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Take a Kid Fishing                                    by Luke Kelly 
Large, wild brown and rainbow trout are crashing the surface, and hundreds of huge salmon flies fill the air.  This is 

�Z�K�\���Z�H���D�U�H���K�H�U�H�������,�W�¶�V���D���E�H�D�X�W�L�I�X�O���-�X�Q�H���G�D�\�����D�Q�G���,���Z�D�V���Z�L�W�K���W�K�U�H�H���J�R�R�G���I�U�L�H�Q�G�V���V�F�U�D�P�E�O�L�Q�J���G�R�Z�Q���W�K�H���Z�H�O�O���Q�D�P�H�G���³�6�2�%�´��
�W�U�D�L�O���L�Q�W�R���W�K�H���%�O�D�F�N���&�D�Q�\�R�Q���R�I���7�K�H���*�X�Q�Q�L�V�R�Q���5�L�Y�H�U�������,�W�¶�V���D�Q���H�[�W�U�H�P�H�O�\���L�P�S�U�H�V�V�L�Y�H���F�D�Q�\�R�Q�����V�L�P�S�O�\���G�U�L�Y�L�Q�J���W�K�H���U�L�P���R�I��
the canyon is worth the trip itself.  The trial is more like a rappel in spacesuits.  There are several sections of down 

climbing that makes this a much less popular trail, but the reward at the bottom of the canyon is worth the effort.  As 

�L�I���W�K�H���V�W�H�H�S�Q�H�V�V�� �L�V�Q�¶�W���H�Q�R�X�J�K���� �W�K�H�U�H���D�U�H���D�O�V�R���P�D�Q�\���D�U�H�D�V�� �I�L�O�O�H�G���Z�L�W�K���S�R�L�V�R�Q���L�Y�\���� �V�R�� �P�\���F�R�P�S�D�Q�L�R�Q�V���D�Q�G���,���D�U�H�� �Z�H�D�U�L�Q�J��
pants, long sleeves, and gloves, with wrist and ankles duct taped and all!  
 

As we finally approached the river, the explosive rises of fish came into focus.  We also noticed another camper set 

up, and was a bit surprised to see no one fishing.  When we dumped our packs and the excitement really set in, it re-

minding me of my younger days of die-hard fishing.  I was taking off the duct tape from my ridiculous outfit, and I 

saw our camper friends sitting in the shade.  It was a father and son, and I noticed a couple of spinning rods leaning 

against a nearby cottonwood tree.  I approached to introduce our group, and they were quite friendly.  They were here 

�W�R���I�L�V�K���� �D�Q�G���K�D�G���V�W�D�\�H�G���R�Q�H�� �Q�L�J�K�W���D�O�U�H�D�G�\���� �� �$�V�N�L�Q�J�� �K�R�Z�� �W�K�H�� �I�L�V�K�L�Q�J�� �Z�D�V�� �R�Q�O�\�� �U�H�V�X�O�W�H�G���L�Q���D�� �³�Q�R�S�H�´�� �D�Q�G���V�R�P�H�� �R�E�Y�L�R�X�V��
frustration.  Understandable when just 40 feet behind us a dozen trout were in mid-feeding frenzy.  Our introduction 

ended on a difficult mood, but I had just the plan to make their day.  
 

I was Perched on the bank and I had two rising fish in range.  My five weight fly rod was all set up with a rather large, 

size four Rouge Salmon Fly on the end.  I wanted to catch just one fish before I called up the attentive father-son audi-

ence.  On the second cast, the big fly slapped down like a wet sponge and wham!  It was a healthy little brown with a 

bulging stomach, and I was surprised he could even attempt to eat another bug! (cont. on page 2) 


