Coho Lite

Going Weightless for Ocean Coho at Rivers Inlet

hesivy tackle so often required comes with a pronounced side-sffect:

it dualls the senses. Fishing with galoot equipment is not unlike cating
prime rib with a jaw shot full of Movecain, No matter how sacculent the ot of
Eeed {or how big the salmon), withowt keen sensory feedback the experience
turms owt vapid. A muffled pleasare, at best

Guoess what® Heavy teckle isn't always requined. In fact, during high season

at Rivers Inlet—mid-July throuph mid-September—heayy tackle isn't required
at all. Indesd, an Legacy Lodge, one of the premier sportiishing operations in
Rivers Inleq, the ward “required,® as it applies 1o a good many things besides
anpling, just doean’t get much air play. [t was thay, plus our awareness tha)
salmon surging o Rivers [nleg have a marked rendency to feed quite shallow,
which firmly convinced Jerry Eustich and me to make the foray to Rivers Inbet
last August. Our avm wasn't merely to hook coha on light tackle, bat on the
lighaest of light tackle, Fly rods.

O ne of the main drawhacks of salmaon fishing im the oosmn 15 that the
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During the early dog days of summer
Eustich and [ showed up on the docks at
Legacy Lodge sa laden with dangling bags
and bundles it looked as il we usually slept
in cardboard. Oae of the great irondes of
flv-lishing ks how much stuff one must lug
around—a byproduct of the vainglorious at-
remps 1o waylay insecurities about having
the right rods, lines, flv patterns, etc. etc,
ad infindtum

Rather than bore vou with the eye
glanng details of oar efforts, suffice it to
say thar the first day out we got our heads
kanded to us, duckbill hats seill attached.
Basically, we were just plain O T F, out
there flapping. One could easily canclude
that there’s less truth than pathetic opti.
mism o the natkon that saltwater cakn take
fliex Kevertheless, it ean be done. I know;
I've done it. Right there in Rivers Inlet, Bat
bere's the deal: conditions have to be con
ducive, if not damned near pe-rfoe-ci

First and foremost, salmon fishing iz
a numbers game. Beaucoup coho must be
churning in the brine before nursing any
expectation one will actually grab a flv. For
whatever reason—changing ocean condi-
tions? shifting marine currents? global
WArming? an angry god*—in 2007 the bulk
of the coho run in Rivers Inlet arrived way

Cohoperation

Even when the locals characterize the salmon fishing as “off” in Rivers Inlet,
it's still ten times faster than the average day in the Lower 48, But what I find mosz
appealing about Legacy Lodge (877) 3474534, www.legacylodge.com, besides the
obvisus—crackerjack service and amenities, genuine 100-wart cheerfulness and
old-fashioned zeal—is its commit-  mt, nay, devotion, to free-spirited, self-puided
angling. Sure, the staff provide.; . requisite coaching and hand-holding; after all,
some guests arrive m knowing a herring from » hambone. But once all the grsen
pilots have been briefed, vou're at liberty to wing cne of the custom-built $cout 175
sportbaats, pushed by 8 Yamaha 60 b.p., into the wild blue ocean yonder.

The fact is, despite the temptatian to roam like 3 drunken alley eat, vou don't
have to go far to find salmon in Rivers Inlet. That's one of its main selling points.
e out there, you call your own shots, not excluding sech delusional madness as
fly-fishing ithaugh the lodge does everything in its power to see that every client
stacks up salmon). Mooching, of course, is de rigueur—the slam-dunk method for
waylaying coho and chinock. And now that Legacy has adopred the lightest, most
sengitive (some would say extreme) mooching rods on the market as an aption, every
salmon boaked makes a truly lasting impressian.

behind schedule. Kustich and 1 shewed up
it the appointed time; the salmon dide't. In
fact, during the last few vears there's been
a trend toward Later and later coho retarns
throughout Alaska and British Columbia.
Consistent barometric pressure is

another crocial factor [t can be steady high
pressure of steady low pressure—feeding
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coho don't seem to care which—but if

the barometer yo-yos erratically they

may become moody, too dour toe lunge at
flies, Of course, wind always plavs a key
role: anything above a stff breeze can
make a mockery of fly-casting. And lass,
but definitely not least, in the whale fly-
fishing equation is the presence, hapefully
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comditions at the peak of the coho ren in Rivers Inler, fy-fishing is not an unrealistic proposition,
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Given the right



/m;ﬁﬁf"@h! roiling masses of badtlish to entice normally furtive salmen 1o came flashing and slashing into the wpper

water column. If you dan't seéflocks of diving birds merrily whirly-gigging into baitfish balls, vou probabiy shoubdn't bother dusting off |
yoaar fiy rod . ",

Unfortunately, vou can’t requisithan all-of-the-above condithons as if ordering Chinese takecut, You can’ make it happen. Az John Len-
non once observed, "Life is what happers to you while you're busy making ather plans.”

Ry
.

My Way Or The Highway
The next day Kostich and 1 motored out to a plie called the Open Bight, located at the junctios of Rivers Inlet and Fitz Hugh Scund. The
tocals call this spat “The Highway." not anly becahse i6's wide, long and more or less fearureless, but because it functions as an antobabn
for traveling salmon. We hadn't punt-putted on the highway long before realizing that the pods of salmon were way too sparadic and widely
dispersed for even a prayer of intercepting with 2 fly

Pve got to admit right at the oatset that P'm not a big fan of bait-fishing. I'm not squeamish or anything. 1§ necessary, | won't hesitate
vo rum 4 hook through the innards of whatever bapless critter it takes to get the fish interested. Bue all in all, bait-fishing is unpreity, [ Like
plumage; I'm a shameless devotee of hooks disguised in feathers and frippery. On the other hand, there's something appealingly O1d Wess
about bait-fishing. It more fatalistic. You eat what you hant, stalk and kill,

Fusthermore, the decision to forsake the fly and embrace bait was aided and abetted by Legacy's resalve to lighten up. Actaally,
compared 1 the Joe Palooka gear favored by other outfittes, from its very first season Legacy had used and advocated what would be
considered light tackle. Now they were on the verge of ethereal, Before leaving the dock that morning, Phil Dawson, one of the principals
at Legacy Lodge, equipped our hoat with twe 10-foot bait rods, custom built on graphite flv-rod blanks by Redl Sparts in Burnaby, B.C. In.
stead of standard mooching reels, the rods were armed with Idander MR2 fly reels. And in lieu of the ueual 6 and S-ounce ball sinkers. we
were supplied I- and 4-cunce sinkers. Barely containing a grin, Dawson explained: “If you've got to mooch, here's some gear you fly BUE
might relate to...Incidentally, we've hooked salmon out there just dragging a herring, with no weight, behind the boat.”™

The arr lnght rods limed up in the recks at Legacy lie is leing
suppla y still lighter tmckle, No craay-light

rods wanks bo go
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Jerry Kustich, an ardent lg-angler and author frem Montana, found the crisp marine air, the
rarthunctious coho, and even the mooching rods (the wlera-light brand) 1o his liking,

Peppermint Herring Guts Barfuccino

Mo ooner 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 boar consistently hooked coho while most others did not. Per-
haps it was pure dumb luck—maybe we bumbled and stumbled into the paths of voracious
salmon. But I douby it, because that's the way it went for the duration of our stay. The only
theory 1 could come up with is simply this: going ultra light gave us an advantage. There
were two differences, albeit somewhan 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




