











No Lawn Bowling

Legacy  Lodge  (B77-347-4534,
wwew, begacylodge.com) resides in a pro-
tected cove on the interior side of
Perdleton lsland in Darby  Chanmel,
within easy reach of wide savannas of
saltwater interrupted here and there by
impaossibly rugged profrusions of rock,
iree-studded islands and nothing much
but weather and distance bebween. It's a
truly wild place. The lodge complex—
conssting of anm intimate arrangement
of buildings—is entirely suspended on
flzats, Both figuratively and pivwsically,
there’s little room for a rousing game of
horseshoes, crogquet or badminton,
Legacy Is All About Thie Fishing.

Od the handiul of lodges scattered
abbout the frnges of Rivers Inbet, you
wouldnt necestarly choose Legacy
Lodge because it caters to all ages, tak-
ing special delight in couples (whether
man and wife, parent and child, or sim-
patico angling buddies) and in kids with
a yen for the outdeors; nor would you
necossanily choose Legacy based wpon
the unflagging cheeriness and efficiency
of the staff: mor for the food which is
prepared with an artistry dangerous (o
one's wakstlime; nor would you necessas-
ily choose this lodge because of the
quality and meticulous condition of the
equipment. Mo. If for no olher reason,
you would choose Legacy Lodge
because of the superiority of its boats—
custom-built Scout 1755 (17.5-foot),
propelled with gutsy 80 HP four-stroke
Yamaha outboards, These ane the mst
stable, responsive, intuitive-lo-operate
and angling-ergonoemic marine craft 've
ever encountered., The perlect con.
vevance for sell-guided salmon forays.
Hewer perfect? As primarily a river-wad-
ing type angler, I"d b the first 1o admit
that | don’i know a motorboat from a
braberurst. Yet within minutes of receiv-
ing the standard onentation/instruction,
I was zipping abong full-tilt-boogey,
tongue hanging in the breeze like a dog
in @ *65 red Cadillac comvertible.

The lodge is small. The fish are big.
The arithmetic stands comiortable,

e

“Mine is bigger than yours. " For befter ar worse, big chinook salmen

bring ouwt the compelitive compoliions: AMang Spartamen.
Below: Schools af clitnook silmon begin staging ln remobe reachies
of coastal B.C. almoss due north of Varcouver fsland,

smell them, a scent not unlike a freshly
opened batile of cold-pressed odive oil,
Meedless oo say, the coho were right
behind. It didn't take long to surmise that
the fisking was podng 1o be fast-and-furioas
when | threaded a herring onto the hook,
casually dropped it over the transam and,
before | could let go of the line, foand
mysell Instantly tedhened to a thrashing sil-
wer | can see it now—buambling oabdoor
writer discowers revolulionary new ooho
angling technique: hand-lining herring.
During the typical changeover day at
Legacy Lodge theres just endugh leeway
10 pel packed and ready for the afternoon
flight out, and still manage to wedge in a
quick moming's boul of fishing. Nothimg
too ambitios or oo distant from the
lodge, mind you. But maybe time for one
of [wa Aih—just encugh 1o take the coge
off. Fortunately for those of us wha hap-
pened to be at the kodpe that week—and

unfortunately for the lodge staff—ihe
waters of Rivers Inbet proved benevobent,
il not downrighl MaEEnanimaous. Everybody
and hit coutin Pewee boated ridicubous
quantities of salmon. Se many salman,
both kings and coho, came Into the dock
that morning that Sean, the fish cutter, had
liizle choice bai to bend to the task with
demonic resolve. Like it or nol, Sean
became the star—the psycho-antagonist in
his own unrehearsed hormor claidic.
Enives. Blood. The insisient whispering
ssifithly of steel passing throwgh flesh. The
fish-preparation station ended up resem-
bling a spine-curdling
Mightmare on Elm Street,

There, | did it again. | cranked oul
anodher alluslon i Hollywood., Butl, hey,
nt apologies. After all, & has olten Been
wid of the movie business, Bivers Inlet
and the fishing oo be found there ks blgger
than life. The Dude abides. |

poene  [rom



