.00  
• BLT Club Sandwich - $7.00  
• Chicken Strips $6.00 (regular or
buffalo style)  
• Ocean Basket - $8.00 (Shrimp,
fish, crab cakes)   
All include fries and coleslaw

and I go up stream and Virgil goes down-we will
meet back at the horses at three o’clock.
Danaher Creek is much the same as the south-
fork, only a little smaller water.  The cutts are all
over the Stimulator again and we spend an
enjoyable day of fishing and exploring.  We meet
back at the horses as planned and begin the ride
back to camp.  Far upstream from camp we see
Bill and Matt near the confluence of the two
creeks.  We holler and wave at each other.  They
have a long hike back to camp ahead of them.
When we get back to camp it’s still early and
Martin and I go down stream and find Peter fish-
ing one of the big pools-he’s spent the whole day
there.  The fishing is a repeat of the day before-
caddis hatch first and then the mahogany
mayflies.  What a great way to end another day.

Saturday finds everyone up early for coffee
and breakfast and packing up our gear and tear-
ing down the tents so we can start our ride out of
the Bob Marshall.  We stop on Gordon creek
again for lunch and a little fishing-fishing is still
good, but there is a certain sadness and resigna-
tion in everyone.  We know our adventure is
coming to an end.  After lunch we ride on into
the Shaw Creek Camp for our last night in the
Bob Marshall Wilderness.  We have a nice sup-
per, play some cards and drink the rest of the
whiskey we had been rationing for the last week
so we wouldn’t run out.  Tomorrow it’s back to
the lodge, cold beer, and hot showers.  If you
have to leave the wilderness that’s as good a rea-
son as any.

You can reach Ted at: tedannbounds@msn.com

The ride out Sunday is uneventful.  We stop
at upper Mulholland lake again for lunch and to
let the pack trains and people get up the single
file part of the trail before we start down.  No
one bothers to fish the lake this time- I think we
have become jaded and spoiled by the numbers
and size of fish we had enjoyed on the river and
its tributaries.  The last few miles back to the
lodge seem like the longest part of the trip.
When we arrive at the lodge we ease our creak-
ing knees and sore backsides off the horses for
the last time.  Then it’s on to hot showers, cold
beers, and grilled hamburgers.  We all call home
and are assured that alls OK at home.  We repack
our bags and prepare for the flight home-I think
there are more people at Sky Harbor on any
given day than there is in the state of Montana.

Monday at the airport in
Missoula handshakes and
hugs along with email
addresses and phone numbers
are exchanged.  It’s a long day
of travel and by the time I get
to Phoenix I have had my fill
of airplanes and airports and
want to sit down some place
where I can straighten out my
knees.  Ann picks me up at the
airport and we go out for din-
ner and then home to rest.  I
have missed her greatly and it
feels good to see and hear her
again.

Looking back on the trip
there are several things that I
treasure greatly.  The slow
and deliberate take of a dry
fly that is the cutthroats signa-
ture.  The pleasant lilting
sound of Christina and Julia

speaking High German to each other. New
friends made and old friends enjoyed.  The alive
and alert feeling of knowing that you aren’t the
top of the food chain in the wilderness.
Watching the deer and elk come into the horse
corral every morning at Shaw Creek Camp for
some salt and any feed that’s left after the hors-
es are caught.  How numbingly cold the water is
in the river when you bathe in it.  I marvel at
Peter Jones-the grit he has to do a trip like this at
75 years young.  What a great group of people to
share a week of fishing and exploring with.
Makes me want to plan another trip for next
year-anyone interested?  

October 3-5, 2008
We will be camping at
Lakeside Campground
Walk-in season dates are weather
permitting only. Please call 928-537-
8888 for more information. 

Located in the town of Lakeside,
Arizona, across the street from the
Lakeside Ranger Station. Sites are
level and situated in a ponderosa
pine forest area. Firewood is avail-
able. Restrooms and sanitary dump
station are provided. Popular activi-
ties include fishing, hiking, and
sightseeing. Campground host is on
site.

Mark Lucht is host of this outing
and can be reached at:
lucht@email.com

September Swap Meet
Have some gently used fly fishing gear you want to
sell or are you looking for a new rod, reel, float tube,

waders, etc? DFC will be having it's Annual Swap
Meet before the meeting from 5:00-6:30. Come join us
to sell, buy, and swap. Also, don't forget that the hall is
serving food again. Come early and eat with your DFC

friends.
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VARIATION OF 
THE STILL WATER NYMPH
Hook: Size 20 to 22  (TMC 200R or
similar)
Thread: Brown 6/0
Tail: Dark Brown or Black Moose Hair
Body: Brown Thread
Thorax: Chocolate Brown Dubbing
Wing: White Foam
1)- Place the hook in the vise and
secure the thread at the head and wrap
back to just before the bend.
2)- Tie 3 or 4 moose fibers for the tail.
3)- Wrap the thread forward over the
moose fibers building a tapered body
(make sure you leave plenty of room
for the thorax)
4)- When you have the body tapered
and you have left plenty of room for the
thorax, tie in the foam wing right where
you have stopped the body, tie in with a
couple of turns of thread, the long end
should be pointing towards the back.
Trim off the tag (long end) leaving
approx, 1/8” or so of the post.
5)- Dub the thread with the chocolate
brown dubbing and make several turns
to build up the thorax.
6)- Whip finish, trim the thread and the
foam wing to about 1/16” above the
thorax.
This is my go to fly on the San Juan, I
would suggest that you always have
these in your box. Hope to see you all
at the San Juan outing. If you have any
questions on tying this fly please feel
free to give me a call 480-786-3440.

Bill Thying- Trout Bum
cra_z_flyfisher@me.com

……from Bill Thyng’s
Fly Tying Bench

Beginning Tying Session
We have just wrapped up a class but there is at least one person interested in
starting another session. I will schedule another session as soon as a couple
more people want to join in.   Check with Bob Harrison at: Harrn7963@aol.com

ROCKY POINT 
(MEXICO) FLIES
There are a number of salt
water baitfish patterns that you
can use for Rocky Point but
you can also get by with
Clousers and Crazy Charlies
in several color combinations.
The real key to catching fish in
Rocky Point is to get the fly
down to the bottom where the
fish are.  Lead (or a substitute)
wrapped on the hook or a set
of dumbbell eyes can help get
it down. Coat the lead with
finger nail polish or something
similar to keep the flies to
have a white powder all over
them the next time you use
them. Tie your flies 2 inches or
longer to help. 

You may also want a fly with
a little silver flash in case the
pompanos show up. You can
add some flashabou or krystal
flash in the middle on the
Clouser or tie a Flash Fly like
you would carry to Alaska. 

Clouser - Chartreuse and White
Hook: Standard saltwater hook sizes 2/0-6  
Thread: 6/0 color match bucktail or clear monofiliment thread  
Body: Thread or Krystal flash, use epoxy or flex cement to coat and
protect  
Wing: Bucktail, - white on top/ chartreuse underside with a little
Krystal Flash on the top, remember that a clouser turns over in the
water  
Head: Use epoxy or head cement to coat head  
Eyes: Dumbell or bead chain eyes - size to match hook  

Saltwater Flies: Gotcha (tan with pink) 
Hook: Size 4-8 standard or light wire saltwater  
Thread: Pink 6/0  
Body: Clear v-rib over pink or pearl Krystal Flash  
Tail: Krystal Flash or mylar tubing  
Wing: Tan calf tail tied in front of eyes.  
Eyes: Medium bead chain, silver  

TYING CORNER • SEPTEMBER
Favorites and Recipes from Bob Harrison’s Fly Tying Bench

Monthly Tying Session
The session will be held at Bob Harrison’s house (Bob’s address is: 3356 E. Javelina, Mesa,
AZ) on Wednesday, September 17th  from 7 to 9pm. The flies for this month will be the White
and Chartreuse Clouser and the Pink Gothcha. (Gotcha is a variation of the Crazy Charlie)
Patterns are listed below

Some other of Bob’s favorites...

SAN JAUN
At the September meeting we will
have a get together for all those
going on the San Juan Outing. This
will give everyone an opportunity to
meet and Bill will be there giving
out maps and other info. If you are
wanting to carpool you will have
the opportunity to meet the others
going on the trip and arrange a
rideshare.
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It's that time again ...
By the time this outing takes place, most

of you will think the fishing season is over
Got some great news for ya' .....

One of the " funnist " and " fishiest :
events is upon us . Yep I'm tallking about our
annual trip south of the border, Rocky
Point......

October will give you an idea of what's to
come via our program for that month.

I just wanted to titillate your fishing sens-
es ( all 6 of them ) ; and get you in gear to
make plans for this really neat outing...

First we will have our mixer on Friday
evening at the Playa Del Oro camp grounds

Second we will have our usual prime rib
dinner and banquet on Saturday night at the
Baja Cantina .Believe it or not there is great
beef in R.P. ( they smuggle it in from Iowa)

Lastly Friday is Halloween night, so to fol-
low custom we're going to have a costume
contest . Three prizes . Best men's ,Best
Women's and "Sexyist,” complete with
prizes......

I also might add we have a raffle with
some great prizes, two maybe three saltwater
type rods , flies , etc.....

Next months newsletter will have more
specifics about gear, techniques , and other
important stuff...

P.S.  The annual R.P. shirts are going to be
really cool. ( no not pink )

P.S.S. Checked with city clerk and a pass-
port is not needed to enter Mex. by land until
2009 ...

Luv Ya'll   Doc

ROCKY POINT....
October 31-November 2, 2008
Doc Nickel....in his own words

Questions??? Check with Doc at: funnyfarm150@yahoo.com

MARK YOUR
CALENDAR...
DFC BANQUET 
IS A COMIN’
DECEMBER 10, 2008
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Here we are in September and that
means the end of the year is fastly
approaching. With the end of the year

comes our Annual Christmas Banquet but
before that we need to do some board member
nominations that will start at the October meet-
ing. I will run a list of positions along with their
description in next month’s newsletter but for
now I would like try and persuade some of you
to consider joining the board.

Most of our current board members have
been serving for many years and some of them
need a break. Our membership is up to about
180 paid members and this is the highest it is
has ever been. Hopefully some of you will step
up and volunteer. The board meets the 3rd
Wednesday of each month just down the street
from the meeting hall at a restaurant called El
Penasco. We meet at 7:00 p.m. and the meeting
usually ends around 8:45. This means that over
a course of a year you will only have to free up
11 extra nights (we don’t have a December
board meeting). Again, please consider helping
us run this club. It will be much appreciated.

Now on to the banquet! This has been an
interesting year and I think all of us are feeling
the crunch of the down economy. This also

means that the retail stores we frequent, manu-
facturers of fishing gear, and the restaurants we
dine in are also feeling the crunch. We have no
idea how this is going to effect the donations we
receive for our annual fundraiser. The letters
have been sent so time will tell. It is very impor-
tant that we continue to support our sponsors as
much as possible. While we get some very gen-
erous donations from the shops and manufac-
turers, most of our donations come from our
members. We have a swap meet from 5-7 before
the upcoming September meeting. If you are
going to be a “seller” why not consider donating
the items you don’t sell to the club? You can
also donate items that are not fishing related.
We have seen lamps, paintings, tattoos, mas-
sages, camping items, etc. If you have a restau-
rant you frequent or a favorite hair stylist, ask
them for a donation. We are a non-profit organi-
zation and all contributions can be tax deducted.
If you have something you would like to donate,
see Bill Thyng at the meeting.

I hope everyone is having a great year.
Mother Nature has been very good and has
blessed us with plenty of snow in the winter and
two good back-to-back monsoon seasons. This
has lead to some great fishing. Recently a few

A couple of weeks ago, I had my first chance
to go fishing in Idaho. After a great four day trip
I would definitely say that it won’t be my last.

Cinda and I were lucky enough to tag along with
some friends who had business to attend to in
McCall Idaho.  Even better was that fact that the
business was at a resort sitting on Payette Lake.
Being the good friends that we are, we simply had to
go and help out.

When most people talk about fishing in Idaho, you
don’t often hear them talking about the McCall area.
In fact, when we mentioned that we were going to
McCall, several people told us that the fishing was
not very good in that area.  That was a little discour-
aging, but as most of you know, we don’t give up
that easy.  As luck would have it, we have a friend in
Idaho who had fished the area several times.  He was
kind enough to give us some pretty good informa-
tion on where to go and what patterns we would
need.  Now things were starting to look up.  Cinda
made a few calls and located an Orvis lodge in the
area.  As it would turn out, a couple of the guides

were off on the first day we were going fishing and
agreed to show us around.  Now things were really
looking up!

On the day we arrived, we just couldn’t stand not
going fishing for a few hours.  It does stay light this
time of year until almost 10 PM you know.  So off
we went with our friend Chuck at the wheel and
Cinda deeply entrenched in “The Fly fisherman’s
Guide to Idaho” how could we go wrong.  About 15

minutes from the resort, we were in some of
the lushest green forest I had ever seen.
Almost the entire time we were driving, we
were along side one of the many rivers in the
area.  After a few minutes, we decided on a
spot and jumped out.

Stepping out of the truck, I immediately
knew that I had made a critical error!
Remember how I described the lush country-
side?  It stays that way because of all the
standing water.  Yes, you guessed it.  MIS-
QUITOS! Big ones and clearly they meant
business.  At one point I felt myself get light
on my feet at that tried to take me back and
feed me to their young.  Since I had left my
bug spray in the room, it was Chuck to the

rescue.  If he had not had a small bottle of repellent,
I think it would have been suicide to stay and fish.

Have you ever found yourself in one of those spots
where it looks like you couldn’t help but catch fish?
Well this was that kind of spot.  And you know what,
I couldn’t catch a thing.  The water was clear a mov-
ing nicely, there were a few fish rising in the area
and none of them seemed interested in anything that
I was throwing at them.  Fortunately it was really
nice out and I didn’t really care that I was not doing
so well.  We fished for a couple of hours with minor
success and called it a day.  It was almost 9:30 at
night and getting dark by now.  We made it back just

in time to eat dinner at about the only place open in
town on a Sunday night in McCall.  I don’t remem-
ber the name, but the food was great.

The next morning we were up and out early.  We
drove for about an hour to the area where we were
meeting the local guides that Cinda had managed to
coax into fishing with us for the day.  We were right
on time and so were they.  Uri and Robie seemed
primed and ready to go.  Well Uri anyway.  It seems
that our young guide friend, Robie, might have
stayed up a little late enjoying a beverage or two with
some friends and now he was not feeling so great.
He sucked it up and we headed down the hill and
started fishing.  It wasn’t long before we were all
into the fish.  The cutthroats were many and eager to
take your flies.  It seemed that any big dry would do.
My weapon of choice was a large size 4 stimulator.
At times I could see lots of small fish hitting my fly,
but they were just too small to get it in their mouths.
Fortunately it did not take long for something larger
to come by and snap it up.  This continued through-
out the morning at a few different spots in the area.
Around noon, the guys said we should head to a new
location and see if we could find some Bull Trout.
Bull Trout = Big Fish.

of us were at Drift Fence. The fishing was great
but more importantly the lake was full and very
healthy looking. Normally on a mid August day
you would arrive at the lake and see it choked
out with weeds and green from an algae bloom.
Thanks to all the moisture, that was not the
case. We are in a monumental year and the fish
and bugs are happy to have all this water. Our
September meeting is going to be about getting
the best out of your fall fishing. With all this
rain, the fishing should be off the charts.  Mark
Lucht is hosting an October outing up in the
White Mountains. Consider joining him, as you
will be able to use some of the info presented at
the meeting and take advantage of the healthy
state of our lakes and streams.

I won’t be at the meeting but in my absence
Bill will be holding a meeting for all those
going to the San Juan. There is more info about
this further in the newsletter.

Cinda Howard, President
lady_angler@cox.net

President’s Drift Cinda Howard

Idaho Bull Trout Bonanza By Steve Berry
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“A River Runs Through It” by
Norman McLean, 1989 University of
Chicago Press, $12.00 – September
2008 DFC Newsletter.

I have heard it mentioned that this
book, and later, the movie are what
caused the explosion of popularity or
death, depending on who you talk to, of
our sport. No matter what side of this
argument you are on, this is a beautiful
story about two brothers and their lives as
it relates to the rivers of rural Montana
and their love for fly fishing. 

Norman McLean has successfully
exposed the sacredness of Montana fly
fishing and the philosophy of the fly fish-
erman. He shares his experiences as a
child growing up with an unruly little
brother, a loving mother, and a strict
Presbyterian minister for a father. Life
isn’t always perfect and doesn’t always
turn out as you expected it to, as she
shows with himself and with his brother.
They chose careers that the other didn’t
quite approve of, but they are able to see
past their differences and come together
to spend time fly fishing. 

Even their fly fishing styles were differ-
ent from one another. Norm hadn’t fished
as much as his brother Paul and both had
since developed different styles of fly
fishing. Norm had just about every fly
known to man while Paul carried every fly
he needed in the band in his hat. 

Like most brothers, competition exists
between them. Neither of them likes to be
out done by the other so they have a joke
they like to play on one another which
involves a big rock and a big splash while
one is catching fish and the other is not.
There is also a funny story about Norm’s
new brother-in-law who would rather get
drunk than fish. Not to mention, Neal fish-
es with worms and drinks while fishing
which broke all the rules with Norm and
Paul. 

In the end as brothers and family can
grow apart, this family is able to stay
together through tough times having a
common love for rivers. These brothers
are able to once again understand each
other, where they come from and where
they are going

BOOK REVIEW
by Bill Batchelor

Just before we hit the road, Uri said that we could
stop at the country club and have lunch along the
way.  We had brought some sandwiches and assort-
ed other items and were discussing how we were
going to tell Uri that we really didn’t have time to sit
down and order lunch at the county club.  Frankly
we had to be back in McCall a little early today to
meet Chuck’s wife for dinner.  Stopping to order
lunch at a country club would surely cut into our
fishing time.  However, since they were nice enough
to show us around, we figured we would just order
something quick and eat as fast as we could so we
could get back to the fishing.

About 40 minutes later, we arrived at the
Yellowpine Country Club.  Also known in our terms
as a “Wide spot in the road.” Cinda, Chuck and I all
looked at each other and laughed.  The country club
was actually a small layout through the woods with
tin cans in the ground for holes.  No water hazards,
sand traps and certainly no sit down table service.
Well that it is unless you count the wooden picnic
table where we ate lunch.  Sometimes you have to

remember that everyone is not from the big city and
people really do enjoy a slower pace of life.  And for
our dining entertainment, we got to watch a crew of
guys using a crane to pick up a pre-fab concrete
restroom and load it onto a truck.  This was all hap-
pening only a few feet from where we were sitting.
Definitely not something you see everyday while
dining at the county club.

After a quick lunch, we drove to our next section
of water.  I would consider telling where it is, but I
hear these guys took Jimmy Hoffa there fishing years
ago.  He talked and well, you know he hasn’t been
seen since!  Let’s just say that the drive and short

walk to the fishing hole
was well worth suffering
through the lunch at the
county club.  If anyone
ever asks you if you
want to go bull trout
fishing, just say yes and
don’t ask too many
questions.  

When I asked what
size leader and tippet
and he suggested 2X, I
knew that was a good
sign.  Next when I
showed him my size 4
streamer and he asked if
I had anything bigger, I
knew that this was not
going to be stocker fish-
ing.  Cinda was first up
and in a couple of cast

had landed her first Bull Trout.  Next I took a shot in
the hole and had the same result.  Chuck was the
anchorman and was able to hook up as well.  We
stayed at the hole for a while longer catching several
more bulls until we wore out our welcome with the
fish.
Steve Berry can be reached at: 
flyingflyfisher2@yahoo.com

The other morning as I plugged in my battery
powered electric shaver for a recharge I was thinking
how life would be a little better if I was to recharge
some parts of my life. As a whole I’m pretty satis-
fied. I haven’t read of my death in the newspaper
recently or even care to- but looking back on some
experiences they somehow settled into memories
I’ve had on my favorite trout streams. Yeah, it
sounds funny but some of those nights by myself I
felt re-charged after a few hours. For instance there
was one night I had the Pere Marquette River
(Michigan) all to myself- on a stretch I could easily
wade and work my Orvis Far and Fine. There was no
hatch- gray skies and a coolness to the air. I put on a
Parachute Adams #14 and within 4 casts I had trout
after trout. This went on for better than 2 hours. And,
as I look back on that night I must have created my
own hatch. Peaceful as it was I was  recharged by the
time I got back to the car and had something cold to
drink as I got out of my waders. I entered the
evening fish in my fly fishing journal and could
hardly wait to call a couple of my fishing buddies the
next day. Our TU chapter didn’t have any meetings
during the summer months so a few contacts had to
hear from me by phone about my left-over tales of
the previous evening. 

Oh, those were the nights, as my mind played in
quick movie frames sorting out the day I left behind
as I stood in the stream. Other nights might not have
been too productive- but I was recharged still in need
to call a fishing buddy the next day. Not so much any
more what with my odd work schedule. And, yet
while sitting here in my studio a few days ago I dug
out a couple of my treasured fly fishing journals from
years back and rejuvenated myself looking back on
some of the nights in the past. It gave me a chance to
look into my roots per se, of what I gained in the art
of our “silent sport,” flyfishing. I was at the moment
reliving an experience while thumbing through my
written words of one of those night’s years ago. The
dates in my journal are past tense now but I could
take myself back in time and account for every pre-
sentation of my fly rod just before I felt the trout pull
me into his world. I was recharged then and even
now as I thumbed through my journals.

We’re lucky DFC Trout Bums here in the
Valley…we meet every month to share in our experi-
ences and gain new ones even before we head out on
our own journeys. In today’s flailing economy we
still want to meet, talk, laugh and pull together with
memories of the streams or lakes. Some of us have
the desire to be leaders and tie flies, give reports,

Getting Recharged... R.McKeon, Editor & Trout Bum

.....Recharged- continued on back page



Desert Fly Casters
PO Box 42252
Mesa,AZ 85274-2252

MAIL TO: ☛

OUTINGS- 2008
Cinda Howard- President

Steve Berry-Vice President
Mark Lucht- Treasurer

Donna Hatheway- Secretary

Outings- Bill Thyng

Programs- Dave Weaver

Retail - Gerry Wiemelt

Membership- Charlie Rosser

Education- David Hwang

Education Committee
Doug Walker

Conservation- Mike Yavello

Conservation Committee
Richard Hall, Bob Harrison

TU/FFF Liaison- Dan Schwartz

Videos & Books- Gary Cohen

Raffles- Tyler Stone

Newsletter Editor/Graphics Guru 
Robert McKeon

Website Administrator
Bill Batchelor

Membership at Large- Doc Nickel 

Web Address Site
http://www.desertflycasters.com 

2008 DESERT FLY CASTERS
BOARD OF DIRECTORS

September 20-23 San Juan River (Hosted by Cinda Howard)
October 3-5 White Mountains (Hosted by Mark Lucht)
October 31-November 2 Rocky Point (Hosted by Doc)

DECEMBER 10, 2008
DFC ANNUAL BANQUET

Mark it on your calendar...More info coming in future newsletters!
NOTE ALL DATES ARE SUBJECT TO CHANGE BASED ON HOST AVAILABILITY!!!!!

share stories with the written word and/or share colorful visuals to draw people closer together. I see meeting every
month a journal of our own to keep the flame fanned for fly fishing. Each of us has something to say or listen to,
and gain knowledge. In a way it’s like plugging in the electric shaver and getting recharged.

I see our DFC Trout Bums only at membership meetings and board meetings, Fortunately for me the enthusi-
asm and joys expressed during these brief encounters make me believe there is that unexplained wonder that brings
us together no matter how the economy has been forecasted. I think it is in part to do with leadership in areas of
our DFC structure to keep the meetings and outings inviting along with the educational venues that keep our inter-
ests positive. It all takes work by a few to keep the battery charged so all can benefit. I see the results in the faces
of members at the meetings….all charged up and ready to go. 

While driving home after a DFC meeting I feel inspired from the members and friends I just left. And, I was
thinking maybe I should start a new set of journals…about the comradeship of the evening. Well, at least with my
schedule as I know it, I’ve got the opportunity to recharge my life by attending another DFC meeting and hang-
ing out.

Yeah, life is good, I’m pretty satisfied, wouldn’t change a thing while walking on the top side of the grass.

Robert McKeon, Editor - rmckeon2@cox.net

Getting Recharged continued....

DFCANNUAL

SWAPMEET
Before the

DFCClub Meeting

September 10, 2008

5:00 PM - 7:00 PM

Bring in those treasured fishing items-

Trade and Sell them to your fellow 

DFC Trout Bums!


