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September 2015 Newsletter 

September meeting – Tuesday September 8th at 6pm 

BJ’s Restaurant – Hamilton 

Notice!!!! – The September meeting will be the 

second Tuesday – SEPTEMBER 8TH 

“I liked the wild, beautiful country where trout are often found, 

the solitude of walking along a river and being drawn more 

completely into the landscape, and how the sound of a fast-

flowing stream could wash away my blues” 

Bill Barich –Crazy for Rivers 

September is just around the corner, the very best month, in my opinion, to be 

outdoors with a fly rod in your hand. Hoppers, Mahogany Duns and Blue wing 

Olives and perhaps, at last, a little more water in our low flowing rivers and 



streams.  It’s been a long, dry summer with limited local fishing opportunities. 

Now’s a good time to take advantage of cooler weather and fish and rivers less 

stressed…… 
 

The Program 

Fly fishing for Browns and Rainbows in the land of sheep and Kiwis on the 

other side of the globe is the dream of many anglers. David Inks, noted long 

time Bitterroot resident and inventor and manufacturer of the Water Strider 

personal watercraft will share his secrets on how to visit New Zealand 

without going broke. David will explain about the lake and river fishing 

opportunities available in the Southland and Fiordland area of the south 

island of New Zealand.  This is a “do it yourself” kind of trip that is different 

from the expensive lodge and guide experience we often hear about. 

 

The Presidents Message 

 

    Finally!  Hoot owl restrictions have been lifted on the river as the water 

temperatures have returned to safe levels.  It is time to get serious about 

fishing the lower river again.  This time of year is one of my favorite times to 

be on the water even though the smoke will likely be around for most of the 

month and beyond.  Less people, diverse mayfly hatches and pre-spawn 

browns make for fun fishing.   September is prime time to get those waders 

wet as most waters in the state will fish well.   

      Unfortunately, I was unable to attend this year’s picnic but I hear that it 

was a resounding success.  Make sure you thank Rich Morrisey and all the 

other people involved in putting on this event as well as Steve Lilburn for 

hosting us on his beautiful property.  I look forward to seeing everybody at the 

meeting as we haven't had one for awhile.  There should be no shortage of fish 

stories and maybe even a few accurate accounts. 

 

Get bent! 

 

Chris Andersen 
 



 

2015 Picnic and Karstetter Classic. 

 

 In spite of the smoke, 75 FFB members and friends gathered at the 

beautiful riverside home of Steve Lilburn on Sunday August 23 to enjoy each 

other’s company and partake of steaks and a smorgasbord of other delights 

including chili, salads, bread, desserts and, of course, beer and those dammed 

cigars. An entertainment bonus this year was a folk singer – provided by our 

host Steve. The Karstetter Classic is always an important and enjoyable part of 

our August get-together and this year was no exception. Bamboo rods were 

admired, coveted and cast by most of the attendees while nervous spouses 

clung tightly to the checkbook and credit cards. 

 

 Hats off to Steve, who obviously put a great deal of time and effort into 

preparing his home for the picnic. Kudos also to Rich Morrisey, our official 

steak burner for procuring and preparing the main course! 
 

 

Trip Report – Henry’s Fork, Teton and South Fork of the Snake 

 

 Your Editor recently returned from a six-day fishing trip to northeastern 

Idaho. Jay and Donna Haglund, a mutual friend from Seattle and myself, not 

satisfied with the relatively cooperative trout in our local rivers, decide to test 

our skills on the incredibly selective trout on the Railroad Ranch section of the 

Henry’s Fork near Last Chance, ID. The Ranch section of the Henry’s Fork is 

essentially a big spring creek populated by browns and rainbows ranging in 

size from 10” to 26” and larger. They enjoy a constant, reliable, year round 

diet of aquatic insects and terrestrials and as a result they ONLY eat bugs that 

happen to be hatching at the time you are on the river – so “match the hatch” 

is standard operating procedure. 

 To further elevate the challenge they refuse to move more than a few 

inches either side of their holding lane to eat your offering.  Needless to say, in 

spite of catching a few fish (Donna landed a beautiful 20” rainbow) we came 

away from the river humbled and muttering to ourselves. On a positive note, 



three days of this punishment sharpened our casting and mending skills and 

has us thinking about returning next year. We stayed in the Ranch Managers 

house at The Railroad Ranch State Park. The house is a turn of the century log 

building that was part of the original ranch owned for many years by Averill 

Harriman, founder of the Union Pacific Railroad. The house over looked the 

Millionaires Pool on the Henry’s Fork and we enjoyed spectacular sunrises 

each morning. 

 

 

 

 

 
 



.  

 

 In dire need of a few stupid fish we left the Henry’s Fork and drove 

about an hour to Driggs, ID, where we would stay while fishing the Teton and 

Snake Rivers. Our float on the Teton was moderately productive compared to 

our time on the Henry’s Fork – small brookies and a few hard fighting larger 

rainbows. The Teton reminds me of the Beaverhead but without The BIG 

browns and rainbows. Our last day found us floating 23 miles of the lower 

Snake River.  

  

 The Snake here is BIG water – and thankfully so since we put in with 45 

other boats. It was a Saturday and seemed like every one in Idaho who owned 

a drift boat or raft was floating the river. Within a mile everyone spread out 

and we had plenty of water to ourselves. Hoppers hooked a few fish early on 

until we spotted a nice midge hatch on a quiet flat. Long casts, long 6X tippets 

and size 22 midge spinners  fooled a number of nice rainbows ( and a few 

whiteys). The South Fork is an impressive river with almost unlimited holding 

water and, I’m told, about 3000 fish per mile – although that statistic is a bit 

depressing when you have drifted a mile without a hookup. The dry fly action 

slowed in the afternoon and I went to the dark side hoping to change my luck. 

The tried and true #6 Pat’s rubber legs and a pink San Juan Worm did the trick 



producing and number of nice rainbows and a beautiful 18’ brown that took 

the Pat’s on the swing. 

  

 A great trip with good friends was over but we will be back again – 

those fussy browns and rainbows on the Henry’s Fork are a challenge I can’t 

resist! 

 

The return of The San Juan Worm! 

 About a week ago, while perusing the salsa aisle at the local Super 1 I 

bumped into a familiar face. None other than the ubiquitous San Juan Worm! 

Yes Worm fans – He’s back. Apparently he’s been out of the country for a 

while – holed up in Costa Rica writing the Great American Novel.  Say’s he’s 

back in town for the Blue Wing Olive hatch and was not happy about the 

smoke or the fact that Customs and Immigration questioned him for three 

hours at the LA Airport concerning the twelve Cuban cigars they found hidden 

in his underwear.  

 

 



Reflections 

I am sitting on my front porch, slurping coffee. The early morning sun is 

fighting to a draw with the smoke filled air. I suppose we are supposed to stop 

breathing when it gets this bad. I tried that once in a smoke filled airplane. 

(Yes, I am that old!) Didn't work out. But if the effects of all this smoke will not 

show up for twenty years or whatever, I guess my age has a silver lining as 

well as silver hair, the little that remains.  

I look out over a small field. It was mown for hay a day ago. The 

windrows face me like small waves rolling across a green ocean. I wonder if 

there are hay field bone fish out there. 

It is so still, it is spooky. The smoke quiets everything.  

In normal years, I would be on the water by now, still trying to thread a 

gossamer leader through an impossibly small hook eyelet. And, damn it, they 

do get smaller every year! Proven scientific fact!  

But this year, Frank Fancey, our local fish biologist for the guv'ment, 

said not to fish afternoons and evenings. Something about hooting owls and 

being too stressful on the fish. While he was probably right, I don't think he 

took into account the resulting stress on the fisherfolks. The sheriff tells me 

that domestic abuse and serious drinking are way up. At least we are learning 

who all the local guides are. They are hatching in the Brew Pub. 

But this hiatus in fishing has caused a change in me. Perhaps the time off 

has merely allowed natural sequences to occur. You know: In your early days 

of fishing, all you wanted to do was to catch lots of them. Then it was catching 

the bigger ones. Then it was catching particular fish on particular tackle. Then 

you read everything you could find on fishing so you could quote an obscure 

author on any point brought up at Club meetings. But for me, I have reached 

the last and final stage: I am just writing about it. 

  

San Juan Worm 

August 25, 2015 

 

Fly of the Month 



Trimmer Line Skater 

by Bob Pearcy 

Recipe   

Hook : Daiichi #1710, size 6 

Thread :       Orange,  6/0  

Extension:   .080" trimmer line 

Body:           Superfine dubbing, 

                      October caddis orange 

Hackle:       Grizzly dyed brown          

Rib:           Gold wire, small 

Wing:          Elk hair       

                                                                      

This fly is presented more as a demonstration of a tying technique for a 

skating fly rather than a specific pattern. Hence for the purposes here I call it 

the Trimmer Line Skater.  I learned about this technique from Dustin 

Kovacvich the head guide and proprietor of the Nicholas Dean Lodge in British 

Columbia. Unfortunately  a big storm caused water conditions to be too high 

for successfully skating up a steelhead so the flies I tied languished in a box.  A 

few years later I was in Labrador fishing for Brook Trout. We had scrambled 

over big rocks and downed trees to reach a pool named the Foam Pool.  At the 

recommendation of the guide I first 

tried a Bomber, a classic skating 

pattern, but met with only limited 

success.  I then decided to try a 

Trimmer Line Skater. The results were 

spectacular.  For many casts 2 or 3 

Brookies  from 12 to 18 inches slashed 

at the fly, often missing but plenty of 

times hooking up. 

Skating flies are designed to be 



dragged across the surface to create a wake but unfortunately it is fairly easy 

to pull them under.   

 

The Trimmer Line Skater avoids this problem by tying the elk hair wing on an 

extension in front of the eye rather than on the hook shank behind the eye.  

This causes the front of the fly to tilt upward minimizing the chances that it 

will be dragged under.  The extension is a piece of "weed whacker"  (trimmer) 

line lashed to the hook shank.  By varying the size and colors, several different 

bugs of importance in our area can be simulated.  These include the Motorboat 

Caddis on Georgetown Lake, October Caddis and of course Steelhead on the 

Salmon river. 
 

 

New High School Teacher 

  

 After retiring, a former Gunny Sergeant in the Marine Corps took a new 

job as a high school teacher. Just before the school year started, he injured his 

back. He was required to wear a light plaster cast around the upper part of his 

body. Fortunately, the cast fit under his shirt and wasn't noticeable when he 

wore his suit coat. 

  

 On the first day of class, he found himself assigned to the toughest 

students in the school. The smart-aleck punks, having already heard the new 

teacher was a former Marine, were leery of him and he knew they would be 

testing his discipline in the classroom. 

  

Walking confidently into the rowdy classroom, the new teacher opened the 

window wide and sat down at his desk. When a strong breeze made his tie 

flap, he picked up a stapler and stapled the tie to his chest. 

  

Dead silence... The rest of the year went smoothly. 

  



“There will be days when the fishing better than one’s 

most optimistic forecast, others when it is far worse. 

Either is a gain over just staying home” 

Roderick Haig-Brown 

 


