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To my wife, Sheralee.


	In 1971, I told her that my dream was to make a career in fly fishing. I quit my job as a schoolteacher in 1976, and I’ve been living the dream ever since on the river that we both love so dearly. I never could have done it without her encouragement and support.
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INTRODUCTION



The river is named after Andrew Henry, who in 1809 joined Manuel Lisa, Jean Pierre Chouteau, and William Clark to found the Missouri Fur Company. Henry first entered the Snake River plateau in 1810. He built Fort Henry on the Henry’s Fork on the upper Snake River near modern St. Anthony, Idaho. This first American fur post west of the Rocky Mountains was abandoned the following spring. Charles Brooks devoted an entire chapter of his book The Henry’s Fork to Andrew Henry. From my perspective, all this is of minor consequence to the fly fisher except to know that the history of the non-native people of the region goes back almost to the Lewis and Clark Expedition.

My personal history doesn’t go back quite that far, but my roots are at least four generations deep. I grew up in the living quarters of the Union Pacific Railroad (UPR) depot in Sugar City, Idaho, about a 4-mile bike ride to the Henry’s Fork. Dad was a fly fisherman. By fly fisherman I mean he used a fly rod, fly reel, and line, but he used bait, small lures, wet flies, and whatever else it took to catch trout. He was the best angler I ever knew. Both grandfathers also had a close kinship with the fly rod, and I was lucky that they lived close by. One grandpa lived in Ashton. I can’t remember him as much as I wish I could because he passed on when I was in the second grade. My memory isn’t so fogged up to keep me from remembering some great days fishing Warm River, Fall River, and the upper Henry’s Fork with him. The other grandpa lived well into his 80s. He was the depot agent for the UPR in Roberts, Idaho. He was also a master with the fly rod. His favorite technique was to thread a live hopper on a hook and slide it just under a grassy bank. I spent many hours fishing with him and dad until my father died in 1968, when I was 21 years old. I continued to fish with grandpa until his age grounded him.

During my college years, I spent the summers in Island Park surveying roads for the Forest Service. It gave me a chance to fish the river every night after work. I graduated from college with a teaching degree and started looking for a job. The spirit of Andrew Henry beckoned me to the river that bears his name, and I settled in St. Anthony with my new bride, Sheralee, and began teaching industrial arts at the junior high school.

I quit my job with the Forest Service so I could stay close to home in the summer. Sheralee and I tied flies commercially to supplement my teaching income. First we helped Bonnie and René Harrop, who were tying for the Orvis Company. Later we went on our own, tying for Cal Gates in Grayling, Michigan. During that period, I also did some guiding for Jim Danskin in West Yellowstone, Montana. With the help of Sheralee’s father, Frank Rydalch, we started Henry’s Fork Anglers in 1976. From there our little fly-tying operation became a major fly-fishing retail and outfitting business.

Since my early days in the fly-fishing business, I have had an opportunity to fish many trout streams across the country and throughout the world. Early on, I didn’t realize or give much thought to the fact that the Henry’s Fork just might be the most diverse trout river in the world. There are other rivers with different types of water, but I doubt any of them can match the Henry’s Fork, with its miles of soft meadow flats, fast riffles, deep canyon gorges, stunning waterfalls, remarkable cottonwood-lined side channels, and defined pockets, pools, runs, and glides.

The river’s vast multiplicity of water types and wide range of water temperatures provide a diversity of aquatic life unmatched by any other trout stream in the world. The Henry’s Fork is a veritable aquatic insect factory! At least four species of stoneflies, thirteen important mayfly species, and seven caddisflies are major hatches, along with midges, craneflies, damselflies, and a few lesser-known aquatic species, all of which combine to provide a grand diet of bugs for the fastest-growing river trout in the state of Idaho. In addition, you can find lots of leeches camped under rocks and slithering along the banks, and the river is loaded with forage fish, such as dace, shiners, whitefish, and sculpins. There are also plenty of crustaceans, including scuds and crayfish.

Many of us fish in order to enjoy the wild environments where fish live. The Henry’s Fork provides refuge for a vast array of wildlife found in the Yellowstone ecosystem. Much of the upper river flows through public land under the administration of the Targhee National Forest. From St. Anthony downstream, most of the riparian zones are managed by the Bureau of Land Management. In between, the land adjacent to the river is private property, but the access is good and the landowners are angler friendly. The surrounding land is prime habitat for elk, moose, pronghorn, and two species of deer. There are also coyotes, black bears, grizzly bears, and more recently, wolves. It is not unusual to see beavers, river otters, mink, and other small mammals. The river corridor is home to an array of bird life. Bald eagles and osprey often compete for trout and whitefish. The Henry’s Fork also provides nesting habitat for numerous waterfowl species, with some of the most important nesting and wintering habitat in the Lower 48 for trumpeter swans.

Trout Unlimited’s membership at large voted the Henry’s Fork the best trout stream in America. The results were tallied in Trout Unlimited’s Guide to America’s 100 Best Trout Streams by John Ross. I couldn’t have been more pleased, but I must admit that I was genuinely surprised. I’ve fished a lot of places where it was easier to catch lots of trout, but it takes much more to make a trout stream great. The Henry’s Fork is the complete package.

The Henry’s Fork became famous almost overnight. Prior to the 1970s, there was little mention of the river in American angling literature. Ray Bergman made a casual reference in his classic book simply titled Trout. Everything changed in the early 1970s, when Ernest Schwiebert wrote about the river in several of his books and magazine articles. In his giant two-volume book, like Bergman’s titled Trout, he said, “Perhaps the best stretch of fly water left in the United States is the classic Henry’s Fork of the Snake in eastern Idaho. It is formed in a series of mammoth springs, rich in alkalinity and remarkably clear water and incredible fly hatches.”

The great Joe Brooks, fishing editor of Outdoor Life, also gave the river his supreme blessing in the magazine and in his book Trout Fishing. During that time, the focus on aquatic entomology intensified. Angling entomologists like Doug Swisher and Carl Richards used the Henry’s Fork as their superstar for mayflies on western waters in Selective Trout. Al Caucci and Bob Nastasi followed suit in Hatches. Fred Arbona spent an entire summer living in his popup trailer behind our shop while he completed Mayflies, the Angler, and the Trout. He located on the Henry’s Fork to write this book because it is the most prolific mayfly factory in the country. In Caddisflies, Gary LaFontaine brought to light that even though the Henry’s Fork is well known as one of the great rivers in the world for its mayfly hatches, caddisflies may be even more important than mayflies.

The early renown that was heaped on the river was focused at Last Chance, Idaho, the epicenter of the Henry’s Fork. Last Chance is a small resort area made up of several motels, convenience stores, gas stations, and fly shops. Most of the attention focused on an 8-mile stretch downstream from Last Chance that flows through what is now Harriman State Park, originally known as the Railroad Ranch because its owner, E. H. Harriman, was also the principal owner of the Union Pacific Railroad. A short, fast-water section upstream from Last Chance called the Box Canyon also caught plenty of attention from visiting anglers. The Henry’s Fork actually encompasses about 80 miles of decent trout water, but many anglers remain content to fish only the famed waters of Harriman Park and the Box Canyon.

Perhaps the best piece of writing to describe the Henry’s Fork was by John Gierach in A View from Rat Lake:


	I first fished the river because it had become unavoidable. Everyone talked about it, quoted magazine articles about it, showed pictures of it, and even drove up there to fish in it now and then. More to the point, they all used it as a kind of measure against which all other trout streams were judged. A great rainbow trout was “like a Henry’s Fork fish,” a heavy mayfly hatch was “like you’d see on the Henry’s Fork,” a wide, slow section of any river was “just like the Fork above Osborn Bridge.” I got the feeling they must have a 100-yard stretch of it on display at the Bureau of Standards as an example of the trout stream, right next to the foot, the pound, and so on. I finally had to go fish the thing just so I could hold up my end of the conversation.

	...We—readers, writers, and editors alike—just can’t leave it alone and are now, in fact, in the final stages of loving it to death. It’s not surprising, since Last Chance, Idaho, is, and will probably remain, the spiritual center of the Rocky Mountains. When you pull up to it in your camper, you haven’t just gotten there, you have arrived. Even to those who fish it regularly, it is “The Henry’s Fork,” as much an idea as a trout stream. To the rest of us, it’s Mecca.



Many river names include “fork,” including the New Fork in Wyoming, the South Fork of the Snake and the South Fork of the Boise in Idaho, and the West Fork of the Bitterroot in Montana. Yet when one mentions “the Fork,” everyone knows it’s the Henry’s Fork. I didn’t know that Henry’s Fork was the river’s official name until I read a magazine article by Joe Brooks. We locals always knew it as the “North Fork.” With all the publicity the river was getting, we had to adjust to a lot more changes than simply its name. It became hard to find a parking place in the upper parking lot of the Railroad Ranch. There were fishermen everywhere! It seemed you couldn’t pick up a fly-fishing magazine without another article about the Henry’s Fork. The river had a lot to live up to.

The river remained crowded and the fishing stayed good for the next 15 years or so. Then things started to change. The effects of prolonged drought, devastation of riparian vegetation from grazing, consumption of much of the aquatic vegetation by overwintering trumpeter swans, and unfavorable winter streamflows took a toll, especially on young-of-the-year trout. Things went from bad to worse in 1992, when Island Park Reservoir was drained and over 90,000 tons of sediment was flushed into the river below. The result was catastrophic. The habitat devastation wasn’t noticed at first because lots of big trout were emptied into the river from the reservoir. By the end of the century, however, it was hard to find a rising trout in Harriman State Park. The trout population in the Box Canyon steadily declined from an average of about 2,500 trout per mile.

The Henry’s Fork Foundation funded and conducted extensive research to try to figure out what was going on. Their eventual findings were not surprising. Low winter flows inhibited survival of young-of-the-year trout. There were other contributing factors. Periodically, Island Park Reservoir was almost completely emptied to meet irrigation requirements downstream. Intermittent increases in the trout population below the Island Park Dam and in Harriman State Park correlated with the drawdowns of the reservoir. Another factor that could have been part of the puzzle was that trout stocking continued at Last Chance until the mid-1970s. Part of the reason the fishing was so good could have been because the river was being artificially stocked with trout that were flushed out of Island Park Reservoir. In 1994, the Island Park Dam was retrofitted with a low-impact hydroelectric generator. I served on an advisory committee in the planning phase of the project to ensure that the project would not have negative impacts on the river and the fishery. A number of benefits resulted from the project, including better water quality and improved oxygen content. The project is run-of-the-river, so flows cannot be altered for hydroelectric production. The only downside, if you consider it a downside, is that the turbine is screened so trout cannot pass through the dam downstream into the river below. There are periods when some trout still make their way into the river, but the hydro project essentially stops the river from being artificially stocked from Island Park Reservoir.

Of the many successes of the Henry’s Fork Foundation, one of the greatest has been a drought management plan that was negotiated with other users of the river, the most important of which is the irrigators. This doesn’t mean low winter flows won’t continue to be an issue during years when water is scarce, but today the fishery receives a much higher priority than before the plan was implemented. Trout populations in the Box Canyon and Harriman Park have rebounded substantially since the lows of the 1990s. The Henry’s Fork Foundation continues to find new ways to improve the fishery, including a fish ladder to allow trout to bypass a small hydro facility into the fertile overwintering habitat in the Buffalo River. The future is much brighter than in the old days, when the title of a magazine article read, “Is the Henry’s Fork Dead?”

To fully understand the entire Henry’s Fork requires some effort. Each section of the river presents its own set of challenges, distinct from every other reach. The best time of year also varies on the different parts of the river. Common questions like “When is the best time of year to fish the Fork?” or “What are the best flies to use?” cannot be answered without additional information. You must first consider when and where you plan to fish. At any time of year, there is always a good place to fish somewhere on the Henry’s Fork. You must be in the right place at the right time before you consider the best technique and best fly to use. The Henry’s Fork is like seven individual rivers all rolled into one.


		Upper River above Island Park Reservoir

		Box Canyon

		Harriman State Park

		Canyon Water

		Warm River to Ashton

		Ashton Tailwater

		Lower River below St. Anthony





SECTION ONE

The Water

In simple terms, trout streams are designated by their source as freestone streams, spring creeks, or tailwaters. The character of a trout stream is defined by the land over which it flows. The vast complexities of the Henry’s Fork system do not fit any simple definition. Its source springs forth from a cavernous aquifer deep within the Island Park Caldera. The caldera was formed millions of years ago when a giant volcano either exploded or caved in, leaving a flat basin wrapped by a steep ridge at the edge. The caldera is like a giant frying pan over 25 miles in diameter, a catch basin that collects water from deep snow that accumulates during the winter and has nowhere to go except to seep into the ground. This makes the Henry’s Fork fishable during peak runoff when other trout rivers look like a swirling cafe latte.

The water from the Upper Henry’s Fork and its upper tributaries meanders across 30 miles of relatively flat terrain before it cuts through a deep canyon. After passing through the canyon, it bends west where it enters a small reservoir. The tailwater below the dam offers some of the most fertile trout water in Idaho. Below the town of St. Anthony it puts on a different face as it braids through thick stands of cottonwoods toward its confluence with the South Fork.

The main stem is joined by a variety of tributaries, both freestone and spring creek. There are two significant lakes offering stillwater fishing that compare favorably with the best fly-fishing lakes in the country. In terms of diversity, the Henry’s Fork is unlike any other river in the world.

The Henry’s Fork offers breathtaking scenery, a bounty of wildlife, and consummate serenity. One of the most common clichés in trout fishing is that fishing is more than just catching fish. Yet in the end, we wouldn’t do it if it weren’t for the fish. It is remarkably complex yet simple, depending on your take. The Henry’s Fork has something for everybody.



CHAPTER ONE



The Upper River

The Source to Mack’s Inn

The Henry’s Fork has been called the largest spring creek in the world. Whoever said that likely hasn’t seen the Fall River in Northern California, but the Henry’s Fork is definitely one of the largest spring creeks. The definition of a true spring creek is a stream that originates from an underground aquifer. The Henry’s Fork Caldera is a broad, oval depression 25 by 37 miles in size that sits within the larger Island Park Caldera that extends well within Yellowstone National Park. The two nested calderas share the same rim on their western sides. The Island Park Caldera is partly filled with lava flows and sediment through which flow the upper reaches of the Henry’s Fork. Instead of running down gullies and canyons to form streams and rivers, melting snow and water from rain seep into the depths of this caldera, forming a giant underground aquifer. The underground pressure forces water up through any weakness in the volcanic crust, creating a huge water collection basin.

Not only the Henry’s Fork, but also tributary streams like the Henry’s Lake Outlet, the Buffalo River, and Warm River are formed from underground springs. These springs surge up out of the lava bedrock at the base of the Moose Creek Plateau on the east side of the caldera. The main source of the Henry’s Fork begins at Big Springs, where over 120 million gallons of crystal-clear water surge out of the ground each day at a year-round temperature of 52 degrees Fahrenheit. Big Springs is about a 5-mile drive up the Big Springs Loop Road from U.S. Highway 20 at Mack’s Inn. Even though this water is closed to fishing, it’s worth the drive just to take a look. You’ll usually see some large trout hanging under the bridge. Another attraction is Johnny Sack’s cabin, a historic building and museum that is on the National Register of Historic Places.

The river is closed to fishing from its source at Big Springs downstream to the confluence with the Henry’s Lake Outlet, a distance of about 1/2 miles. The upper Henry’s Fork is currently managed as a put-and-take fishery from Big Springs downstream to Island Park Reservoir. Catchable trout about 9 inches long are stocked periodically in this section of the river. There are also wild rainbow, cutthroat, and brook trout. Most anglers opt for the water that is managed for wild trout below the reservoir, but this is great water for kids, less-experienced fly anglers, or if you just want a few trout to eat.


[image: Image]

You’ll find opportunities for quality fishing here before or after the summer tourist season. Large trout move up from Island Park Reservoir to hang out in the clear spring water during the cold winter months. On a cool autumn day, one of our guides, J. D. Miller, asked me what I thought about making a short float from the railroad bridge access below the Henry’s Lake Outlet downstream to Highway 20. Although the fishing is closed from the bridge access downstream to the confluence, I encouraged him to go because I was confident his clients would hook up with some nice fish once they reached the confluence. It went exactly as planned. Both clients caught a bunch of big, fat rainbows and cutthroats on foam hoppers with nymph droppers. They never saw another person. If you don’t mind trudging through deep snow, you can also have some great fishing in the early spring.
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	Producing over 120 million gallons of water each day, Big Springs is one of the 40 largest natural springs in the world.




	[image: Image]

	During the busy summer months, the upper river is almost always crowded with tourists and recreational floaters.



During the summer months, there are so many recreational floaters in canoes, tubes, rafts, and other craft that float fishing would not be a quality experience. However, the evening hours can be productive. This section gets some good caddis and mayfly hatches, especially Pale Morning Duns, Green Drakes, and Brown Drakes.

Most of the land adjacent to the river is private for the first mile above Mack’s Inn, with very limited access to the river. There is good access all along the river, but you usually need to walk a few hundred yards to get to the river from the Big Springs Loop Road. The boating access to float down to the highway bridge at Mack’s Inn is near the old railroad trestle almost a mile downstream from Big Springs. The road to the boating access, FS 144, is about 4 miles up the Big Springs Loop Road from Highway 20. The boating access is within the closed section of the river. You cannot legally start fishing until you reach the confluence with the Henry’s Lake Outlet, about 3/4 mile downstream. Another option is to float down the Henry’s Lake Outlet from the bridge on the Big Springs Loop Road.

Mack’s Inn to McCrea Bridge

You’ll find two campgrounds along this stretch. Across the highway from Mack’s Inn is a nice Forest Service campground called Flat Rock. On the river about a mile downstream from Mack’s Inn is the Upper Coffee Pot Campground, accessed from the Flat Rock Road. It is a half mile from the turnoff to the river. The river is clear and shallow, providing easy wading. It is a beautiful spring creek. The holding water is very limited, so most of the trout are small.
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	The quiet water above the Upper Coffee Pot Campground is a great place to introduce a beginner to fly fishing.



Downstream from the Upper Coffee Pot Campground, the river turns sharply from the west to the south. Here it narrows and picks up speed, forming a series of rapids and cascades. You access this section by driving straight to Forest Road 311 to the Coffee Pot Rapids. The river is about a quarter mile down a steep, rocky trail from the parking area. The water is fast and rough, making it difficult if not impossible to wade. There is good water almost a mile upstream from the parking area. Down below the rapids, the river loses a lot of its anger and quiets into a series of soft runs and pools. This section of the river has always been managed as a put-and-take fishery with the consumptive angler in mind. Over the course of the season, many of the decent fish end up in a cheap Coleman cooler.

This section also has some good opportunities for quality wild trout, with great pools to swing a streamer or drift a deep nymph. The fishing seems to get better as the autumn wears on, and by mid-October, most of the angling attention comes from more experienced die-hards who are more interested in catching and releasing large trout than killing them. These large trout normally hang in the river until later in the spring, when they start making their way down to Island Park Reservoir.

The Salmonflies usually show up in Coffee Pot Rapids about the first of June. These giant aquatic insects can provide some spectacular dry-fly fishing. The whitewater rapids quickly drown most of the big stoneflies soon after they land on the water, making a sunken stonefly especially effective. Large nymphs are also very productive fished deep near the rocks.

One mistake you don’t want to make is to attempt to float from the Highway 20 bridge downstream to the McCrea Bridge. It looks great on the map, but the river is essentially not navigable unless you have a whitewater kayak. Many years ago, not long after we opened our fly shop, three guys came in for information. My wife, Sheralee, was manning the shop while I was away. They played dumb and told her they planned to float from the Upper Coffee Pot Campground down. She told them it would be a major mistake because Coffee Pot Rapids were so treacherous. After that, they owned up that they had already tried it. They had received some erroneous information from another source that made no mention of the danger. They lost their boat, fishing rods, flies, cameras, and other equipment. They were lucky to escape with their lives. It is hard to imagine that the soft spring creek waters only a few miles upstream can quickly turn into such a dreadful torrent.
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	The rough water at Coffee Pot Rapids can hold some very large trout, but it is no place to take a boat.



The roads are not plowed, so by the time winter arrives, the access to this part of the river is tough unless you want to do some snowshoeing or crosscountry skiing. Another option is to rent a snowmobile, but you’ll still need to get through the snow from where you park it to the river. Sometimes the snow sticks around long into the spring, and it’s not until mid-May before the roads are clear.

Farther south on the Flat Rock Road, a couple of roads veer off to the west. One of them ends up at a private lodge called the Coffee Pot Club. It is best to park on public land up the road from the club and walk upstream to access the river. Another road drops in farther downstream and ends just across from a small tributary called Harrison Springs. When the reservoir is full, it backs completely up into this area. This creates a superb opportunity for a float tube or small pontoon boat. You will need to drag it down a trail for a few hundred yards. Fishing from a float tube can yield some spectacular results.

Years ago when I worked for the Forest Service, I took my newly acquired float tube to this spot for its maiden voyage. I quickly learned the importance of inflating the tube with the proper amount of air. On my first trip it wasn’t full enough, and I shipped so much water over the back of my waders that I had to kick back to the shore. I’m sure my voice changed an octave in the process. On the next trip, I put so much air in the tube that I feared I would flip upside down whenever I moved too quickly. Eventually I got it right and caught some very large trout on a Muskrat Nymph fished on a slow-sinking line. Today this section of the river is very popular with a couple of our guides when they get customers who want to go after truly large rainbow trout.
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	Late in the season, large trout move up into the estuary of Island Park Reservoir at McCrea Bridge.



The Flat Rock Road continues south until it intersects with the Yale-Kilgore Road. This road crosses the river (or estuary, depending on the time of year) at the McCrea Bridge, which is almost exactly 6 river miles downstream from the Highway 20 bridge at Mack’s Inn. There is a national forest campground at McCrea Bridge.



CHAPTER TWO



Famous Waters

Box Canyon

I can still remember vividly my first trip to the Box Canyon as a young boy, when I accompanied my father. Dad was never in good health and suffered from a disabling disease that eventually killed him while he was still in his prime. He normally preferred the smaller streams, where he could use his fly rod. As long as he didn’t have to wade, he could handle the rough water. He had recently purchased a modern spinning rod and reel, and the Box Canyon was a perfect place to try out his new gear. As he worked along the banks over the rocks, he’d sling a red and white Dare Devil spoon out into the fast water and retrieve it through the deep pockets and runs. He worked the lure with precision, allowing it to sink down and back up as he lifted his rod during the retrieve. I was pretty young to remember much about the day except that I still have the mental image of a giant slab of silver that erupted from the fast water. The big rainbow jumped again and again. Dad had a chance until the big rainbow reversed course and quickly raced back upstream, wrapping the fragile spinning line around a big submerged rock. On the way back home, Dad said it was the largest trout he had ever hooked in his life.

The Box Canyon was my favorite water during my college years when I worked for the Forest Service. Our summer housing was only a few miles away, and I fished there several evenings a week. Early in June, I took a friend named Charlie with me to try to catch up with the Salmonfly hatch. We couldn’t have hit it better, as the big stoneflies winged their way upstream until they hit the air currents at the Island Park Dam. There they were spun helplessly down to the water, where big rainbows savagely slashed them on the surface. We took up positions near the water-measuring cable about a quarter mile down from the outflow of the dam and started hooking fish.

I thought I saw water spray about 50 yards downstream. I saw it again and this time had no doubt it was a big fish smashing a Salmonfly. I left Charlie near the cable and hustled down the river to a quiet pool just upstream from the confluence with the Buffalo River. Salmonflies were fluttering down with the current or floating quietly along as if accepting their fate. As I sized up the situation, I realized that a number of very big trout were lined up along a rock ledge where the current necked down before breaking into a chute of fast, rough water. The head trout at the top of the pool tipped up and lazily inhaled every stonefly that drifted over him, while the others more recklessly attacked the giant insects. I started casting to the trout holding farthest downstream. I hooked up on the first cast and a great rainbow erupted, throwing the size 4 Sofa Pillow like a cowboy from a Brahma bull. I quickly targeted the next fish, with essentially the same result. I moved upstream and made my next cast, determined to wait longer to set the hook. The surface boiled and my Sofa Pillow disappeared. I felt a heavy surge of power, and the trout bolted downstream through the chute, sailing into the air in a series of cartwheeling jumps. But I held the line too tight and the big trout busted off. Frustrated, I made my way back up to where two large trout were still working and went for the fish holding against the far bank. Getting the fly across the current without drag required a big mend. It took me several casts to get it right, and then the trout exploded on the fly. He jumped high and raced upstream. I put the heat on him in an effort to keep him from spooking the upper fish. He quickly turned down, shaking his head, and the hook pulled free.


[image: Image]

I had to stop and take a breath. I had hooked four big rainbows of 5 pounds or better and lost every one of them. I was completely frustrated and had to resist the urge to whack my Fenwick rod against the rocks. When I regained my composure, I worked into position for one last shot. The last trout was sipping Salmonflies as they drifted quietly downstream, and he wouldn’t eat the high-riding Sofa Pillow. I switched to a Bird’s Stonefly, a low-riding imitation of a Salmonfly. I waited for the trout to rise again and made my cast, and he came up and sipped the fly. When I set the hook, all hell broke loose. He jumped like a tarpon, wheeled, and shot down through the chute. I raced after him slipping, falling, and clambering over the big rocks. I figured he would slow down when he reached the confluence with the Buffalo River 100 yards below, but no such luck. I just couldn’t stay with him as he raced deep into my backing. He broke off while I was trying to negotiate the rough water. I honestly think the last trout was at least 10 pounds. It was all over in less an hour.
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