








_fm-u.!-.mrrdn an .zr':ierr: fl'-,lﬂrtgrer mld‘ :mthw;mm Montana, found the crisp marine air, I:ht'
rarthunctious coho, and even the mooching rods (the wlera-light brand) 1o his liking,

Peppermint Herring Guis Barfuccine

Mo sooner had we switched from flies to bait than we started catching fish. Given the cir-
cumstances, who could be blamed for sliding into the den of bair-slimed iniquity? (Confes-
sicm: it wasn't that far of a slide.) And before long Kustich and I became mighty relaxed, if
not blithe, abott our conversion to the gospel of mooching, joking that herring guts were
getting all over everything, including our fancy GoreTex pants, pristine fly rods and even
the coffee thermos. Though flavored coffee drinks are all the rage, herring guats espressa
probably won't generate much demand,

Curiously enough, our boat consistently heoked coho while most others did pot. Per-
haps it was pure dumb luck—maybe we bumbled and stumbled into the paths of voracious
salmon, But I douka it, because that's the way it went for the duration of our stay. The only
theory I could come up with is simply this: going ultra light gave us an advantage. There
were two differences, albeit somewhat subtle, between the way Eustich and [ fished and

Legacy Lodge lies sequestered in @ backwoater like @ floating hamilet in @ fairy tale cove.
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Rivers Inlet. And for some

{ish, that's where the caho during |_h.||;
time frame. 2) Partly owing to the lighiness
of our tackle—you don't rip-ass acro

slower, often just wind-drifting. And that's
thiz presentation the cobio kappened o be
laoking for.
Slenw and sh '? S0 why didn™t

flies work? Like [ said before, primarily
because the alman were ton lew
and far apart. alen because of the
flies themselves. Plog-cut herring not only
present a generous silhouette, they also
roll and twirl, fluster and flash as they've
|I"'|-|]|Ed through the brine. No fly pattern vet

| is capable of producing such a rok
licking action, I'm convinced that if some-
gne designed a righteously “bolsterons”
fly pattern, that traly mimicked wounded
hernng, fly-anglers would more of
themselv jously in the game

In the meantin

who—uberlight meoching rods firmly in
hand—willingly wait for the bite with, well,
baited breath




