A monthly newsletter serving the southern Willamette Valley

Our Nov. 16 program

Skip Morris
makes it easy(er)
Zoom allows us to present a
superstar in the fly fishing field
Skip Morris will be our feature presenter for our
November meeting: Please plan to attend this once in
a lifetime opportunity to see and listen to a superstar
among our fly fishing community.
Many of us are familiar with who Skip Morris is
and what he has accomplished in the fly-fishing world.
For those of you not familiar with Skip, he is a fulltime fly-fishing author and
speaker who has
published dozens of books
on fly tying and fly
fishing. Among them, his
Fly-Tying Made Clear and
Simple has become the
standard beginner's flytying guide. Skip lives
with his photographer/
illustrator wife, Carol, on
Washington's Olympic
Peninsula.
The plan for our Nov. 16
meeting is a 40-minute fly-tying demonstration by
Skip Morris, followed by one of Skip’s premier topics
and presentations: “Make Dry Fly and Emerger
Fishing Work.” Skip is an expert on this topic and it
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should be very informative for all, and Carol, Skip’s
wife, will be operating Zoom and the camera.
Also invited are members of the Cascade Family
Fly Fishers, Umpqua Valley Fly Fishers and Damsel
Flies. Mark your calendars for Monday, Nov. 16, to
see Skip in action and to participate in our annual
fundraiser / auction. — Al Eckerdt

Skip Morris will join our
Monday program at 6:15 pm.
Log on at 6 for short club
business, followed by a 40minute fly-tying demo and
Skip”s 50-minute presentation.
Check your email for Zoom
instructions.
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Annual auction
now live online

Feel free to share the auction’s website
with others who may want to bid and/or
donate.
See you on Monday!

By Carolyn Mason, Auction Chair

Instructions

This year’s annual auction will feature fully
Auction schedule:
loaded boxes of member-tied flies. We have a
star-studded line up of some of the club’s best
The auction opened this week, Nov. 10, at
tiers committed to providing you a stunning
9 am. The auction closes at midnight the
array of local favorites, and there will also be
following Monday, Nov. 16, a few hours after
an assortment of commercial flies donated by
the November club meeting.
local fly shops.
How to find the auction site:
Our annual auction is going on-line this
This auction will be entirely online. No
year due to COVID-19. In past years the
special software is required. From your
proceeds from our auction have traditionally
computer, tablet or phone, you can join the
gone to support the operational expenses of the
auction at this web site: www.auctria.com/
club, with the remainder
auction/MFF2020
earmarked for the
Although not required,
Conservation Fund.
The club didn’t incur a lot of
there is also a mobile app
Last year we donated
operational
expense
this
year,
for Auctria, available for
nearly $8,000 to
either iOS or Android.
Salmon Watch, an
so our operating funds are
educational program
You can find information
stable enough for us to move
run by the McKenzie
about the mobile app
Watershed Council.
ALL proceeds from our auction here: https://
This year, your
www.auctria.com/blog/
to the Conservation Fund.
Board of Directors has
auctria-mobile-app. The
agreed to use the
mobile app is an option,
Conservation Fund to support projects and
not a requirement.
organizations making a direct impact on the
How to register for the auction:
McKenzie River and those affected by the
Follow the link to the auction web site. You
Holiday Farm Fire. We’ve named our project
will see three blue buttons in the middle of the
the “McKenzie River Recovery.”
screen: Register, Auction and Donate. Click on
Because the club didn’t incur a lot of
the "Register" button. On the Registration
operational expense this year, the Board feels
page, fill in the blanks, and follow the prompts.
our operating funds are stable enough for us to
Only your name, an email address and a
move ALL proceeds from our auction to the
mobile phone number are required for
Conservation Fund. We hope you’ll
registration. We need the phone number to send
generously support our club’s commitment to
real-time bidding information.
the recovery of our home waters, those who
Upon registration, you will receive an
live and work there, and in maintaining the
email
with your bidder number, an access code
time-honored tradition and club’s mission to
and a direct link to the auction web site. You
“protect and increase fishery resources.”
can use either the access code or your email/
password to join the auction.
McKenzie Flyfishers
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How to bid for fly boxes:
Click the blue "Auction" button on the
home page of the auction web site. This link
opens the Auction Catalog of fly boxes. Each
box has its own display card. A click
anywhere on the card will open an
information page for the box, where you will
find all specific information about the flies
and about the bidding history for the box.
Click on the photo to see a larger view of the
flies. The information page is also where you
will enter a bid for the box.
If someone outbids you for a particular
box, Auctria will immediately send a text
message, letting you know you need to return
to the site to bid again.
How to make a cash donation to the
McKenzie River recovery fund:
The third blue button on the auction home
page is "Donate." Click here to make a direct
donation to the club's Conservation Fund.
Money collected from this auction will be

earmarked for McKenzie River Recovery.
There are donation buttons for $25, $50 and
$100, as well as an open box for making any
donation you prefer.
Checkout and delivery:
At the closing time of the auction, Auctria
will notify by email everyone who won a bid
and/or made a donation. You may follow the
prompts in the message to settle your account
online with a credit card. You may also
choose to settle your account upon delivery by
paying with cash or by check. In fact, we
would prefer payment by cash or check
because a credit card payment incurs a small
extra fee.
No matter how you square the account, we
will deliver your winning boxes to Eugenearea addresses. If you are far from town, we
can arrange delivery by mail. Someone will
contact you by email or by phone to schedule
delivery.

2020 board and
committees

Hackett (host), Peggy Roga (host)
Newsletter: Ted Taylor
Outings: Clint Brumitt
Library: Carolyn Mason
Holiday party: Tom Fauria
Annual picnic: Jeff DeVore
Conservation: Arlen Thomason
Education: Tim Knerr, Clint Brumitt
FFI rep.: Terry Willis
Programs: Al Eckerdt (head), Scott Halpert, Bill
Laing, Mike Starr, Mike Brinkley, Michael T.
Williams

President: Greg Williams
President elect: Carolyn Mason
Secretary: Bob Howell
Treasurer: Mark Campbell
At-large board: Dick Barnhart, Tom Fauria,
Peggy Roga, Dave Thomas, Phil Johnson Auction:
(chair open) Peggy Roga, Jim Rhoten, Dick
Barnhart
Website: Liz Yocom
Membership: Dick Barnhart (head), Steve

Our club’s
Life Members
•
•
•
•

Jim Boyd
Bob Bumstead
Jim Dougher
Skip Hosfield
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•
•
•
•

Bill Laing
Hal Legard
Glen Love
Frank Moore
Peter Patricelli
Bob Rasmussen
Mike Starr
Dave Thomas
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Gold Lake
all to myself
Casting every fly in my arsenal
By Tom Fauria
I had never fished Little Cultus Lake, so on
Oct. 7 I drove to the Cultus Lake turn-off to
travel the 3 miles of washboard road to Little
Cultus. Arriving at the
boat ramp, I launched
my float tube only to
realize that Little
Cultus is not that little
– it’s too big to manage
in a kick boat,
especially when the
wind is not very kind.
So, after an hour
getting blown around
and hooking one brook
trout, I decided to
make the short drive to
Quinn River at Crane
Prairie in the hope of
more favorable
conditions.
After fishing Quinn for about two hours, I
spoke to another fisherman heading in – we
exchanged the usual fishing reports. Upon
arrival at the boat ramp, I realized that this
fisherman was a member of the McKenzie Fly
Fishers. It was enjoyable to talk further and he
mentioned that he and two other McKenzie’s
were planning to fish Gold Lake on Friday to
prep for the annual Gold Lake, “Death to
Char,” outing on Saturday, Oct. 10. The outing
had been postponed a couple of times due to
COVID and Forest Fires.
Later that evening, I thought about the
wisdom of fishing Gold to prep for the outing.
So, I adjusted my plans. The next day on my
way back to Eugene, I stopped by Gold Lake
arriving around 11 am. The parking lot had
McKenzie Flyfishers
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two cars, occupied by mountain bike people.
Although the weather forecast for the Saturday
of the MFF outing was “cold, wet and
miserable,” on Thursday the sky was bright
blue containing only wispy white clouds. The
temperature was warm and comfortable. Gold
was at its best – a pristine alpine lake complete
with majestic vistas of forested mountains –
the kind of vistas that nourish my spirit dulled
by the tragic destruction by recent forest fires,
election year politics and the persistence of
COVID.
As I entered the lake, I realized that I was

Ted Taylor photo

the only person there. I had the entire lake to
myself: no other boats, no people, no cell
phone interruptions, only the sound of the
occasional Highway 58 jake brake. Absolutely
delightful! Gold Lake all to myself. A pure
glimpse of heaven!
The water temperature was 46. The air was
still. The lake — tabletop flat. I began by
kicking toward favorite spots on the far end of
the lake. I tied on a white swimming boobie,
which had been successful the day before at
Quinn River. But, it didn’t produce a single
bump or tug at Gold. Thankfully the 4X tippet
was long, so I began tying on my arsenal of
flies while making my way to the far end. My
efforts produced no success. I thought I’d try
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the northeast corner, only to find it had
far was unsuccessful? As I looked down into
become quite weedy.
the gin clear water through polarized glasses,
On my circumference journey, I tried a
I saw several high-quality trout swimming
multitude of flies including: two swimming
lazily below my float tube. Really — wow! I
boobies: one white, one rust colored. A red
tied on my favorite calli emerger pattern.
Rufus. A larger rainbow Rufus, plus a small
After one or two casts: Bingo! A tight line
rainbow Rufus. A red bead-head black leech.
was now coupled to an angry acrobatic
A green leech and in a desperate moment: an
rainbow at about 2:30 pm. In the next 45
electric yellow bugger. In an attempt to ward
minutes Gold Lake yielded three 16- to 18off further
inch rainbows to my net
disappointment, I
before being released. But,
tried a red beadthe most exciting and
That was it: over as
head green bugger,
enjoyable part is that I lost
a Spider Jim and a
count of the many
quickly as it started.
Psycho Nymph,
additional aerial rainbow
even a San Juan
that took the emerger, tailBut while it lasted, it
worm. Collectively,
danced leaving the party
these flies produced
before they got close to the
was sweet!
three bump-n-goes;
net. During these 45
one hard momentary
magical minutes, swirls
grab, and one fish on for maybe five seconds.
continued on the surface and I experienced
I began to think the lake was barren or that “I
what will become a lifelong favorite
suck.” All flies were fished under a Type 1
memory. Thankfully, the skunk did not show
full sink line with a mixture of stripping
up.
beats as well as slow and fast kicking from
At 3:15 pm, as suddenly as these
my float tube: all produced “Nada, zip,
rainbows appeared, they disappeared. Swirls
bupkis!”
ceased. My line return to its former state of
Around 2 PM, I began to smell the barn
limp, the emerger now rejected. That was it:
and started kicking toward the boat ramp
over as quickly as it started. But while it
with the nasty smell of skunk in the air. I
lasted, it was sweet!
promised myself I would not mention this
As the chilly darkness of winter sets in,
day to anyone other than my wife.
this Gold Lake memory will fuel fantasies of
As I kicked toward the boat ramp while
future seasons with hope for another magical
still in deep water, swirls began to emerge on
moment.
the lake surface toward the campground.
What should I do now: everything I tried so

INVITATION TO JOIN
You do not have to be an expert fly fisher to join the McKenzie Flyfishers. Our monthly
meetings are an excellent opportunity to meet other area anglers, to have the best of
regional experts on subjects dear to the hearts of fly fishers — and our outings and
classes are wonderful ways to hone skills and lead local waters first-hand. Interested?
Just curious? Contact Dick Barnhart, (541) 501-1774.

McKenzie Flyfishers
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A high-country
trout stream
Eastern Oregon adventure calls
By Mike Brinkley

I like to Rish the
seldom-Rished waters,
so during the last days
of September I traveled
to the North Fork
Malheur River for two
days Rishing. This river
is the Rirst to be named
Wild and Scenic in
Oregon and it certainly
deserves the honor. Fed
by dozens of springs
and small creeks, it
meanders through
grassy meadows and
ancient open forest with
huge ponderosa pines
that are more than 500
years old. There is a
very nice (no water, but
free!) campground right
on the river and there was Rirewood
stacked at each campsite. I was the only
visitor the entire time, so there was no
problem with social distancing. The
early morning temperature was a chilly
30 but by 11 it was in the low 80s.
The trail along the river begins about
a mile from the campground, with a
wide meadow in between that has many
access points. The two miles of river that
I walked was pretty shallow and swift
with lots of rifRles, runs, and cut banks,
but very few deep pools, like we are
accustomed to here in our area. The
landscape favors terrestrials so the Rly of
choice is an ant, although I did catch a
few Rish on a royal Wulff. I saw very few
McKenzie Flyfishers
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rises and when the Rish took my Rly it
was usually when it was under the
surface. I had the best success swinging
in the runs and watching for takes when
the line moved, a bit more challenging
than the dry Rly Rishing that I am used to.
There are a lot of Rish in this river,
almost all of them pretty native redsides,
and because of the
cold clean water there
is a small population
of bull trout. The Rish
are small but out of
the 30 or so that I
caught, three were at
least 10 inches.
The headwaters of
the Malheur are in the
Malheur National
Forest, and include
the North Fork,
Middle Fork and a
myriad of streams
Rlowing out of the Blue
and Strawberry
Mountains. It is a
remote and incredibly
beautiful Oregon high
country and if you
want to take a break
from Rishing, the trail along the river is
well worth walking. For the Rirst mile,
the trail is not very close to the river, but
further along, it alternates between the
Rloodplain and uplands. The open
ponderosa forest at the beginning
changes to a mix of beautiful larch trees
and at about three miles from the
trailhead you reach Crane Creek
Crossing, a good turnaround place to
head back. You can Rish all along this
trail.
I really enjoyed exploring this river
and I plan to go back to the area next
fall, maybe to Rish the nearby Middle
Fork Malheur.
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From the archives

Salmo in
Wonderland
By Bob Bumstead
Fifteen years ago or so I wrote a satiric little
missive for this newsletter about fishing the West
Fork of the San Gabriel in Los Angeles County. Well,
times have changed. The West Fork has been
rehabilitated. Instead of finding car bodies in the
stream, “Yo Yo Loves Susie” scrawled across the
rocks, and torpid hatchery fish occupying the
occasional runs that had enough oxygen, an angler
in 1987 will find a muchimproved stream. The
California Department of
Fish and Game (DFG)
and local anglers have
imported spawning gravel,
built gabions, and
implemented regulations
which encourage the
preservation of naturally spawned fish. The project
seems to be a huge success. Legions of anglers
decked in Orvis finery now park their new fourwheel drives at the locked gate and cruise up and
down the road paralleling the stream on their $800
mountain bikes. Quality fishing.
———Buoyed by their success with the West Fork of
the San Gabriel and eager to provide more angling
opportunities close to metropolitan areas, the
California Fish and Game research division has been
trying to devise a method to provide fishing
opportunities in other urban Southern California
streams. They set their sights ‘high” and began to
develop a trout that could survive in the Los Angeles
River. Those of you who watch all those TV crime
shows or saw the movie Grease are acquainted with
this river as its bed has been the scene of many
filmed car chases and drag races. During most of the
year the only water in the river trickles down in a
three-foot “V” shaped channel cut into the middle of
the concrete bed. In my youth I used to take a
Flexible Flyer (a snow sled with wheels on it) into
the river and careen down the center channel sliding
wildly on the algae that grew there. The DFG’s idea
McKenzie Flyfishers
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was to cut pools every so often in the concrete which
would provide holding water for the trout (though it
would play havoc with the Flexible Flyer crowd.)
When any rain came, the fish could move out into
the main channel and feed on the additional wealth
of debris flushed into the river.
The plan would certainly conserve fuel as
anglers could fish, literally, in their own back yards.
Also, there would be no back-cast problems and the
sun reflecting off the concrete sides of the river
would make for excellent angler tanning. Of course,
the trout would be vulnerable to bait and hardware
fishing, so the river would have to be flyfishing only,
which might cause some resentment among the
locals. Also there might be some multiple use
conflicts, filming car chases, for instance. Still the
DFG thought enough of the idea to try to develop a
trout that could survive in the
L.A. River. Such a trout
would have to be able to eat
urban effluvia, be tolerant of
a wide variety of chemicals,
and during droughts be able
to estivate in slime. So far,
they haven’t succeeded, but
they have developed a trout so
extraordinary that they have given it a new species
designation, salmo urbanus.
While on vacation last month at my youthful
home in Laguna Beach, I got wind of a tantalizing
rumor about salmo urbanus. My source told me that
DFG had decided to test plant 500 of the trout at
Disneyland, an environment not quite as harsh as the
L.A. River, but still challenging. It just so happened
that I had brought my fishing gear down to Laguna,
and I was scheduled to accompany my wife and our
3-year-old son to Disneyland. Serendipitous. I
reasoned that the only way I would be allowed to
fish for salmo urbanus was if I looked like a
Disneyland employee. I found an old name badge in
the junk drawer when my brother had a job as a
sweeper at Disneyland. It had the Disneyland logo
and said “Marty,” a good name for my deception as
it had a Disney spin to it. I fastened the badge to a
Woolrich shirt that looked Disneyish when coupled
with my cord shorts. I packed wading shoes, reel,
flies, pith helmet, and an old Wright Magill pack rod
into my tote bag and considered myself ready.
We arrived at Disneyland at 9 the next morning.
Though $20 was a pretty steep price to pay to follow
up a fishing rumor, I reasoned that little David was
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getting in free, and I didn’t have to buy a California
fishing license. My solunar tables predicted that a
major feeding period occurred at 1 pm, so I had a
bit of time to do some scouting to see if I could find
a likely habitat for salmo urbanus. Besides I was
sure that Carrie and David would want to go on all
those water rides. Pirates of the Caribbean,
however, was a bust. The pirates frightened David,
and I could see it would be very difficult for me to
get out of the boat. The Matterhorn was a
possibility except that I didn’t look very Tyrolean
and the bobsleds kept the water stirred up. The
Jungle Cruise looked good especially since I had
brought my pith helmet with me, but again access
was a problem and all those animated reptiles and
hippos were not conducive to a quality angling
experience. It’s a Small World also looked
promising until I realized that I couldn’t stand
being around that song long enough to even rig up.
That left only the waterway around Tom Sawyer’s
Island.
It was accessible, deep, almost natural looking,
not totally cluttered with animated animals, and I
would fit into the scene with my Huck Finnish
looks. So I left Carrie and David in line for a new
Disney movie and headed for Tom Sawyer’s Island.
In the bushes I put on my wading boots, pith
helmet, and nametag and stepped into the
waterway. No problem. When people looked at me,
I’d just smile and wave. Maybe they thought I was
automated, hard to say.
As soon as stepped into the water at about one,
I saw them, big fish bulging the surface close to the
Island landing dock. Good old solunar tables, right
on time. I eased closer to them in an automated
fashion to see if I could tell what they were feeding
on, but whatever it was, it was small and they were
taking it subsurface. I figured chironomids would
be a likely bet and tied on a size 16 that worked at
Lenice Lake, flipped it out there, and waited for the
telltale twitch. Nothing. You know how slow
chironomid fishing can be, painfully slow, almost
hypnotic as I concentrated exclusively on a tiny
patch of water. I cast about every five minutes and
then retrieved with an excruciatingly slow hand
twist motion.
Soon the feeding activity diminished, and I
began to get a bit desperate. My opportunity to
confirm the salmo urbanus rumor was beginning to
slip away. Then I remembered what Ernie King had
taught me: “Think like a fish.” Somehow that
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seemed to be easier for Ernie than for me, but I put
my rod down, furrowed my brow, and began to
submerge my thoughts into a piscine mode.
Suddenly it hit me. These trout were bred to thrive
on the effluvia of civilization, geared to terrestrials
as it were. What effluvium was most available
around the Tom Sawyer dock? Almost every second
person was holding a chocolate covered frozen
banana that crumbled with every bite. Sure enough,
almost a continuous stream of chocolate covered
frozen banana crumbles rolled off the dock into the
water upstream of the few still rising trout.
I stripped in the chironomid and began to
search my flybox for anything that looked like a
frozen banana crumble. I had almost given up hope
when I spotted a size 16, brown, cream-hackled,
McMurray cork-bodied ant that I had gotten from
Stan Walters years ago. I was sure it would work if
only I could get it to sink. Then I remembered the
heavily leaded green rock worm imitations I had
tied for the McKenzie. I found one, stripped off the
body with my clippers and unwound four turns of
lead and wrapped it between the thorax and
abdomen of the ant being sure to leave some turns
of cream hackle showing. I cast it close to the dock.
It sank immediately and had only traveled a foot
before the leader twitched. I quickly raised the rod
and was fast to a nice fish. I wish I could say he
jumped, but he didn’t. He fought more like a large
whitefish with long heavy pulls. After about five
minutes I had him on his side, gleaming in the
afternoon sun. What a beautiful fish. While rainbow
have only the one red stripe, this fish shimmered
from head to tail. It was as if each translucent scale
had its own oil slick. As I held him in my hands, I
was transported back to reality by a burst of
applause from the crowd that had gathered
unbeknownst to me. I held the fish up to more
applause and then gently released him as the crowd
gasped. Soon they could see that the show was over
and turned their attention to other pursuits.
As I could see no other fish working, and
Carrie and David were probably out of the movie, I,
too, turned my attention to other pursuits, stashed
my gear, and headed for Tomorrow Land,
So the rumors were true. Salmo urbanus does
exist. Think of the possibilities: evenings on the
Millrace, Amazon Slough, and Portland harbor.
Let’s hope our Oregon Department of Fish and
Wildlife can learn from their more resourceful
Californian compatriots.
8

A monthly newsletter serving the southern Willamette Valley

McKenzie Flyfishers

NOVEMBER 2020

9

