Summary of Travels Summer 2005
A North American Odyssey:  A Fisherman’s Dream Come True

My wife, Sheila and I traveled the continent over during the summer of 2005, in search of many varieties of fish, some of the world’s most spectacular scenery and, of course,  many good old and new friends.  It was a great summer, a great trip, and there was some great fishing.  I will tell you where we went and what we did.  
Executive Summary:  We drove to Montana and floated the Smith River and fished two days on the Missouri, and then drove back to the Catskills.  We then drove to Labrador where I fished for salmon and then continued by ferry and gravel road on to Newfoundland and thence to Nova Scotia and home.  We then drove back to Montana where I fished Cache Creek, a tributary of the Lamar, in Yellowstone Park, as part of a horse-packing trip.  Then we drove on to British Columbia where I fished four different places.  First, I fished two days on the Elk River in Fernie B.C. (far southeastern corner of B.C.).  Second, I fished five days on the Dean River for steelhead.  Third, I fished 10 days in the Spatsizi wilderness area for wild rainbows mostly on dry flies.  Fourth, I fished seven days on the Kispiox, Skeena and Bulkley Rivers.  We then drove back to the Catskills. 

Let me begin with early April, when we made our way to Crestwood RV in Tuckahoe NY, in Westchester County.  There we purchased a new recreational vehicle, a 22-foot Vista Cruiser, made by Gulfstream Coach, a “Class B” RV, a “conversion van.”  We named her “Happy Trails.”  The chassis is made in Germany by Freightliner, a division of Daimler Chrysler, and includes a 5 cylinder Mercedes Benz diesel engine that gets 22 miles to the gallon.  Of the three floor plans available, we purchased the “G-26,” the newest deign.  For more information, go to http://www.gulfstreamcoach.com/bvans/index.htm
But, before we could launch “Happy Trails” on her first trip, we took a detour to Hawaii Hawaii where our niece was to wed.
Hawaii

In Hawaii, I had four interesting fishing adventures.  First, I fished for bonefish on a reef near the Honolulu airport with guide Kevin Faucheux, who is associated with “Nervous Waters,” a fly shop in Honolulu.  A fine guide he was, but the bonefish failed to show up, until the last moment when one did take my fly only promptly to toss it back at me.  But a lovely day on the water, or more precisely, in the water as we waded all the way out on the reef.  
Next, I fished with Stan Wright on Lake Wilson, a fresh water reservoir on Oahu that contains peacock bass and other species.  Again, a nice day, but the fish were somewhat scarce.  We did manage to find a number of very small peacock bass that took our flies, but the big boys were laying low.  We also caught a number of other interesting , if miniscule, species, including one called a red devil, a sunfish sized fish that was completely red in color.  A lovely day that I would be pleased to repeat.
The fishing highlight of Hawaii was our marlin expedition.  Sheila, my brother, Bob, and I booked a day with Neal Isaacs on the Anxious out of Kona HI.  Neal is the older brother of Norm Isaacs, the well-known host of Saturday morning fishing show.  We plied the waters throughout the day and indeed one fish took one of the trolled lures.  I was nominated to do the reeling and pulling.  I did, and was gratified to see the mate hoist a 50 lb. wahoo on board. We photoed him and the made then dressed him.  We fed 16 members of the wedding party that evening.  That was the only fish landed, Bob having lost one later in the day.
Finally, on our last day in Hawaii, I fished a reef on the eastern side of Oahu with my nephew, Koa Shultz, a graduate student at U of Hawaii in marine botany.  We saw nothing but one puffer who had no interest in our flies, but only to puff himself up so as to be protected from us, I suppose.  

Montana I

After several weeks of drought-challenged fishing in the Catskills and Pennsylvania, on June 12, Sheila and I bundled our gear and supplies into Happy Trails and began our first of three major trips of great distance.  We drove west on route I-80 through Pennsylvania, Ohio, Indiana and Illinois and then, in Chicago, we turned northwest up Route I-94 and across Wisconsin, Minnesota, North Dakota, and into Montana.  We stayed in our new RV each night and mostly we enjoyed Sheila’s great home cooking.  Happy performed wonderfully and managed to get 19 or 20 miles per gallon even at high speeds of 75 or 80 on a long term basis.  She also proved to be a comfortable RV in which to live.  We arrived in Helena after traveling over 2300 miles.
After a great night at fellow Anglers Club member Rock Ringling’s Sanders B&B (food, lodging, service impeccable) in the center of Helena, we were vanned off to the Smith River by Lewis & Clark Expedition’s crew for a five day float on the Smith River,  probably the most beautiful rive in North America.  The water was high and discolored, but improving daily.  The fish were slow to come to the fly, but we managed a few from time to time.  A five fish day was to be treasured.  We floated with six other anglers, all good company.  Our crew consisted of 4 guides and 2 gear boaters, all most affable and great cooks and dedicated to serving our needs.  Our fellow Anglers Club member and friend, Michael Blakely, guided us expertly.  Lovely trip.  Too bad the fish had lockjaw.
Following the float, we fished the Missouri for two days near Craig with guide Jeff Rawlings.  Again we found fish with lockjaw.  The Missouri was running high, due to higher than usual dam releases.  The authorities were making room in the impoundment for expected extra water, due to above-average rainfall in Montana.  The result was spooky fish.  Oh, well.  Anyway, we came away with 3 or 4 fish a day, all hard earned.    
Then, into HappyTrails on back home, arriving back in the Catskills after four speedy days of driving, ready to refit for our next leg, to Labrador and Newfoundland.  As we crossed Montana, we encountered a major storm cloud on the horizon and hail warnings on the radio, causing us to take shelter in a truck wash building.  Once it passed from the horizon, we continued our travels, unimpeded by weather until we encountered a tornado as we crossed into Minnesota.  When we reached home, we found that the entire trip to Montana and back was 4,637 miles.
Labrador and Newfoundland

Next, we headed for Goose Bay, Labrador.  We drove up the NY Thruway, up the Northway and into Canada just south of Montreal, then up the south bank of the St. Lawrence and crossed over at Quebec City.  From there we proceeded up the north bank of the St. Lawrence, crossing the Saginaw River at Tadoussac, and on to Baie-Comeau.

There we “turned left” onto Route 389 northbound to begin our roughly 700 mile drive over mixed paved and gravel roads to Goose Bay.  Occasionally, a semi would barrel toward us down the road toward Baie-Comeau.  At one point, we drove onto pavement that lasted for 60 miles.  Eerily enough, we got onto a divided, four lane highway, with driveways leading onto the highway, but no houses.  We felt ourselves in the Twilight Zone.  Later we learned that there had been a town there, Gagnon, to support a nearby mine.  The mine had closed many years ago and the owners had bulldozed the town. We later also learned of plans to reopen that mine, because improved processes now made the mine more profitable!  
After roughly 350 miles, we reached Fermont, a mining support town on the Labrador/Quebec border.  We drove into Fermont for gas and to see the town.  Lo!  The town consists primarily of one very large building housing most the inhabitants and containing many of the stores, schools and services needed.  Apparently, housing most of the town in one building provides greater efficiency during the winter, which lasts about half the year at that latitude.
From Fermont, we drove about 30 miles east, across the Labrador border, onto the TransLabrador Highway, Route 500 to begin the remainder of our trip, about 350 miles of mostly gravel road, to Goose Bay.  But first we stopped in Labrador City, a nice mining community, well kept, thriving, near the border and near another town, Wabush.  Then, we proceeded east, through Churchill Falls and on to Goose Bay.  Next day, we met up with our good friends Fred and Betty Goudie, with whom Sheila stayed while I was in camp fishing for salmon.  
On the appointed day, I met with the rest of the members of my camp at the seaplane base and we all flew into our river for what turned out to be a most productive week of salmon fishing.  Of the many fish I caught that week, I was fortunate to land three that were salmon weighing 12 to 15 lbs.  Fish were everywhere, especially in the gorge below by the falls.    

After a few more days in Goose Bay, Sheila and I boarded a ferry boat that overnight took us to Cartwright, about 100 miles east on Cook Inlet, near the open sea, and a road that we would drive, for another 300 or so miles, toward the southern coast of Labrador and to the Quebec border.  Once over the Quebec border, we made for another ferry that took us for a two hour ride to the northern peninsula of Newfoundland.  Once there, we made our way carefully through fog and warily by moose warning signs toward the northernmost coast of the peninsula, L’Anse aux Meadows, where the Vikings are believed to have had a settlement for  eight or ten years around the year 1000.  A most interesting and most beautiful place.  And, mirabile dictu, we found a great restaurant, one of the best we have experienced anywhere, in that locale, called “The Norsemen,” where we enjoyed surf and turf, consisting of self-selected lobster and elk tenderloin.  What a treat!
From there, we proceeded along the western coast of the northern peninsula, through Gros Morn National Park, where we saw several moose grazing at roadside.  Then we drove across the northern peninsula to the Bonavista peninsula, where we toured for a day, before continuing on to Argentia, south of St. Johns and the ferry to Cape Breton, N.S.  While touring Bonavista peninsula, we visited the old town of Trinity, much sought by tourists now, and then to Emsden, site of a large puffin rookery and, at the end of the peninsula, a number of whales doing their spouting routine.
Following an all day ferry ride across to Cape Breton, we drove on home over the next several days to the Catskills.  Our route took us across Nova Scotia, then New Brunswick,  then into and across Maine, New Hampshire, then down Vermont, into Massachusetts, and across into New York and on home.  This leg of our travels took us 4,021 miles.
Montana II and British Columbia

After refitting again, we set off on our third, and last leg, this time back to Montana.  Our first goal was to reach the home of our friends Greg and Cathy Matthews in Red Lodge MT.  This time, we avoided Chicago by driving across Pennsylvania and then in Ohio through Columbus and on through Indiana to St. Louis.  From there we drove across Missouri and then up the Missouri River into Iowa and South Dakota, across that state and into Wyoming and then north into Montana and by Billings on into Red Lodge.  While driving across South Dakota, we encountered high heat, ranging up to 110 degrees.    

Cache Creek

Once rested at Greg and Cathy’s, we went on to Victor and Liz Jackson’s B&B, Skyline Guide Services, in Cook City MT, just outside Yellowstone Park, where we met the to other members of our fishing party, Lou Kravitz and Bob Proctor, from LA.  Next morning, we went on to the Trailhead for the horse trip into Cache Creek, a tributary of the Lamar River which in turn flows into the Yellowstone River, all in the Park.  We rode for perhaps 4 hours up a steep mountain, over the crest, viewing the Cache Creek valley and all the still very visible fire damage from the great fires of the ‘80’s, then down into the valley and downstream perhaps 5 miles to our camp.  En route, we spied a grizzly bear checking out an uninhabited park campsite.  He got wind of us and took off up the opposite mountainside at an enormous rate of speed, and ultimately out of our view.   
Once camped, we all tackled up and went catching, yes, catching.  No fishing, just catching.  The cutthroat are most unsophisticated (my kind of fish, really dumb!) and would take the fly almost immediately, nay, they would compete for it!  The fly of choice was a parachute adams, size 14.  First night, I fished for 2 hours in one pool and then quit.  They never stopped.  I was fascinated to watch the action as I could see them come up, look, take, swim off, again and again.  When the catching slowed, I just twitched the fly and that got an immediate response.  I must have had at least 60 fish in that short time (no, I don’t count, but I do multiply rates of catching).  

Next day, Victor had us all saddle up and ride 3 miles downstream and fish another area.  That section also proved quite productive, although not as much as around camp.  But likely we each had 150-200 fish days.  So, third day, we fished around camp.  Lou and I fished upstream, intending to fish up to a place where Victor would meet us with horses and return us to camp.  After fishing up about a mile, Lou decided he had had enough went back to camp.  Victor gave me the bear spray and I continued alone, with many looks around me as I progressed up the stream.  Later, Victor returned and fished with me for a while and then we rode back to camp where he and his son catered another great dinner.  

Last day, we fished until around 10 or so in the morning and then helped with the saddling and packing.  I fished with Greg and we found the fish less in the mood for taking than on previous days.  At around 11:30 we saddled up and rode out.  As we rode away from the campsite, Bob’s horse reared and Bob fell off, leaving him lying on the ground.  Victor went to his aid, checked him out, and Bob felt well enough to ride out, not sure what had happened.  So we went on, arriving at the trailhead around 3:30.  There we flagged down a ranger who interviewed Bob, who was now in great pain.  The trooper advised Lou to take Bob to a facility in the Park to review his status.  Ultimately, they got to a hospital in Jackson Hole where they learned that Bob had broken several ribs.  He remained in the hospital for several days before Lou and he were able to return to LA.   Bob fully recovered.  
Cathy and Sheila greeted us at the trailhead and we returned to Red Lodge for a day of rest before continuing our travels.
Elk River

We drove from Red Lodge for two days to reach Fernie B.C.  En route we stopped briefly at the FFF Conclave in Livingston where I met with fellow Anglers Club member, Ernie Schwiebert and tried to connect with fellow member Ted Rogowski and his celebrated wife, Joan Wulff, but they were off doing sessions and so we pushed on.  We traveled north, through Whitefish and into British Columbia and over to Fernie, in the extreme southeast corner of B.C. bisected by the Elk River.  I fished the next two days with Alex Henry, a local guide.  First day,he and I floated the Elk just downstream of Fernie.  Fishing was uncharacteristically slow in the morning, but picked up in the afternoon.  I fished mostly with nymphs, and we got into the indigenous cutthroats.  I also used Alex’ 7 weight rod with a sinking line in some pools to fish for bull trout and managed to land several, including one 5 lbs. and one 9 lbs.  Bull trout, of course, are a non-anadromous form of dolly varden.  They live by making vicious attacks on other fish.  Guides call them “fresh-water sharks.”  They give a wonderful fight when hooked.
Following day, we fished the stretch upstream of Fernie and really got into cutthroat on dry flies, getting good sized fish, at 16” -18”, but no more bull trout.  That was a 40 fish day in the beautiful Canadian Rockies.
Dean River

From Fernie, Sheila and I drove two more days, over 900 miles, across British Columbia, to Bella Coola, located on the central Pacific Coast of B.C.  From Fernie, we drove north, along the west slope of the Canadian Rockies, to Golden, then west on the TransCanada Highway through Revelstoke and Kamloops and on to a town named Cache Creek at the junction with Route 97 a northbound road through B.C. to the Yukon and on to Alaska and the route we would take.  We turned north and continued until we reached Williams Lake, where we turned west for our remaining drive of about 300 miles.  This was mostly pretty good road as far as Anahim Lake and then it turned to a passable gravel road, similar to our Labrador roads.  That was fine, but then we came to “the hill”  --  a 2000 foot drop in 10 miles that sometimes included a 18 percent grade.  Wow!  Well, Happy Trails did just fine.  We put her in second and first gears as needed and she eased down the hill and was ready for the remaining 60 miles to Bella Coola.  Sheila, however, was distraught at the heights and the severe drop off on one side of the vehicle.  She managed to live through it all, however.
In Bella Coola, we located a good RV camp and Sheila located a friend for the coming five days, Anna McClure, who lived nearby to the RV camp.  On the appointed day, the charter from Vancouver arrived with my camp-mates and we all ferried into camp by helicopter.  In camp were a number of old friends, including Joan Wulff, Ted Rogowski, John Fraser (former speaker of the house for Canada and camp leader), Art Collin (Labrador camp-mate), and Pablo Mackenzie (also a Sandhiller and my roommate for our Dean fishing).  New friends included Allan Lumsden (Ottawa CPA and salmon fisher), Al Whitehead (Tulsa oil wildcatter) and Doug Jevening (criminal lawyer in Vancouver).    
The afternoon of the first day we all tackled up and went to the river.  Three fishers with each guide, three guides for total of 9 anglers.  Steve Pereh, of Terrace, habitually guides the middle section of the river and Doug and Allan and I went with him.  He put Allan across river from me on river right and then took Doug upstream of me on my side.  I began fishing.  I managed to get the line out a little way and then let it swing through.  Second cast.  Third cast.  Fourth cast (was that a grab???).  Fifth cast.  Whoopee!!!  Fish on!  He ran. I brought him back.  He ran again.  I brought him back. Steve came down and coached me.  I played him hard.  He finally came to heel and revealed himself to be a nice busy 12 lb. Steelhead!  Neat trick (never to be repeated that way again, I am sure).  My fellow fishers were fuming, they later confessed.  That day there were several other fish taken by other anglers in other boats.  Also, Allan had action that day, either landed or lost.
But that was it, no more action that day, or the next day, when I fished hard on the lower stretch with Paul Jones as guide and Pablo and Ted as fellow fishers.  Pablo had some action that day and Ted got two.  I none.  Just repayment for my good luck the first day!

Third day, I fished the upper section with Robertson Stewart as guide, a truly consummate guide who had grown up at the Lower Dean Camp, and Allan Lumsden and Joan Wulff as fellow fishers.  Joan sat out the morning and joined us for lunch and the afternoon.  During the morning, under the tutelage of Robertson, I managed two steelhead, one of whom got himself lassoed by the line through his rolling and leaping but then rolled back out of the lasso when I brought him the feet of the guide, and, having thrown the fly, swam away (so, no pictures).  We estimated him at about 12 lbs.  Then, an hour later, another steelhead took my fly, this one landed properly and estimated at 5 lbs.  That afternoon, Joan, fishing from the boat as Robertson held it in place, managed two steelhead. 

Then the rains came.  Fourth day, it rained hard all day and the river began to rise.  Only one fish was taken that day, by Art Collins.  I fished the lower river again that day, with Paul Jones and Pablo and Ted.  The fifth day, we fishers wondered at going out at all, with the river so high, but out we went.  I was assigned back to the middle stretch with Steve Pereh, Joan Wulff and Pablo.  Joan did not join us until lunchtime. We agreed we would fish until we saw large trees floating downstream and then would get off (no trees came, happily).  Late morning, I had some grabs, several, so I fished them very carefully.  Oops!  Fish on!  Wow!  This one is heavy!  What is going on here?  The fish is not running.  Well, maybe a little, but not much.  What is happening?  I worked him hard.  Steve Pereh came by, watched, coached, eventually broke the bad news.  “I think it is a Chinook.”  Oh well.  But I still had to haul him in.  That was  no mean trick.  Muscle, muscle.  Crank, crank the reel.  Trust your gear.  Put the muscle to him.  No, don’t go downstream here as you will get into deep water, but bring him up.  And so we did.  We got him in, estimated at 18 lbs., and returned him to the river.  That, I believe, was the only fish taken in the entire camp that day.  

And so, that was the Dean fished out of Billy and Amanda Blewett’s Lower Dean Camp.  Next day, Monday, August 22, we all helicoptered out to Bella Coola and then the rest of the party flew back to Vancouver on the chartered plane and Sheila and I prepared for the dreaded trip up the hill and on to Smithers.  
Spatisizi Wilderness

We spent two days, driving to Smithers, about 90 crow-flying miles north of Bella Coola, but 600 miles around by road.  Once in Smithers, we arranged with the Stork Nest Inn, in the center of town, for Happy to be plugged in and for us/Sheila to stay there off and on during our Smithers sojourn.  On the appointed day, I was taken to the airport where we flew in a turbo-prop Otter for two hours into the Spatsizi wilderness and landed at the Collingwood Brothers’ Laslui Lake Lodge.  This was a marvelous trip, as we flew by 30 or more glaciers, at eye level and saw many mountain goats.
Carrie Collingwood, manager of Spatsizi Wilderness Vacations and an experienced guide and a wonderfully lovely person, took me fishing at Hotleskwa Creek inlet to Laslui Lake later that day, where we had fun catching a number of rainbows until they figured out our flies.  

The weather was tough.  Ray took my guide, Torrey Hough, off to the Firesteel River camp, where he and I were to fish for the next several days, and said he would take me later.  Then, when he returned, he said he would take me after dinner.  But then the weather closed in and so we planned to leave the next morning.  But the rain and fog continued in the morning.  So, I spent several needed hours continuing the reorganization of my fly boxes, to good effect.  Then, after lunch, we were ready to go and Ray flew me around the mountains and through the clouds and we landed on a fine flat stretch of the Firesteel, pulled into camp and were greeted by Torrey.  Ray departed and Torrey and I went fishing.  

The Firesteel is a tributary of the Finlay, which, in turn, flows ultimately into the Mackenzie River, a part of the Arctic watershed.  In the late afternoon, Torrey and I went upstream one mile to a place we came to call the “Honey Hole.”  We fished from river left and got many rainbow, probably about 30, all 11-14 inches.  Great fun!  Then back to camp and Torrey made lovely fresh trout dinner (the Firesteel is one of the few places I am comfortable harvesting the magnificent creatures, because of their great numbers and low amount of pressure on them).  
Next day, we went down river, caught many many rainbows, probably 100 or so.  Torrey forgot his rain jacket, and it just poured and poured.  I lent him my emergency yellow poncho, but he found it uncool and, after I took a picture of him in it, much to his disgust, he took it off.  He would rather be wet than be seen in that poncho.  We finished the day at the Honey Hole.  Most fish that day were 11-16 inches.
Third day of Firesteel fishing, I began the day with a satellite telephone call to Sheila to wish her the best on that day, our 34th wedding anniversary.  She seemed to be doing well and said she appreciated the call.  Torrey and I this day went upriver to see if we could get to some falls, but the river was so low, we could not even get close.  The fishing was spotty -- the fish were schooling up for the winter and were found only in certain places, contrary to Torrey’s tales of experiences earlier in the year.  So, we went back downriver where we caught many fish and then came back up and finished at the Honey Hole.  I had probably 100  fish that day, all in the 11-16 inch range.  Ray arrived during dinner, spent the night, during which it rained off and on.  It was getting colder as the week progressed.  
Next day, Ray and Torrey, with some help from me, half closed the camp for the winter.  Ray would return to finish the job later.  We stored the boat.  Ray took us  and our fishing gear to nearby Tatlatui Lake where we used Bob Henderson’s boats to fish the outlet, which flows into the Firesteel.  The sun came out from time to time, warming us and keeping us dry.  Using successively two separate boats, we motored downstream several miles.  We caught lots of rainbows between 14 and 18 inches.  These were dynamite fish.  When hooked, they ran and leapt and virtually danced on top of the water.  Many threw the hook that way, until I learned to dance the fly line with them, to hold it up high so that when they came up the line remained taut against them.  This way, we landed many of the hooked fish.  We began by fishing the exit point from the lake, then moved down a half mile to fish the Glory Hole, then motored across a lower lake to a waterfall at the outlet of that lake and fished that extensively, and after that hiked down another mile to a third lake and fished that at the inlet.  We saw a caribou cow and calf during these travels.  We likely got about 90 fish that day.  Clay Collingwood arrived around 7 that evening to take us back to Laslui Lodge.  

Next day, Ray flew us to the Kluetantan, a tributary of the Skeena, for us to search out steelhead, but none were there.  Unintentionally, I managed to land two Chinook.  The first was a rotting 25 lb. female.  The second was a 40 lb. active male.  I also foul-hooked one more in the dorsal fin but thankfully the hook pulled out.  That day, I used Billy’s loaned two handed rod most of the time.  It rained, occasionally quite hard, all day.  Ray returned 6:30 and flew us back to Laslui.

Next day, Ray flew Torrey and me to upper Tueton Lake and we canoed the 6 miles or so back to Laslui Lake and the lodge.  We caught lots of rainbows, first at a big “eddy” at the inlet to the lower Tueton Lake, and then downstream from there.  I also caught two bull trout, one 4 lbs and one 6 lbs.  We found that the dry fly did not do very well with these fish and began using wooly buggers and other wet flies.  We tried a flesh fly, which turned out to be the most effective fly of the trip, so much so that Torrey began tying two or three each evening for our use.  Once at the lodge, Torrey and I motored down lake a few miles to Ella Creek inlet and caught lots of rainbow and some bull trout, one 4 lbs, and one 10 lbs.  We probably had 60 rainbows for this day.  Happily, it rained less.
Next day, we motored to the lower end of Laslui Lake and hiked about a mile farther to some magnificent falls where we fished for grayling.  We hiked another mile down to another pool for grayling there.  We caught 5 grayling at the lowest pool plus one small bull trout.  Back at the falls pool we had great fun with more than 12 grayling landed, all on elk hair caddis flies.  Then we hiked back up to the boat, viewing the falls en route, and motored back up lake for another stop at Ella Creek.  There we landed some rainbows and brought a huge, probably 10 lb. bull trout to our feet before he got off.  The flesh fly continued to be a terrific fish hooker.  Likely we had 40 fish for this lovely, very sunny day.  
Next day, Clay flew us to Cold Fish Lake where we motored to the eastern end and fished Mink Creek at three different spots, catching a few fish at each but nothing like other rivers.  Then we went to the inlet at Gladys Creek and had similar results.  Probably 20 fish for the day, but lots of fish hooked and off.  

For our final day in the Spatsizi, Clay flew us to back to Tatlatui Lake for second glorious day on the outlet.  As we flew, we saw many mountain goats.  The fishing at Tatlatui was, as before, most productive.  These were superb fish.  I probably had about 50 fish that day, all in the 14-18 inch range.  I caught my biggest fish of the Spatsizi trip that day, a lovely 20-inch rainbow.  All the fish, when hooked, again, performed an exceptional ballet.  Again, I held up the line to keep them from throwing the hook.  What a terrific day!  And sunny all day.  After a great finale at the outlet from Tatlatui Lake, we returned to Laslui at 6
Next day, we departed Laslui around 2 p.m. and arrived at Tyhee Lake, the seaplane base, near Smithers at 3:30 where Sheila awaited.
Kispiox
After two more days of relaxation and sigh-seeing in Smithers, we drove to the Hazeltons, about 60 miles northwest of Smithers where the Kispiox joins the Skeena and then farther downstream the Bulkley joins the Skeena, and where Wilfred Lee operates a B&B on the Kispiox, about 5 miles upstream from the junction of the Kispiox and the Skeena.  Wilfred provides lodging and guides for steelhead fishing on the Kispiox when it is fishable and, when it is not, on the Skeena and the Bulkley.  
Our first day, because the Kispiox was discolored from recent rain, fellow Anglers Club member, George Beatty, my fishing partner for the week, and I fished the Bulkley with guide James Combs.  We had no action.  

Next day, George returned to the Bulkley and I teamed up with another lodge guest to fish the lowest part of the Kispiox with Don Henderson, a great guide and local fly tyer.  Don worked as hard as any I have seen to try to get us into fish, but there were no takers.  But it was a beautiful day on the river fishing for the fish of a 1000 casts!
Next day, George and I fished a middle section of the Kispiox with Tom Lee, son of Wilfred Lee, and one of the finest guides I have ever fished with.  Tom was determined to get us into fish.  I managed to hook a fish, maybe a steelhead, maybe a coho, that I lost, and then later to land a coho in the Pyramid Pool, one of Tom’s favorites, but tough wading.  Right after lunch, George fished the lunch pool and lo, he had a nice steelhead take his dry fly.  He played it and landed it and we estimated it at 14 lbs.  Then I followed him through the pool and immediately had another steelhead, this one 5 lbs.  From there we pushed on but did not get any further action that day.  
Next day, Tyson Combs, James’ younger brother, guided George and me on the Kispiox.  We worked the day hard, but did not come up with any fish. 
Next day, George and I fished the Skeena, again with Tom Lee as guide.  Tom put us into the river in a jetboat at the junction of the Skeena and the Bulkley and then motored us downstream 4 miles to a pool called Panarama.  It did not look like much but it lay upstream of about 10 miles of rapids, and the fish like to rest in this pool after their strenuous swim upstream.  George, ever dedicated to the dry fly, stuck to that method.  I worked down through my stretch with an egg sucking leech.  
As I fished along, bango!  I had a fish on.  For 3 seconds.  A very hot female jumped high  and tossed out the fly.  She would have none of me.  Just after that, George, upstream, had the same experience on his dry fly.  I proceeded to slog down through the run, asking Tom how long my sentence would last.  

Oh, what is that?  Fish on.  Big.  Won’t move.  Must be another of those blankety-blank Chinook, like the one I had on the Dean.  Well, I need to get him off quickly so I can resume steelhead fishing.  I put the muscle to him.  Tom, the guide, came down to check me out.  I told him I had on a chinook.  He said hold on.  No, you have one of the biggest male steelheads I have seen in a while.  Oh my word, said I.  He told me I was fishing him exactly right and to keep putting the muscle to him.  And I did.  The fish did not run much, and never jumped.  But he wanted to move away, and I put my strength against his and managed to get him into the shallow water.  There, Tom and I took a number of pictures and measured him at 38” long and 20” girth, estimated to weigh 24 lbs.  That was my fish of the year.  Great fish!  Wonderful fish!  . . . And I thought he was a chinook . . .  

The next day was my 65th birthday, Sept. 14. George and I fished with Bob Clay, a local guide and rod maker and very experienced fisherman.  We had a lovely day.  We floated the Kispiox again.  But nothing was doing.  No fish would deign to take either of our flies.  My birthday present had been my large male steelhead received one day early.  
Next day, George and I fished another stretch on the Kispiox, this time with James Combs again.  James put us into a nice stretch and left us while he shuttled the truck and trailer.  Bango!  I managed a coho, not that I wanted to.  About 8 lbs.  Bango again, I managed a nice steelhead at about 5 lbs.  Later I momentarily hooked another steelhead, but did not hammer the hook into him as I should have and so he got off.  Later in the day I briefly hooked another fish that I never got to see.  And, so ended our fishing.  George, bless him, faithful to the dry fly, had only one fish landed for the week and one strike (on the Skeena).

The next morning, Sheila and I departed Wilfred Lee’s to begin our 8 day, 3300 mile trip back to Livingston Manor N.Y.  We stopped in Smithers for a number of errands and then continued our trip.  We traveled east through Prince George, Jasper, Edmonton , Saskatoon, Winnipeg, Thunder Bay, Sault Ste. Marie, on a ferry across Lake Huron from South Baymouth to Toberly, Hamilton, Niagara Falls and on home.  En route, we went through Nipigon, site of the world record brook trout from the early 1900s.  

Between Nipigon and Sault Ste. Marie, we stopped in a small town called “White River.”  We noticed a large statue of Winnie the Pooh and a number of memorial placques and signs stating “this is where it all began” and “Winnie the Pooh was from White River.”  We stopped to investigate.  Sure enough, the story has a basis.  In 1914, a soldier from Winnipeg traveled east through White River on his way to Europe and the First World War.  When he stopped in White River, he bought a bear cub and took the cub with him as far as London, where he lodged the cub at the London Zoo.  The bear was ultimately donated to the zoo.  A.A. Milne took his son, Christopher, to the zoo to see the bear and thus the bear was the inspiration for the books on Winnie the Pooh.  The bear, of course, was named “Winnie” because the soldier who named him was from Winnipeg.  Some story!  
We arrived home late afternoon on Friday, Sept. 23, having traveled on this leg of our trips 8,083 miles.  For the entire summer, from our start on June 12 to our finish on September 23, we went a total of 16,852 miles.  Happy Trails treated us wonderfully and made all our trails happy ones.  
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