Right: Becaute chinoomk shocks
tinger in Rivers Inler and feed
Proaigtausly for weeks on ead,
they ane among the sirongest,
mas! povcine chinoek salman
fo be fournd argwhers
Background: The flands and
fords af Rivers Inlet provide
protected nside-passage and
reldiable forage for hondes
of migrating safmon.

“We're lalking aboul
unchecked aggression, here!”

Don Roberts

Ii'_l'l]h.hlllty and duration: the fewer big lish
lh_t_.‘htl],t:r Et'tminglq take to fimd

the mdnl'lhetunm!l. Indeed, ther: exists
an cnlightened pathway whereby fhe troe
believer may both drastically foreshorien
et time period and dramatically lengthen




his chances for hwh.ltq,l. e
And that pﬂhwmnl.hmi




whether thiy"re aware of it or not, [t's the
transactions of ego that really count most.

For example, the Herzog <lan (Inciud-
ing relatives, keyal employees and prales.
sional assoclates) who run a suecesshol
contrcting hasiness In Seattle, have been
coming 10 Kivers Inlet for decades. Thedr
sole puarpose—besides engaging in the
nightly boistersus, boys-will-be-boys drink:
ing/gambling howling routing—was to
race stralght oul oo a place called =The
Head™ [or that vicinity] and try o bag a
hellacious salmon. The Head is a cleasly
defined piece of water, roughly 3 nautical
mile in length, which lkes at the very
fringe of Kilblla Bay, a broad fertile estu-
ary whnere both the Kilbella River and
Wannock River fish stage prior 1o ascend-
ing their natal streams. With the possible
exception of pools on the Kenal, there’s
probably no place on earth that can boast a
denser concentration of 30-pound-plus chi-
nook salmon than those precious few acres
of vater contalned at The Head, Despite
said ghorfous repuiation, a small cadre af
ierious anglers, especially some af the
micre sefapuloas locals, disparagingly refer
to The Head 25 the “tallet bowl™. Why?
For one thing the water here is dirty,
tnaded with glacial till and tannic ronoff.
Plus annoying quantites of fosam and
wiady debris circulates with the tide and

collects in this part of the bay. And finally
thete’s the grim concentration of boats,
thiss lemding the soene a siepe-dike aura.
On the other hand, when pal in perspec
Hve—that ks, when compared 1o typical
scenes of combat fishing In the states—ike
gaggie of boats clustered at The Head may
seem almast quaint, if not pastoral
Beticles, & Mick Heath, co-awner ot
fitter of Legacy Lodge, pointed out,
“There's plenty of viahle allermalives.”

Open Water

Ve had been there about 15 minutes, bare-
Iy enausgh time to jodn the throng and com-
plete a partial cincuil at The MHead, when
Mick Heath looked over a1 me and started
reeling in line. “There's something aboul
the tone of fishing here that doesn't appeal
1o me...same days | can take (.. for awhile
arway. Bat this isny one of those days.”

The beauty of Eivers Inlet ks, well, the
beauty of Bivers Inkel, Wherne else can one
pursue such remnarkable [sh in such eye
watering splendor? We molored across
Kilbella Bay 10 a hal-moon-shaped cowe
where monumental walls of granite
plunged precipitousdy inte the blue-green
brine. Health commented that even though
e head seen few Boats in thiz location
everything about ihe place sugpesied the
possible presence of salmon. The depth

Aberve: Members of the Herzog group
proudly fand competithiehd hoist the
day s plunder. Hardcore anglers all, these
guys could really chow up the scenen:
Right: The island and channed bhyrin
af Rivers Inler could be accurately
described &5 rocks, tnees and waler
surrournded by nocks, frees and wiler

was right, between 30 and 150 fest, and
the jutting rock thal fommed the shoreline
provided the kind of defined strectune
salmon are often prone to Sollowe Then
there was instinct, that unconscious preda-
tory faculty which crouches like Gollum
Emeagal 31 the back of ane's skull and hiss
25 wheedling coansel: Feses. peees. He
smells fishesss, . Mt kil big folhesis, =
Mocching, of course, i the most prac
tical and efficlent method lor covering
expanses of water In the search for
salmon. Mot to push the Hollywood refer-
ences oo hard, Bul when | think of the
anghimg program af Legacy Lodpe a classic
lime from the film The Big Lebowski leaps
to mind: “Three thowsand years of beauti-
ful traditlon, from Moses to Sandy
Koufax...” Don't ask me to explain exactly
what that means. All | know is that
mooching goes way back, largely arising in
coasial BC back in the Lie 18005, persis)
ing during the newlangled fads af the 20th
century. and enduring to this day as the



gold-standard technique for saltwater
salmon.

While modching bagically involves put-
ting the motor in gear and pulling plug-cut
herring behind the boat, that's not to imphy
that thent aren't a host of perplexing factors
to congider, including speed [usually a
snail’s pace for chinook), current, tde Mux
and depth. Since we didn't pick up clear
indications of fish on the depth finder, we
nad o go with by-gosh and by-golly. Mo
probleés. Heath not only sensed the pres-
ence of salmon, he surmised that as the fish
neared the estuary they would probably
adhere to the upper water column, We
elected to po with seven pulls of line on one
rod and ten pulls of the olher, surprisingly
shallow bor water over a 104 feet deep.

| won'l burden you with an insuffer-
able description of our heroles. Suffice it o
sy that in the nexi two hours we each
hooked a salmon, managed to halfway
gr-lv:ffu]l'( coordinate the ensuing chaos
and, after the abligatory strugple and curs.
ing, brought 10 net said beasts. As it urned

out, these salmon proved to be the largest
¢ither Heath or | had ever landed. And this
all happened In solitude—not another boat
in slght—Iin the midst of an alpine ford of
dizzving grandeur, And then we called it a
morming.

Party Animals

The character of a creature is revealed in
its visage. Look at a freshiy-landed chinook
and staring back ab you will be it cald,
hard eye and a jaw set in iron. These are
beasts designed for two things and two
things alone: predation and migration. In
the most elemental sense, big chinook ane
fundamentally gleaming slabs of muscle,
Sumo salmon. Beawtiful, Terrible.

Compared to the bellicose demeanar
of chingok salman, coho seem almost cud-
dly. Mevertheless, in Rivers Inlet coho are
numerous, aggressive and altogether sassy,
And thelr willingness 1o bite—they often
feed with abandon in the Inber—makes
them a rather pleagsing and rﬂl.larding
QUATTY.

The [ollowing satement appears on
Legacy Lodge's letterhead: “The coho or
silver salmon, are notoricus for their wild,
fast and erratic fight. Coho will double
their weight in the six months prior o
spawming. The cohe in Rivers Inbet are
among the largest in the workd" These
plain, simple declarative remarks are not
only accurate, but come close to saying il
all. What they don't say s just hiw much
sheer frothy fun you can have fshing for
coho. Tree, 0 serious biggame hunters,
like the Herzogs, coho are a distraction, an
interferende, Indeed, almost a damned
nuizance. Bat to the rest of us frivolous
souls;, bustling pods of coho ane no less
than a pary wailing to happen

Liring one pariicularly memorabde
session of coht-hi-hoing near the south
shell of Calvert Island, shoals of baitfish
appeared In such profusbéon they were
bursting at the ctean’s seams, spraying oul
of the chop and pelling the surfce like an
upside-down rin, The squirming masses
of baitfish were so thick you could actualty




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



