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Club Musings
Wow. What a summer! I sit here, 24 hours removed
from our Club trip to the Clark’s Fork River in
Montana, and still have not come down from that
awesome experience. A beautiful river, an unbelievably
plush fishing lodge, great fishing, and the camaraderie
of ten incredible men. I highly encourage members
to participate in at least one of our Club Outings. I
promise you will have a great time, and will learn
more in a few days than you ever will on your
own. The guys are more than willing to show you
everything you need to know, they are great teachers.
Plus, you will laugh so much your sides will hurt!
I hope you have all had opportunities to get out and
fish this summer. The opportunities are practically
endless right now. And more are coming! Pink season
is just getting going. The streams and rivers are in
great shape. Try some of the local lakes for bass and
sunfish.
I’ve been receiving reports from some of you, and some
pictures to include in the Tightlines. If you have some,
send them in to me, and I will make sure they are
in the next issue. And, if you have a new hot fly you
discovered, a new spot you’re willing to share, or want
to try your hand at writing an article, please, send the
information to me. Don’t worry that you aren’t a good
writer, or that your spelling or grammar needs work,
I’ll gladly help on any rewrites. Who knows, maybe

you will discover a new hidden talent! We need your
input and participation. With your help, we can make
this the best Club in the area!
We have the Club Picnic coming up in August. I hope
you can all attend. And we have some great speakers
being scheduled for the next several meetings. There
is more information inside this newsletter. And even
though it’s the middle of summer, it’s not too early to
start thinking about the Christmas party. We are in
need of items for the auction. So, if you find you have
some equipment you’re not using, or wish to make a
donation, we would sure appreciate it. And remember,
it’s tax deductible!
I wish you all good health and great fishing. And
thank you for your support of this newsletter (and me)!
—Randal White, Vice President and
Communications Director

In This Issue:
Page 1 	����������Club Musings
Page 2 	����������Meeting Schedule; OFF Outing Schedule
Page 3–5 	������OFF Summer Outings: Douglas Lake Ranch;
Clark’s Fork River, Montana
Page 6 	����������Fishing Report: Missouri River
Page 7–9 	������Stillwater Fly Fishing with Indicators

Olympic Fly Fishers of Edmonds

AUGUST 2017

|

Page 2

OFF Meeting Schedule
August 26, 2017. Monthly meeting will be the
Olympic Fly Fishers Summer Picnic. The location
will be “Lake Sixteen”. The members will start
arriving at around 7 am, with lunch at noon.
Lake Sixteen is in Skagit County, two miles east of
Conway, about half a mile north of Highway SR-534.
Directions to the lake are: I-90 north to Exit 221, then
across from Conway go East 2 to 3 miles past school
(sign to lake), then go North 1/2 mile.
Jeff Bandy will be catering, tentatively burgers and
brats. However, if there is enough interest, he will be
having a professional barbeque chef doing the cooking!

September 13, 2017. Edmonds Senior Center,

220 Railroad Avenue, Edmonds. Happy hour: 6 pm.
Dinner: 7 pm (catered by Rose’s Classic Catering).
Guest Speaker will be Jason Cotta, from the Bellevue
Orvis Store. Jason will be talking about “Where to
fish locally everyday of the year”.

October 11, 2017. Edmonds Senior Center, 220

Railroad Avenue, Edmonds. Happy hour: 6 pm.
Dinner: 7 pm. Speaker to be announced. (If anyone
has a suggestion, let Randal know as soon as
possible).

November 8, 2017. Edmonds Senior Center, 220

Railroad Avenue, Edmonds. Happy hour: 6 pm.
Dinner: 7 pm. Guest Speaker will be Gregg Maddock
of Wallace Fly Shop & Drift Boats, Wallace, ID. (www.
wallaceflyshop.com). Gregg was one of our guides on
the Clark Fork outing, and builds his own drift boats.

December 13, 2017. Edmonds Senior Center, 220
Railroad Avenue, Edmonds. OFF Christmas Party.
Dinner, silent auction, club auction, band (???).

January 10, 2018. Edmonds Senior Center, 220

Railroad Avenue, Edmonds. Happy hour: 6 pm.
Dinner: 7 pm. Guest Speaker will be Justin Spinelli,
of the Washington Department of Fisheries.

Please let John Wendt know if you will be attending the Summer Picnic.
He needs a head count before August 10!

OFF Scheduled Outings
LAKE SIXTEEN August 26, 2017. Olympic Fly Fishers Summer Picnic. Lake Sixteen, Skagit County. 7

a.m. to ????. Lunch at noon, catered by the Club. Last year we had over twenty members attend, and everyone
had a good time.
Directions to the lake are: Exit 221 on I-5, East on Hwy 534 approx 2.5 mi, Left on Lake 16 Rd, .75 mi on right.
The lake is small, only 43 acres. No gas motors are allowed. Sixteen is well known for exciting fishing for
stocked Rainbow Trout and resident Largemouth Bass in a quiet setting. This lake is one of only four waters
in Skagit County managed with a seasonal fishing closure. Spring catch rates for trout are highest early in the
season and decline as fish are harvested and as warmer water temperatures force trout to seek areas of colder
refuge. Fall is often overlooked by anglers, can be an ideal time as fish that have been growing all summer
become more active around the lake with cooler temperatures.

KELLY CREEK, IDAHO September 14-18, 2017. Kelly Creek, Idaho. Contact Jeff Bandy, OFF
President, for details.
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OFF Summer 2017 Outings
DOUGLAS LAKE RANCH
On June 12 through 15, the Club had their annual trip
to the Douglas Lake Ranch in Merritt, BC. Fourteen
members made the journey this year. We stayed on
Minnie Lake, and filled the Ranch House plus the
two yurts.
The storyline of this year included wind, equipment
malfunctions, wind, big fish, wind, great dinners,
and more wind. Did I mention WIND? Wind so
strong that the provided electric motors couldn’t
make headway against it. Throw in repeated motor
failures and you ended up with some tough days.
Poor Richard Kang was initiated into the club by
having to long line his and John Wendt’s boat around
the lake back to the launch. (You didn’t think that
the individualized attention you received from John
didn’t come with a catch, did you Richard?) And
with the wind came the dreaded lines caught in the
motors. We all became experts at dismantling the
motor’s propellers to retrieve lines. Note for next
year: someone could become wealthy by bringing a
case of sinking fly lines along to sell to those of us
who lost ours in the motors (especially from Barry!).
But it didn’t stop the guys. There were many fish
caught. Big, Lahotan rainbow trout. Strong fish that
had shoulders big enough to block for the Seahawks.
Everyone caught fish.
Sinking lines were a must. The deeper, the better.
Flies that had red in them seemed to perform the
best. Especially red leech imitations.

The nightly dinners at the Ranch House were
fantastic. For those of you who haven’t attended a
club outing, the members are divided into groups,
with each group being responsible for cooking one
night. And there is quite a competition over which
group can outdo the others. You won’t leave hungry!
I personally had an experience unlike any I ever had
before. One that will remain with me forever. I had
a very large trout on my line, an incredible fighter.
After an epic battle, I finally brought him to the boat,
where my fishing partner, David Martin, was waiting
with the net. Just as he slipped the trout into the net,
a huge loon popped up next to the boat. I laughed
at the loon, telling him that there was no way he
was going to get this trout. I released the trout,
what I thought was out of range of old Mr. Loon.
He immediately dived underwater, and much to my
chagrin, appeared a minute later with my beautiful
trout in his clutches! I was so pissed off, and was
yelling at that damned loon. Just as it looked like
the loon had won, out of the corner of my eye I saw
a blur go by. A bald eagle appeared out of nowhere,
swooped down and snatched the trout right out of
the loon’s clutches! He never even touched down! I
swear the loon had a look of disbelief on this face (I
know that I sure did)! And before you accuse me of
making up a fish story, there were three additional
witnesses. My boatmate, David Martin, and in an
adjacent boat, John Bissett and Denny Stolzenburg.
What an experience!
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CLARK’S FORK RIVER, MONTANA
Ten Club members made the trip to the Clark’s Fork
River in Montana on July 20-24. After a long drive,
we were very pleasantly surprised as to our lodging
upon arrival. Sheep Mountain Lodge, outside of St.
Regis, is beautiful! We had both lodges to ourselves,
and what a monumental step up from our Omak
Lake or Douglas Lake headquarters. Soaring vaulted
ceilings, beautiful woodwork, comfortable and ample
seating. There were literally dozens of mounted
trophies, everything from elk, deer and antelope to
beavers, rattlesnakes, game birds, and more. There
was even a full-sized mount of a black bear and a
grizzly bear to greet you at the front door. And huge
trout mounts to really get us salivating! The owner
of the lodge is an avid collector of, well, everything.
The house was overflowing with Native American
artifacts and baskets, antique fishing equipment, even
a full-sized cedar canoe hanging from the ceiling!

two-story fireplace, with a raised walkway through
it to a deck outside. Plus, the living rooms and decks
looked out over the river itself. Oh, and if that wasn’t
enough, a SAUNA! Although, as the temps were in
the mid 90’s outside, there were no takers. We really
must put this trip on our regular rotation!

There were bedrooms enough for everyone, plus
five bathrooms. The bedrooms were equipped with
massive hand carved beds (elk, horses, etc). And
the beds were so comfortable. The kitchen was fit
for a high-end restaurant. Three ovens, a range,
microwave, toaster oven, an extra-large refrigerator/
freezer, and even a dishwasher. There was a beautiful
bar downstairs. One of the lodges had a double,

Friday morning, bright and early, we all met at
Steve’s shop, where we were divided up, two men
and a guide to a boat. And off we went. The weather
was beautiful, not a cloud in the sky and very little
wind. Temperatures were going to rise into the 90’s.
For me, it was my first guided trip, as well as my
first time in a drift boat. Bud Moore and I were being
guided by a young man named Tim Yeager. What

The first evening, we were all invited to our
outfitter’s for a barbeque. Steve Temple, of Clark Fork
Trout, put on a very nice dinner for us. He and his
wife went over what to expect the next day, as we
were all going to be going on a drift boat trip with
his guides. He also gave us maps and descriptions
of where else to fish during our stay. And despite
having tied flies all year, we all had to purchase the
“latest and greatest” flies from the shop. After the
long day of travel, and a good meal, it was an early
“lights out” for all of us.

Olympic Fly Fishers of Edmonds

an awesome experience! Never before have I had
someone to do the rowing, the navigating, tell us
where to cast, and the (YES!!!) netting of our fish. As
hard as Tim worked for us, it is no wonder he had
absolutely no body fat. Bud and I had a great time,
and caught numerous cutthroats and rainbows all
morning. At lunch we landed and had a nice meal
of fried chicken. Some of the other Club members
landed at the same place, and notes and experiences,
and some good natured ribbing, were exchanged.
After a nice rest, off we went again. The afternoon
was hot, and the action slowed down, however
we still managed to boat some nice fish. I have to
confess, after 9 hours and 14 miles of floating, I was
very happy to see the exit point. What a great day!
Saturday morning saw the Club members take
off in different directions. Denny, John B, and Bill
floated a different portion of the river, using their
pontoon boats. Les went off to try the St Regis River.
Ed hired another guide for another float trip. And
John W, Randy B, Tom, Bud and I set off to find
the mysterious Diamond Lake to fish for brook
trout. Little did I know the trip consisted of a 13
mile climb STRAIGHT UP a mountain on a dusty,
winding forest road. Not since the Road To Hana in
Hawaii have I seen drop-offs like that! And me being
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terrified of heights! After several wrong turns and
head scratching, we finally arrived at a beautiful little
lake. Exiting the lake was a cool waterfall, falling
what looked to be several hundred feet. Gear was
readied and off we went, high expectations among us
all. It was a tough fishing day. We can leave it at the
fact that I managed to catch one little brookie. The
others can tell you their own stories.
Saturday night was a late one for some of us, sitting
on the deck waiting for the stars to appear. What an
awesome display they put on. No moon, no clouds,
and the sky just came alive. Thanks to Denny and
John B for the astronomy lesson.
Sunday saw people heading off to Fish Creek. It
was a pretty little stream, though it had some very
treacherous footing. Several members sustained war
wounds from the battle, but no one quit fishing. There
was also the discovery of some of the offspring of the
movie “Deliverence” in the area, but even that didn’t
stop us. Denny and John B were the champs of the
trip, with Denny stating he had the best day of fishing
in 30 years. After a good meal, everyone turned in
early. I think we were starting to show our ages.
Monday we all reluctantly left the Sheep Mountain
Lodge. Until next year!
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Fishing Report
MISSOURI RIVER FISHING TRIP
I fished the Missouri River in Montana on May 15-19,
2017.
May15. Left Leavenworth 6:30 a.m. Missouri River
Lodge, Wolf Creek, Montana. Hosts Joe and Lindsey
Bloomquist, Tye and Finnah. Met Willie Bloomquist,
Jay Buhner, Mike Trudeau, Luke ?, Jon from Atlanta
and his son Eric from Vail, Paco organizer, Manny
from FRIAS wine, Harry Miller and myself. Fantastic
dinner.
May 16. Fished with Joe and Jay in am, and Ryan and
Willie in pm. I was using a #6 San Juan worm and
a #16 “Green Machine”. Caught over a dozen fish.
The biggest were both browns, 20” and 21”. Won the
biggest fish contest. Dinner lobster, macaroni and
shrimp salad, salad. One scotch and went to bed.
May 17. The fishing was challenging and slow. The
temperature was in the low 40’s, with a big-time
wind. Lots of rain was predicted. Harry caught 5
before I caught my first but it was the biggest, a 20
inch rainbow. Then I caught one more. We decided
to quit at noon. Boy the lodge felt good. 4 crazy guys
went back out, but fishing wasn’t particularly good.
Those that stayed, including Jay Buhner, “gently”
drank and bs’ed. We tasted wine from Frias, a small
boutique winery in Napa. My favorite was PRADA.
More samples of wine at dinner. To bed early and
snored.
May 18. Weather is supposed to be much better today.
Guide is Matt, knowledgeable but irascible. Because
of big rain yesterday the river around Craig was
brown, so we started just below Holter Dam., and
floated to Craig. The launch area was like a parking
lot, but once we were in the river things cleared out.
Fished with Harry again, but today was my day.
Our rigs were bobber, weight and I had 2 “sow bug”
flies, sizes 14 and 16, fished right above the bottom.
I caught fish between 15-20 inches. Most were
rainbows, but 2 browns. Also fished backwater foam
lines with unbelievable success. Fished with “green
machine” and purple beadheads, sizes 16 and 18.
The weather was nice. Minimal wind, temps in the
50’s and no rain.
After fishing, happy hour was followed by a steak
dinner. I won a Jay Buhner autographed jersey for

largest fish on the first day, and also a Robinson
Cano autographed ball and a ball autographed by
both Willie and Jay. More drinking and a big bonfire.
Libby, Lindsay’s little sister, and Ryan’s girlfriend
joined in. Libby was quite a character, made us old
guys feel special. To bed at midnight.
May 19. Early breakfast and after saying goodbye
Harry and I caravanned to Billings over the back
roads, ultimately coming in through Harlowtown.
— Robert Chaffee, Membership Chairman
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Stillwater Fly Fishing with Indicators
As my indicator sank beneath the surface of the
lake and I felt the trout tug, I rocked back to set the
hook and almost fell out of my bunk. I had dozed
off while reading, and in a dream I was back on
Dairy Lake fishing chironomids under an indicator
(actually a tiny bobber, but we fly fishermen call
them indicators). I had caught fish in my dreams
before, but never had the dreams been so real that I
nearly jerked myself out of my bed. You might say
it was kind of a wakeup call. But what was it telling
me? That maybe I was overdoing it, spending way
to many hours sitting in my pram staring at an
indicator.
At the very least it prompted me to seriously question
what is so absorbing about indicator fishing that I
would become as passionate as some are about dry
fly fishing. How could that be? That the sight
of an indicator plunging into the depths and
the sudden pull of a hooked trout would
become almost mesmerizing. My friends in
the Olympic Fly Fishers club wonder why I
do this at all. They would get quite a laugh
at the idea of me almost jerking myself out of
my bunk. They can’t see why I would sit and
stare at an indicator when I could be casting,
or at least trolling. I can only answer that I
sometimes ask myself the same question, so
without getting too defensive let me try to
explain . I have some good reasons.
First of all I have a nostalgic history of fishing with
indicators (which we called “bobbers” back then).
When my grandfather first took me fishing it was
with cane poles and bobbers. Under the bobber,
earthworms were the preferred bet. It could be an
effective way of catching panfish, or black bass if you
dangled a minnow, or even big northern pike using
a really big bobber and a six-inch sucker. Fly fishing
with an indicator links me back to those earliest
fishing experiences, which had a kind of relaxing
ambiance, more like play than the work that fly
fishing can become if you take it too seriously. I like
getting back to that kind of feeling about fishing. I
cast and I wait. I’m not going after the fish, so much
as waiting for them to come to me. And while I wait I
can watch, like a hunter on a stand, and drink a little
coffee, eat some cookies, or maybe have a beer.
More importantly I can think, and pay some
attention to what’s going on around me. Are the

swallows becoming active? Are there chironomid
shucks floating on the water surface? Did a mayfly
just land in my boat? What should I make of all those
damsel flies perching on my fly rod?
Obviously, I need to make something of these
observations, an opportunity I might miss if I’m too
fixated on the contents of my fly boxes and constantly
busy casting. Indicator fishing frees me to be more
observant, more thoughtful. Fly fishing needn’t be
a mindless exercise of following some pre-ordained
prescription to success, nor should it be.
I first learned about chironomid fishing years ago,
before I knew about indicators. I was fishing on
Lac des Roche with partner Herb Conyers, and
sharing the fishing camp with more experienced fly
fishermen from the Washington Fly Club in Seattle.

They were all there biding their time, making what
they could of the mayfly hatch while waiting for
the “main event” – the traveler sedges. The mayflies
appeared only briefly most days, leaving most of
the day with little or no action unless, we were told,
you were one of the few elite Canadians who could
nymph fish with chironomids and a long leader. We
were advised not to bother because we would never
be able to detect the subtle strikes.
Years later I learned that indicators provided the
answer to detecting those subtle strikes, which is
what led me to try it, both in B.C. Canada and local
Washington lakes. When I did I had to question the
myth of subtle strikes when fishing chironomids. The
takes (or “takedowns” as we came to call them) were
usually anything but subtle, more often violently
aggressive with the indicator plunging so rapidly
the fish would hook themselves and make their first
leap before I could even react. If I was not holding
onto my rod, it was in danger of going out the back of
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the boat with the trout. In fact it has happened more
than once, with my fly rod ending up at the bottom
of the lake. No wonder I jerked awake so fast in that
dream.
While indicator fishing has its subtleties, it is
anything but boring when it works, and more often
than not it does. After all chironomids do make up
the bulk of a trout’s diet in most lakes most of the
fishing season. I was becoming a more successful
fisherman as a result, but more importantly it made
me a different kind of fly fisherman: more observant,
more thoughtful, and more curious about aquatic
entomology. The strategy behind my fishing does
begin and end with the contents of my fly boxes.

It begins, more properly I think, with the question
of what the trout are relating to – i.e., which of
many food sources in the lake. I can no longer pick
a pattern out of my fly box without asking and
answering that question. What are the trout relating
to? It might only be a hypothesis but I have to have
at least that much so that I can relate the contents of
my fly boxes to what (I think) the trout are relating
to. And naturally there has to be some basis for that
hypothesis such as: the water is under 60 degrees; it’s
too cold for mayflies, or caddis, or even a damselfly
emergence. That leaves chironomids, possibly
leeches, or maybe scuds if the lake is weedy. So fly
fishing has evolved into a strategy of formulating
testable hypotheses, selecting flies to test those
hypotheses, then interpreting the results of the test.
Is the hypothesis wrong, or is the test not adequate?
Sounds like a scientific approach doesn’t it? And it is.
That’s where indicator fishing has taken me.
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Has it made me more successful? Well yes,
sometimes, depending on how you define success.
One can’t be successful all the time when there is so
much new to learn. It has made me more versatile,
and turned fly fishing into a challenging intellectual
exercise. And here’s something that may sound
odd: the important thing is not how many fish I
catch, rather that I understand the reason why I am
catching them. Sometimes I simply quit fishing once
I’ve figured things out, and have caught enough fish
to confirm that I have.
On a recent trip to Canada my fishing partners and
I had a preliminary hypothesis before we arrived at
the lake. It was based on its high elevation, where we
had reason to believe the water
would be colder than lower-lying
lakes, most likely colder than 60
degrees, a temperature at which
chironomids are likely the only
emerging insect. In fact the
morning water temperature on
arrival was 54 degrees. We also
knew the lake had a large shoal
and a soft bottom, prime habitat
for chironomid larvae.
Our first problem was to locate
the fish, which we figured
would be in deeper water on the
downwind edge of the shoal.
Our fish finders proved this to be
correct, so we knew where to fish and at what depth
– 10-14 feet.
But what chironomid pattern should we tie on? There
are no doubt dozens of species in the lake, varying in
size and color. The temperature of the water and the
chironomid shucks floating on the surface told us the
emerging insects were shall, closer to hook size #16
than to #14 or #12. (These shucks are the outer “skin”
of the pupae that is shed during the transition to an
adult insect.) We also knew from past experience at
this lake that olive is an effective color, and recent
experience at another local lake had demonstrated
the effectiveness of a #16, amber-colored pattern the
Canadians called “summer duck.”
We didn’t need to experiment any further. Both
colors on hook size #16 were immediately effective,
producing multiple hookups. In this case there
was no need to use the throat pump on the first
fish caught, except perhaps to take pictures of the
stomach contents for future reference at the tying
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bench. It is nice when fly fishing can be this straight
forward, as in being right the first time. We were
not only catching fish, but we had the satisfaction
of feeling that we had solved a puzzle. It wasn’t just
blind luck.
It was not so easy at another lake in the area. Here
we fished hard all day and as partner Pat Burdick
said, “We got no love.” We tried many sizes and
colors of chironomid patterns fished at different
depths -- nothing. Alternative hypotheses that
mayfly or damsel nymphs might be active, that they
would be more effective if cast and retrieved, etc.,
proved wrong as well.
It seemed to be one of those days when
there wasn’t enough insect activity of
any kind to get the trout in a feeding
mode. We felt helpless and frustrated,
as in “they’re just not eating.” This is
not an uncommon scenario. Then, at
the very end of the day, I moved to a
different part of the lake and observed
numerous chironomid shucks floating
on the surface near the edge of a shoal.
The shucks were small so I tied on a #16
summer duck and bingo, the indicator
went down twice and I had two fivepound trout in succession. My partners
joined me and took one more. Then the
emergence ended, the trout quit, and it
was time to pack up and go home.
There are days like this when I feel I’m staring at an
indicator for hours, retying flies until I’ve exhausted
my inventory of chironomid patterns. Sometimes I
lose patience, pull up my anchors, and go trolling a
leech or damsel nymph just to be moving around,
not because I have a brilliant new hypothesis to test.
I get some exercise, and maybe a trout or two. On
such days I’ve learned that sometimes trout want
something else under the indicator. Indicators are
also an effective means of presenting other kinds
insects, including mayfly and damselfly nymphs,
leeches, scuds, and even caddis pupae.
You might wonder why this would be the case, that
the same pattern hanging under an indicator would
be more effective than if it were trolled, or cast and
retrieved. Insome cases I think it’s simply because
the water is so cold in the spring, that even though
the trout are hungry they are just too lethargic to
chase a moving fly. I’ve observed this, for example, at
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both Omak Lake and Coffeepot Lake in Washington
State when fishing shortly after ice out.
In other cases it seems to be that hanging the fly
under an indicator keeps the fly at the right depth,
and/or more accurately duplicates the posture of an
insect emerging vertically through the water column.
My most memorable example of this came after a
demanding hike into a high alpine lake in pursuit
of golden trout. It was midsummer, a time when
caddis pupae emerge in these lakes, and the “goldies”
were taking notice, but they could not relate to a
pupae pattern moving horizontally through the
water column. These caddis pupae were emerging
vertically. By hanging our pupae patterns under an

indicator we were able to catch enough golden trout
to satisfy a life-long quest.
Even if indicator fishing doesn’t feel exactly like
your cup of tea, there are reasons to add it to your
repertoire. You can get past the awkwardness of
casting a long leader with an indicator attached.
You’ll be able to fish chironomid patterns effectively
during those times when it’s the only insect available
to the trout. And you’ll have an alternative way of
presenting some of the other insects that is sometimes
more effective than the usual ways of presenting
them. But most of all, it will be a starting point
for learning more about aquatic entomology and
becoming a more observant and thoughtful angler.
One more thing. Should you go down this path, and
also have the habit of reading in bed, stay off the top
bunk.
— Keith R. Stamm

