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MAY 2020 NEWSLETTER 
Meeting is Tuesday May 5th, ÁÔ "*ȭÓ. Cancelled 

5:30-6:30-Social hour; meeting starts at 6:30 pm; Program at 7 PM  
  

άCƭȅ CƛǎƘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ƛǘǘŜǊǊƻƻǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƴƻƴǇǊƻŦƛǘ Ŏƭǳō ŘŜŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ 

sharing our passion for fly fishing by promoting fellowship, 

ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘǎƘƛǇ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΦέ 
 

www.flyfishersofthebitterroot.org 
 

President's message; 

Hi folks, 
I hope that you all got my message about the May meeting cancellation. Better safe than sorry... 
I'm not sure if all of you have heard that John Foust passed away. John was a Bitterroot treasure. His 
wisdom, skills, and especially his sense of humor will be missed by all of us who enjoy the art of fly 
fishing. I understand that there will be a celebration of his life sometime in the future. If you would like 
to participate please let Elna know. I believe that you may find out about the event through Trout 
Unlimited in order to get in touch with her.  All of us who knew John are poorer for his passing. 
 
So, A big THANKS to Heather Barber for going the extra mile to give us her presentation online. That 
may be a sign of the times as at this time, our meetings are in limbo.  
I have been getting lots of yard work done while Dorreen is experiencing "cabin fever". At least I can go 
fishing. The fishing has been excellent by the way. I've been out on my pontoon boat. 
Went out on the West Fork today (April 19), and had an exceptional day on the surface with small dries. 
The hatch is March Browns, but the fish were not picky. Any small well-proportioned fly would get their 
attention (sizes 14, 16, and 18). It was not necessary to go that small, but if you use a dropper, go 
smaller. The West Fork was clear and at 150cfs, so a bit skinny but easy for pontoons. Keep an eye on 
the USGS site "USGS 12342500 West Fork Bitterroot River nr Conner MTέΣ ŦƻǊ changes in the flow. We're 
pretty close to the runoff so get out there while you can and stay safe. 
Keep your distance, wash your hands, and stay safe and healthy, 
 
Phil               
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. Cancelled 

MAY  Program 2020 - 

                 
                             Red Rock , Glacier  Park                                               Cosley Lake & Falls                                   

 Bryan Dufresne is a lifetime Bitterrooter and fly fisherman who teaches English in Darby, MT. Recently, Bryan 
began to fuse his two passions- language and fly-fishing- by sharing his adventures with the readers of The 
Ravalli Republic and Northwest Fly Fishing.   
 

 Bryan will explore how peppering his life with annual fishing trips has given him enough memories to fill the 
night air of a thousand campfires. Along with finding himself waste deep in some of the most magical places 
on Earth, the annual trip has led to new friendships, new fishing destinations, new fishing knowledge, and 
opened the door to sharing his adventures through freelance writing.  
 

  
 
                     Grayling        Dawn Mist Falls 
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FLY OF THE MONTH- May 2020  

FOTM April 2020  
The Bead Head Nymph 

By Greg Chester 
 

 
 

Bead Head Prince Nymph Materials 

ÅHook -       # 12 heavy nymph hook, 2 XL. i.e. Tiemco 3761 
ωBead -       мκуέ Dia gold bead. Tungsten best but pricey. Brass works fine 

ωThread  -  6/0 red or black 
ωTail -        Brown or black goose biot 
ωRibbing  -  Med silver or gold tinsel or gold/silver wire 

ωBody -        Peacock herl 
ωWing -        White goose biot 
ωLegs -        Brown hen hackle or any brown soft hackle. i.e. partridge, grouse, etc. 
¶ ωOption 1 - Medium leadless wire can be added after installing bead and before tying on thread. 

¶ ωOption 2 ς ¢ƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōŜŀŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀŘ ǿƛǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǎƛƴƪ ƛǘΦ 
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THE WAY IT WAS³.. JIM CARRIER 
 

  

  
In the 1980s Jim Carrier worked for the Denver Post as the "Rocky Mountain Ranger."  The Post considered 
itself the leading newspaper in the Rocky Mountain region, and Carrier traveled around the West, covering 
topics that he found interesting.  Today the Post is but a shadow of its former self and struggles to stay 
alive.  In 1986 Carrier was in Yellowstone National Park on assignment from June through December and 
wrote a daily column for the paper.  He did note that the park attracted fly fisherman and discovered that in 
1985 the park issued 160,000 free fishing permits, the last year that permits were free.  He also found that the 
town of West Yellowstone had a fly-fishing museum and the office of the Federation of Fly Fishers, as well as 
five fly shops, as many as there were churches or bars.  Yellowstone, too, would change with the fires of 1988 
that affected 36% of the park and caused its closure. 
 
 I finally got my feet wet fly fishing. 
     I was pushed in, really, by my boss, who led me by the arm to a fishing shop and ordered me to make a 
commitment.  He tied his own flies, had a closet full of equipment and, I suspect, wanted to fish the waters of 
Yellowstone with me. 
     My reluctance, I think, stemmed from ignorance.   It all looked so complicated.  There was a uniform, waders 
and bots and a vest stuffed with enough lines and tools to perform a heart transplant.  Then there were the 
flies --imitation bugs, thousands of them, it seemed, that the fisherman chose with the care of an 
entomologist. 
     I heard of one fanatic who cut open a fish, looked at the bugs inside and proceeded to tie imitations right by 
the water.  Another one told me she pumped a fish's stomach to choose her weapon. 
     I just wanted to catch a fish, not earn another degree.  I bought a beginner's outfit for $100 that included a 
long black whip called a graphite rod, a reel, and a fat yellow line I thought sure the fish would see.  I also 
bought a magazine that had stuff in it about knots and casting.  From the rows of boxes filled with flies, the 
clerk helped me pick out several--an elk hair caddis, a leech pattern, a couple of nymphs.  By the time he closed 
the box, I had forgotten which was which. 
     In the bow of the canoe, it didn't seem to matter.  The guys with me were catching fish right and left, using 
triple-hooked metal lures and spinning rods.  I chose a big ugly thing and opened the magazine to knots.  In 
short order, they had their supper in the boat, the magazine was soaked, and I had caught everything in sight 
except fish--the bow, my shirt, every other line in the boat.  I was suddenly aware that here in this Garden of 
Eden with my fly rod, I was going to starve to death.  
     Thank God people took pity on me.  First, somebody caught my supper. 
     Back in West Yellowstone, Maggie Merriman showed me how to cast.  She took me to the old railroad 
depot, now a beautiful fly-fishing museum, and out of the wind worked on my technique.  'The purpose of 
casting is control of the line,' she said, 'to get the line, leader and fly out to where the fish are.'  She worked 
with a clock, with a folding rule, with music, with a rod strung with pink yarn, and, finally, with my rod.  She 
taught me how to look forward and backward, to correct my own errors. 
     'Casting is visual.  Fishing is visual,' she said.  You watch the fly, and when the fish strikes, you lift the rod to 
set the hook in its mouth.  Unlike the old bobber and worm days of my youth, this took concentration.  Maggie 
also preached simplicity--she had fished for years without waders and a vest.  She made a list of stuff I could 
carry in my shirt pocket. 
     Next a fellow from Aurora, Tom Vitolo, wrote and offered to take me fishing in his boat on the Yellowstone 
River.  Tom had fly-fished 20 years, and as we floated, he put the boat within easy shot of the quiet, shady 
spots along shore.  My job was to lay the fly in there, imitating a real bug landing on the water, and let it drift, 
naturally.   On my sixth cast I caught one.  Tom jumped out of the boat and netted it.  He also took my picture--
except the fish was almost hidden by my hand. 



5 
 

     I worked hard the rest of the day, trying to imitate nature without much luck.  But I began to understand the 
lure of fly fishing.  It's a problem-solving sport.  I was so engrossed in that fly that I didn't think of anything 
else--not even the gorgeous scenery drifting by.  'It's an intellectual pursuit,' said Mike Brady, a guide at Bud 
Lilly's Trout Shop. 
     The sport has an elitist reputation.  It began with the gentry of England, and in this country, with wealthy 
members of fishing clubs.  Today, fly fisherman still only represent 10 percent of the fishing public.  Just for the 
fun of it, I stopped one day along the Yellowstone River and asked the first 10 fly fisherman their 
occupation.  In order: doctor, physician's assistant, college professor, high school senior, physicist, secretary 
(with the physicist), photographer, electronic technician, research chemist and chemical engineer.  The 
physicist, somewhat defensive, suggested my sample was biased.  Compared to other places, he said, it takes 
money and time to come to Yellowstone to fly fish. 
     Incidentally, the boss and I did fish the park without much luck.  Our first day out on the Yellowstone, I 
caught a 20-foot pine tree behind me.  The boss, not to be outdone, hooked a 25-footer. 
 
Jim Carrier, Letters from Yellowstone, 1987 

    
 

 

 

 

 

ά/ƻƳƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΣ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ Ƙǳƴƪǎ ƻŦ 
protein to fish awakening from the numbed slumber of the cold-blooded, the 
Skwala hatch provokes trout into madcap acts of foolishness. For a few days, there 
is no finer fishery than the Bitterroot-low, clear water punctured by tipping heads, 
brawny fish sucking down bugs like Jersey cops at a spaghetti social. Good luck 
ŦƛƎǳǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ Řŀȅǎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜΦέ Jeff Hull, Streams of Consciousness, 
2007 
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2020 FFB Club Outings & EVENTS schedule  

¶ May 14-17 ς Clark Canyon and the Beaverhead:     ! ƴŜǿ ƻƴŜΧǘƘƛƴƪ ƭŀǊƎŜ άƛŎŜ-ƻǳǘέ wŀƛƴōƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ 

.Ǌƻǿƴǎ ŎǊǳƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳŜǊΣ ǎƘŀƭƭƻǿ ǿŀǘŜǊǎΦ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ /ƭǳō ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ŎŀǘŎƘ нт-ƛƴŎƘ ά.ƻǿǎέ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƘƻǊŜ 

on size-18 ChroniƳƛŘǎΧΦΗ 

While waiting for this Covid nightmare to end, Wayne and I conducted a thorough "recon" of Clark Canyon, 
and other environs in the Big Hole..... 

We did a lot more driving than fishing, as Wayne had never been on the lake before. We circumnavigated the 
whole thing, interrupted with bouts of fishing. I had a hookup of a very large fish on a black Midge Pupa right 
off the bat, but I was using the only rod I had ready to go, which was a 4-weight, with 5X tippet. I brought a 

Knife to a gunfight, and never slowed him down. I hope he enjoys the Midge. 

The ice sheet (the lake is 80% open) was moving around with the wind, and closed us out of that spot quickly. 
We spent some time checking out the campground for the May outing, and Wayne agreed it is very nice, 
with a beautiful view. (Horse Prairie). A quick trip to the inlet, (and past Ted Turner's Buffalo herd) and then 
the wind changed again, so around the lake and up the Interstate to the East side. There were many fish 
rising in the Lee side, especially in the shallow water. It appears they are beginning to check the gravel beds 

for nest sites.  We didn't throw anything that fooled them.  It might get very good in a week or two.  

As the wind changed again, we headed back towards Dillon, and Poindexter Slough (which I had never been 
to).  With so many people out of work, and out of school (and it being a Saturday), you had to bring your 
own rock...... The Lake, the Beaverhead, and the Slough were extremely busy. 

The final stop was a couple spots on the Big Hole, that I swore Wayne to secrecy on.  

As a Post Script, we found gas for $1.25 a gallon! near Dillon. Next recon.......Browns Lake......      Your 
fearless Cruise Director 

Late May - .Ǌƻǿƴǎ [ŀƪŜΥ   ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ άƛƳǇǊƻƳǇǘǳέΣ άǎƘƻǊǘ-ƴƻǘƛŎŜέ ƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜǇŜƴŘ ƻƴ ƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ 

ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎΦ  Lǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ōŜ άŘŀȅ-ǘǊƛǇǎέ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŀƴ ƻǳǘƛƴƎΦ 

June 7th    SPECIAL NEEDS DAYτƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀǘŜΧŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΧΦΧΦ 

June 10- 14    Noxon Reservoir and the Clark Fork:   Imagine fishing a place where you can catch any one of 

ф ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ƻŦ ŦƛǎƘΣ ƻƴ ф ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŎŀǎǘǎΧΦ ¢ǊƻǳǘΣ .ŀǎǎΣ tƛƪŜΧΧΦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΗΗ 

July 15- 18 DŜƻǊƎŜǘƻǿƴ [ŀƪŜΥ      ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ά.ƛƎ hƴŜέ .ƛƎ ¢ǊƻǳǘΣ .ƛƎ .ǳƎǎ ό{ŜŘƎŜǎύΣ .ƛƎ Cǳƴ ŀǘ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ 

ƭŀƪŜΧ 5ǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ bȅƳǇƘǎΣ aƻƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ aŀȅƘŜƳΧΦΗ PHILLIPSBURG BAY CAMPGROUND.   

August 16 ANNUAL PICNIC *** SEE NOTE BELOW! 

September 9- 13   IŜōƎŜƴ [ŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀŘƛǎƻƴ wƛǾŜǊ    [ŜƎŜƴŘŀǊȅ άDǳƭǇŜǊέ ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ ƭŜƎŜƴŘŀǊȅ 

location, at the gates of Yellowstone. Quake Lake, Wade Lake, and other area locales as well, wherever 

ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōƛǘƛƴƎΗ   RAINBOW POINT CAMPGROUND-- LOOP C                 
 

Thƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ǇƛŎƴƛŎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǘ /ŀƳǇ {ǳƭŀ όƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ {ǳƭŀ {ǘƻǊŜ ƻƴ фоύΦ 
Some of our members will be going up for the weekend and have reserved their spots so if you would 
like to enjoy great fishing, extra visiting, etc. please call for a reservation at 406-821-3364 and talk to 

Emily.  There are many spots available for your RV.  The picnic is Sunday, August 16th starting at around 
3:30. {ǳƭŀ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ мл ƳƛƭŜǎ Ǉŀǎǘ {ǘŜǾŜΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǳp highway 93. 

Call Daneel if you have any questions. 
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Fish Reports and Kodak moments  

 

 

 
 

Club members Jay Melzer and Peg 
Miskin along with Bill and Donna 
Wichers traveled to Ascension Bay in 
Mexico early March on a bucket list 
fishing trip. Jay and Peg were in the 
central Mexico town of San Miguel D' 
Allende prior to fishing, taking in the 
sights and restaurants that San Miguel is 
famous for.  
 
The fishing trip through Worldcast 
Anglers, was hosted by Missoula guide, 
Tony Reinhardt.  Six other anglers from 
Montana and Florida met in Cancun, 
flying south to the remote private island 
of Punta Pajaros to stay at Casa Blanca 
Lodge.  Permit and bonefish were the 
targets altho some snook (almost eaten 
by an alligator) along with a couple of 
tarpon (jumped but none to hand) were 
on the agenda. In total 6 permit were 
caught - Peg had a 2nd one on that ran 
through her backing twice and popped 
the fly after a 20 min battle.  Flies of 
choice were Flexo Crabs and Spawning 
Shrimp.  Bill Wichers wanted to test out 
other bugs catching some bonefish on a 
Pink Hopper and a small sardine on a San 
Juan Worm!   He also "had one on" at 
the dock by the Lodge.  Not really...it 
was caught on rocks!  
 
As the anglers arrived the Coronavirus 
pandemic was rapidly spreading in the 
US.  Mornings and evenings, when the 
power was on, were spent monitoring 
the situation, receiving texts from 
worried family members and friends and 
concerns for those at home in the 
US.   On arrival they all self-quarantined 
for 14 days. Tony Reinhardt spent his 14 
days in a camper parked in his driveway 
before he could join the family in their 
home.  
 
 


