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Report: ROCK POINT
FISH WIDOWS
A perspective look from the
“other side”
By Karyn Weaver
very year in November, DFC’ers enjoy
a weekend in sunny Mexico at the
club’s annual Rocky Point Outing. As
with the other big DFC Outing, held in June at
the White Mountains, the Rocky Point Outing
offers the families to accompany these fly-fishing persons for a great weekend get-together.
One family bought their young teenage sons to
join in the fun. Others brought their pets.
While most of the socializing takes place in the
evenings after the fishing is through for the
day, those of us who don’t fish need to do
something to amuse ourselves during the times
our great fishermen are out on the water.
If, while packing and preparing for this
Mexican get-a-way, you make plans for a fun,
romantic weekend with your main squeeze,
you need to get a grip and face reality. Your
avid fly-fishing husband won’t be going to
Rocky Point to keep you entertained. He’s
going so he can fish. And fish he will.
I know this fact and accepted it as a way of life,
as other “fish widows” will attest. I met my
die-hard fisherman there 10 years ago while he
was enjoying some socializing time with fellow DFC’ers. Rumor has it that he’d been fishing all week and was forced into town so he
could shower. Thanks, guys!
After studying the fishing habits of this
group of fly-fishers, I noted that one group
only fish for a few short hours at a time, and
may or may not get back out on the water more
than once a day. This group likes to sit around
and socialize after fishing, telling lies about the
one that got away before they could grab their
camera, catching up on the latest fishing stories, comparing best local food spots, or maybe
one or two may give in and take their wives
shopping, see the sights of Rocky Point, or
take in a meal. Mostly, this group is here to
relax and, other than fish, do nothing. Sharing
food and drink is part of this relaxing ritual.
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Karyn Weaver and Georganne Jennenga

Then there are the total die-hard fly-fishermen. Here’s the plan for the weekend: he goes
fishing; you entertain yourself. Simple.
No problem here. There’s a beautiful beach to
lie out on or take long strolls upon. If you’re a
dreamer, you can imagine yourself laying in the
warm sand with an iced umbrella drink in hand,
luxuriating in the feel of sun screen applied by
that delightfully adorable cabana boy, Carlos.
Of course, in reality, we know the RV park
doesn’t supply cabana boys.
This year, I brought some sewing to do to
keep me entertained. Other wives brought hobbies to work on or fought to stay cool in the
almost blistering heat, while our husbands disappeared for the day. Good books get read and
generally doing nothing is a great way to
escape an otherwise busy life.
Shopping is something most women like to do
and there are plenty of places to shop in Rocky
Point. That is, as long as he leaves you the car!
This past Rocky Point outing wasn’t much different than other outings. Our die-hards went

fishing and we entertained ourselves. This
year, four of us women had a “girl’s day out”
and had so much fun, we didn’t want to end it.
We drove toward Sandy Beach and were
amazed at the construction of all the new
resorts. We stopped in at a couple of RV parks
to inquire about beachfront spaces and ended
up in Cholla Bay for lunch at JJ’s Cantina.
Girls, we need to do that each and every day
of the next Rocky Point outing!
Next year, we’ll go shopping and spend an
obscene amount of money and perhaps our
husbands will want to join us thereafter.
Now you “fishing widows” know that you
need not stay at home while your husbands go
to Mexico for the annual DFC Rocky Point
Outing. We can unite and plan an annual Girl’s
Day Out that might even get some men off the
water to join us. There’s plenty to do, even if
you do nothing. Remember, you can always
dream up Carlos!
Merry Christmas to all!

Editors Note: In their own words... on page 2 and 3 of this December issue
Georganne Jennenga and Karyn Weaver give us Trout Bums some insight on
Rocky Point. Hope you enjoy the articles. Thank you to both. Editor- Bob McKeon
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DFC Rocky Point
Trip, 2008
By Georganne Jannenga
t was with much anticipation that I looked
forward to the DFC Rocky Point trip this
year. In addition to the fact that it is my
favorite Club trip of the year, and certainly the
most fun of all our trips, I would also get to hang
out with my youngest son, Ryan, who was running the parasailing operation down in Puerto
Penasco this summer. I decided to drive down
alone this year, as Ryan had just recently gotten
his almost new Avalanche stolen from the fish
market and I had no idea what kind of ride he had
in wake of that event. But, as a single woman, I
felt it safer to at least follow some buddies across
the border, so I hooked up with the two Charlies
& Denny Johnson’s group in Gila Bend where
we all grabbed a quick burger. After a short stop
in Ajo for those of us that didn’t already have our
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Mexico insurance, we were on our way. The two
Charlies were in the lead, Denny’s group second
and me tailing behind as we crossed the border.
All of a sudden there were two Mexican policemen pointing what looked to be a toy radar gun
at us. As they approached my TrailBlazer I tried
to explain in my “muy pocito Espanol” that I was
just trying to keep up with “mi amigos”. As far
as I know, the 2nd vehicle got pulled over and
paid some sort of extortionary fine while the two
Charlies and I waited for them to catch up a ways
up the road. Phew! With that over, we proceeded on anxiously looking forward to that first margarita!
Once in town I broke from the group and met
up with my son at Capone’s (a great little sports
bar with good pizza &, of course, Italian food)
for that drink!
It was so good to see him after so many
months. We celebrated with appetizers and several margaritas and “caught up” on each other’s
lives. Now that he’s a “local”, Ryan, seems to
know everyone in town, so free drinks and a
warm welcome was the standard issue everywhere we went that weekend. Ryan’s roommate,
Mike, was gracious enough to move out of their
little two bedroom duplex in the Mirador area&
in with his girlfriend to give me his bedroom for
the weekend, so I settled in. Ry & I traipsed over
to the campground to see who all from the DFC
had arrived then went down to the Boo Bar
upstairs from the fish market to meet up with
some more of Ryan’s friends.
The next day, instead of fishing as I normally
do, I was invited to go out on a boat trip, gratis,
to Bird Island. Never having been there, that

sounded like fun to me. Of course I took a flyrod and a conventional rod along. Mike and his
girlfriend operate this tour boat that goes out to
the island. I was able to do a little trolling around
the island while we toured (but no flyfishing due
to the sea lions) and picked up a few triggers and
a couple of other silver fish
which I did not recognize.
While Ryan finished up his
scuba certification I did
some snorkeling around
the island with the sea lions
swimming right up underneath me. What a blast! It
was a gorgeous day and the
water was the perfect temperature. We indulged on
some burritos and margaritas and coronas on the boat
ride back in to the harbor.
Friday
night
was
Halloween,
and
from what I hear,
literally hundred of
little Hispanic children showed up at
the “Gringo campground” that afternoon to collect their
treats. I brought
down a “gansta”
costume that I had
worn to a previous
party (& since we
were going to
Capone’s, thought it appropriate) and my
goofy son dressed his little street-found
dog, Pancha, up in a rooster costume and he wore
a t-shirt that said “Cock Fighter”. Who would
have thought that a costume like that would win
“most favorite” and $20 bucks at the Black Dog?
Saturday is always the day we fish from our
float tubes and pontoons down the shoreline so I
was there early and hopped in my boat. The
ocean was a bit choppy that day and the going
was tough in a float tube. I got about halfway to
the point and my bum knees started to give out. I
kept trying to catch up with the group, but it
seemed the harder I kicked the further away they
got from me, so I finally gave up and went to
shore. As I stood on the shore trying to decide if
I should A. walk back down the long beach dragging all my equipment, B. Leave it there, go get
the car, hoping it wouldn’t get stolen, C. Get
back in the surf and try to make it around the corner of the rocky point, or D. wait for the tide to
turn and float back to the campground….lo and
behold, along comes Kitty Weimelt in her pontoon. Seeing me stranded there she paddled over
and we rigged up my float tube to her pontoon
with a fish stringer and she towed me back to the
campground. She is such a sweetheart. She
interrupted her own fishing to do that. What a
great friend! As I raced off to the ladies room
after getting out of the tube (the person that could
develop a system for a gal to go potty from
waders would be a millionaire!) she and Karyn
Weaver even dragged my float tube back to the
campground for me as they knew my knees were
hurting. Of course I needed several more margaritas after that to dull the pain!

Sat. night was our usual prime rib dinner at
Baja Cantina. As usual the food was great as
was the raffle. I won a used flyrod and some
sort of tool that my son wanted. Ryan and I got
a kick out of Karyn Weaver choosing a bird
feeder over the assorted flyrods and reels that
were available when her ticket
was called!
Since Ryan didn’t have
too many parasailing requests on
Sunday, we just tooled around
and looked at some real estate &
spent some quality fun time
together. We took a ride all the
way out past Las Conchas and
looked at the new development
out on that point and then headed
the other direction and wound up
out at JJ’s Cantina where we
spent the rest of the afternoon.
It’s my fav spot, especially when
Roger
Clyne
and
the
Peacemakers are there the day
after their semi annual Mexico
concerts.
Monday morning came
way too fast, but we picked Doc
& Sharon up at the campgrounds
and Ryan and his Mexican shipmate took the 3 of us parasailing.
What a kick! The view from the
parasail is fantastic and when I
looked down at the water I could
see the dolphins surfacing all
around underneath me. I did
keep a pretty close eye on the knot that held the
straps to the parasail though, but felt secure
knowing that my son is a licensed ship captain
and knows what he is doing. (I sure as heck
felt a lot more confident than the last time I
went parasailing in Puerto Vallarta with a couple of dreadlocked mates after one too many
margaritas! LOL) Doc & Sharon loved the
ride and we have some great photos!

Then it was off to the fish market for one last
meal with my son before hitting the highway
home. I planned to follow Karyn & Dave out
across the border, but on the last minute Ryan
decided to pack some of his stuff in my Blazer,
as he would be closing down the parasailing
operation the following weekend, so I told
them to go on ahead. We met two of Ryan’s
friends at one of the cantinas and had a blast,
eating shrimp and drinking more margaritas, of
course! Before I knew it…it was 1 o’clock
and…oops, my Mexican insurance expired at 2
p.m. so I hightailed it out of town after giving
Ryan one more toast & a big hug! All in all it
was a fun trip, but before I go again next year I
hope to be able to purchase a pontoon boat!
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....From the Riffles
Attention DFC
Trout Bums!!!!
Back by popular demand is
one of our favorite annual
speakers. Jeff Currier, well
know fly fishing adventure
traveler, writer, photographer
and artist will be the speaker
for our March 2009 club
meeting.
Jeff is recently
back from another one of his
unheard of fishing trips and
you won’t believe the stories
behind it. Amongst all the
other craziness, he also managed to catch a possible
world record Mahseer in the
rivers of Northern India.
Because of the dates of the
ISE show this year, we had to
move our meeting up one
week and a day in order to
get Jeff to hang around and
do his presentation. So here
is the info. Please note the
changes. We would hate to
have a good time without
you!

Desert Flycasters
March Meeting
Tuesday
March 3rd 2009
at 7:00 PM
Normal
meeting location

MEMBERSHIP
CORNER
Welcome new members
for Oct & Nov:
Bill David, Don Thene,
Phil Click, Kent
Berchin-Miller,
John Fischer, Billy Wingo,
Carl Rutherford,
Mike Lyons
Charlie Rosser

THAT GUY
by Vince Deadmond

Around the water cooler, coffee machine, or wherever you gather with coworkers there is
always that guy that asks, “How was your weekend?” Usually that guy is really not interested in that
lame home improvement project, how you cleaned the gutters, or how you got stains out of your laundry, or the movie you watched from Blockbuster, and that your gourmet treat was a burger from the
dollar menu. Usually that guy’s weekend was an adventure. If you had gone to Rocky Point with the
club outing on October 30 - November 2 you could have had the adventure, the life that everyone wants
to live.
LIFE ON THE BEACH. Most of the group stayed at the
Playa de Oro RV Park on Mirador Beach. People fished
from the beach, launched pontoon boats, and generally
enjoyed the beach. We had folks in motor homes, campers,
and tents, everyone had a grand time. Friday evening we
had a social around the barbeque grill, and shared food and
drink. Some of the seasoned saltwater fishermen gave
pointers on having a successful fishing day. Friday evening
was Halloween so we did have some people in interesting
costumes and several folks carried the evening on to cantinas around town.
HOW WAS THE FISHING? Several of us arrived Thursday so we could scout and fish Friday. Early
Friday morning, (sunrise) the group was ready to launch nine boats at La Pinta, the second estuary.
Our objective was to fish our way across to the far beach, and try to get into the channel by the Mayan
Palace (usually a good fish holding area). If we pick up a few Bone Fish along the way that would be
a bonus. Several Bone Fish were caught, and it is hard to make progress when a Bone Fish is turning
your pontoon boat in circles. When we got to the other side
we started catching Orange Mouth Corvina. We caught fish,
16 to 21 inches in length and they were good fighters that
took line. One of the guys broke a rod on the way over. He
was fortunate to have a rod back in the truck, but the smart
thing to do is carry two rods on your pontoon boat. The fishing was good enough that we stayed on the beach close to the
block building that is a landmark on that side of the estuary.
Some of the group stayed in town and fished Mirador
Beach and launched from the RV Park. I received fishing
reports that they also caught fish. When we made a list of
fish caught for the day the list included Pompano, Flounder,
Bone Fish, Orange Mouth Corvina, Sculpin, Cabrilla, Needle
Fish, Trigger, Parrot Fish, and Yellow Tail.
Fishing Saturday started later. Several of us had breakfast at the Pink Cadillac and compared fishing notes from the day before. The group launched in waves, and by 10 AM we had close to 20 boats
on the water. One of the guys dropped his rod an reel over the side of his boat while trying to change
flies. Lucky for him he was a good diver and was able to recover the rig. I really hate those big ones
that got away fish stories. The tide was pushing us into town, but the wind was holding us back. It took
about two hours to reach the Vina Del Mar our take out point. Several of us stopped at the Vina for
refreshments before fishing our way back to camp.
THERE IS MORE TO THE ROCKY POINT TRIP THAN FISHING. The Saturday night banquet
was held at the Baja Cantina, where they serve a good prime rib dinner, and if you wanted chicken you
were out of luck. The raffle table had two rods, two reels some with extra spools, fishing lines, fly
boxes with Rocky Point flies, other fishing, camping, and assorted sundry items too numerous to mention. Again the T shirt sales, raffle tickets, and donations from club members paid for the banquet dinner.
When you look at most DFC outings the members who
attend are getting a good value on any trip they take.
Many times you can’t afford not to go, especially if you
share rides, food and drink, fishing techniques, the
opportunity to fish with people who really do know
how to fish. When your weekend was the most fun, for
the least amount of money spent, it’s hard not to be that
guy around the water cooler.
In the first picture you see a young guy with a nice
fish, the second picture you see an old guy with a nice
fish, and in the last picture you see a guy holding a dog
dressed as a chicken. Yes, we did have a good time, and no, I can’t tell you about all of it in this story.
You will need to go to Mexico with the group next year, or catch some DFC’ers who go to Rocky Point
on a regular basis. Believe me, if you are the guy with a dog in a chicken suit story, you really are that
guy!
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SILVER CREEK
Gerry Wielmelt

On Friday, November 21st, I headed up to Show Low and Silver Creek,
along with Dominic Inferrera, Tom Soldat and Jerry Mayor. Dominic and I had
originally planned to make the trip to check out the Ponderosa Shadows RV
Park in Lakeside, which I am a member of. After the fishing reports at the last
DFC meeting we decided to make it a fishing trip also, and invited Tom and
Jerry to join us.
We arrived at the parking lot before noon and were greeted with a beautifully sunny and warm day, not at all what we expected for November. During
the 20 minute hike to the upper stream area we passed Jerry Myers and Bruce
Gehris. Jerry had caught 7-8 trout in the lower section by then. We decided to
continue on up to where the ‘Monster’Apaches were reported to be, which was
above the third people gate in the fence.
We all rigged up differently to try to see what would work the best. We could
see dozens of fish swimming around, so things were looking good!

Tom headed upstream and caught one on his first cast. I started off with a
white Bunny Leach, but after numerous casts all I had to show for my efforts
was lots of green moss. I switched to the other killer combination I’d heard
about, a beaded Hares ear and a black Zebra midge dropper. The Apachies
seemed to like ‘small’, but wouldn’t hit anything consistently. They were hitting fast, so there were lots of misses. I tried several different San Juan patterns and caught fish every time I switched, but the fish seemed to be communicating and stopped hitting after a few strikes.
Everyone tried different dry flies at one time or another without much success. Towards the end of the day I tried a small quarter inch pink egg pattern,
and a trout almost came out of the water after it on the first cast! At last, I
thought – the magic pattern! I gave one to Dominic, and we both had several
good hits and lots of misses on the egg pattern. Then, like al the other patterns,
the egg lost its appeal to the fish.
It was after 4:00 when we decided we had had enough fun. After stopping
at Licano’s Mexican Restaurant for dinner, we headed back and ended a perfect day on the stream.

May you feel the handle
as the rod bows, the line tightens
and your net fills
plentifully with new memories.
...Best of fly fishing to all of the
Desert Fly Caster Trout Bums
and their friends for 2009
Best Wishes- DFC Board of Directors
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On the First Day at Rocky Point
What a great trip! Weather was perfect. RV park was wonderful. We all had spots together. Water was still warm enough to
swim. The banquette and raffle went well. We all had a super great
time. Even the non-fishing women had a day out together, sightseeing and lunch. Thanks to Karyn Weaver, the taxi driver. Everything
was perfect, except for one little event.
Michael Georgopapadakos had never used his new float boat. It
was still in the bag, Never been inflated. Dave Weaver helped him
put it together and get it ready for the big float around the point the
next morning. Michael was very excited that he had won the box of
hand tied flies, by Vince, at the potluck. He launched his float at low
tide and was drifting along and getting used to casting from the float.
Having a great time. He decided to put on one of the new flies he
had won. As he was getting it ready to tie it on, his elbow bumped
his rod, and into the briny deep it went, rod reel, and line. No way
to catch it in time. Down to the bottom it went, out of sight, as the
incoming tide took Michael toward the point. He couldn’t believe it.
Gone in an instant. No way to get it back. His fishing was over.

Harriet Georgopapadakos

Michael came to shore, picked up his gear, and went back to the
RV. He announced that he was going home. Pack up. Trip’s over.
Can’t stay here. Too embarrassed. Have to quit the club. Then he
remembered that he had brought his new snorkel equipment along to
try out. He’d swim out to where he’d dropped it, dive down and
bring it back. Sure, no problem, it’s easy to find something lost on
the bottom of the ocean. Right.
Back and forth he swam, in an ever-widening pattern. Is this
where it was? No, more to this side. For twenty minutes he
searched. Finally, up he came, with rod in hand. Shouting.
Grinning. Kitty and Gerry Wiemelt were just going out to fish.
They had heard about the demise of the rod and reel and witnessed
its return from the deep. Gerry took a picture of his first under water
fly fisherman.
Kitty told Michael to go back get his float, and go out and fish. He
did, till the wind came up, and caught 5 fish. Great trip.
Oct 31 to Nov 3 2008

On the first day of fishing at Rocky Point, Mike hadn't quite grasped the concept of fishing his fly 'on the bottom'.

IMPORTANT FOR 2009
To help save costs please check
one of the boxes below to
indicate for us how you would
like to receive your
DFC monthly newsletter
as a paid in full member.
E-Mail me the
monthly newsletter
(full color PDF)
Mail me the
monthly newsletter
to my address
(in black and white)
Check only one box

2008 DESERT FLY CASTERS
BOARD OF DIRECTORS
Cinda Howard- President
Steve Berry-Vice President
Mark Lucht- Treasurer
Donna Hatheway- Secretary
Outings- Bill Thyng

OUTINGS- 2008

DECEMBER 10, 2008
DFC ANNUAL BANQUET
Mark it on your calendar...See ya for the Annual Banquet!!

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

See ya at our
DFC
QUET!!
ANNUAL BAN
MAIL TO:
Desert Fly Casters
PO Box 42252
Mesa, AZ 85274-2252
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