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Single action raels are called ‘knuckbe
busters” far a reason.
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chinook, faster for silvers. Speeding
up and showing down, occasionally
taking the ersrine out of gear, and
making big #ig-2es, are also
efective actics.

Deciding where o go each day
also presents challenges, and every
racaming would begin with a strategy
spssion to decide what bo target amd

whiere to fish. The choios ane many
and scattened over many miles of wa-
tery real estabe. Was the primary tar-
get for the day to be high flving and
usually cooperative cohos? Or ane we
going to try for the more disceming
chinooks? Samee of the spols, likae ths
Wall, ane renowned among salmon

I fishermen and ane Frequented by boats

| from the few other lodges. Their fame
is justified by big salmon they pro-
duce every season. But, there is no
need to be in the sight of boats other
than those from the Legacy Lodge
flect, because Heath and his team
have found plenty of their own
salmon mother lodes, so to speak, by
prospecting for, and finding. locations
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Legacy Lodge is a great place for kids to catch big coho ke thesa. Johan, Richard,
and Alexander cama all the way from Sweden and England with thair dads.

that produce chinook and cohos as
big and plentiful as any at better
kniowen spols.

Each day the routine was to get
out on the water early and head off
to the waters chosen for the morm-
ing’'s fishing. It was possible to stay
ot on tive water all day, and lunch
weouild be brought Bo us. O, you
could take a break and go in for
lunch. We tended to tailor our efforts
towward the cobo salmon, which were
less fimicky than the chinooks. We
caught plenty of coho by looking for
ki rips and current seams in some
of thisir favorite haunts, but the Last
moming, we decided to go back to
where wi had started our first day,
across Darby Channel.

As we almoest completed the
crossing wie could see a fog bank clos-

ing in from the south, It was no time
tor b ot im thes open channe] whers
cruise and cango ships pass regular]y.
The umease wie hiad felt when we first
arrivied was replaced by confidence
and tranguility. We knew we could
wait out the fog that blankebed our
view of the shore barely 100 feet away.,
There were o othier boats, no wind,

and a slight swell made a genthe and
rhythmic thump against the steep
rocky shore.

Best yet, bait was skittering
across the surface everywhere, and
the salmon were biling! It wasn't a
perfect storm. [ was just perfect! We
had landed, and lost, several big
cohie when Ruth's chinook had hit
| and I had done my best to lose it
| for her
But now;, [ was given a reprieve.

Somehow, | managed to get my act to-
gether long enough to clear the weight
from the met. The leader didn't break,
the hook held frm, and the chinook
wias free to dash off on another long
rur. Ruth kept her composune
throughout — toward fighting the
salmon amyway. Most importanthy; |
dicn't screw up my second chamoe o
et the biggest fish of Ruth's life. this
time getting it safely into the net —
and int the boat. I8 st missed the
Ty class (30 pounds) which would
b won heer @ custom belt buckle
awanded by Legacy Lodge to all who
catch a Tyee, but she was a pretty
proud girl just the same, Me? [ was
granted a pardon . To live, and fish,
anather day. As for Ruth, the girl who
said, “T don't fish"'? She really wants

that belt bqlcklu:.h"'-*;::-—-—




