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Introduction:

Fly-fishing for Atlantic salmon may begin as a sport but bewdtravill become a way

of life. This extraordinary creature witlboax you into awénspiring valleys. She will

draw you to riverside lodging, nestled in cedar thickets or towering pine sanctuaries.
She will introduce you to fellow anglers, soon to becomeldifg friends. She will
challenge your endurance and inaben. She will allow you to join her in capturing
eternal memories. Yes, she is even a primary health provider, cleansing away your stress
and anxiety with each dash to open water. Oh yes, for those hours of casting and casting,
she will bring along yor personal psychiatrist, the Miramichi guide.

Fly-Fishing the Atlantic Salmon of the Miramichi Rivierthe product of fifty years on

the the Main Southwest Miramichi River. In Traditions and Seasons we share our love of
the Miramichi. Each salmona&son- spring, summer, and fallmakes unique demands

on the angler. Through a little story telling, we attempt to provided a few secrets that will
help you land a salmon. The Gear section is designed to help you select therbdsics

reel, flies, ad waders. Then comes the section on Methods. Here we present various
ways to present your dry or wet fly. The Spey Fishing section will help you select a
ALong Rodo and its accompanying |ine and
some questins you might ask before choosing your spot on the Miramichi. And then we
close with short histories of camps and outfitters along the Miramichi.

See you on the River!



The Miramichi River Valley and Her Salmon:

Her Origins andPeoples

By Squirrel Tail Vickers

The Main Southwest Miramichi River originates near the Maine and New Brunswick
border. As it flows eastward from Juniper to empty into Miramichi Bay it receives
waters from Burnhill Brook, Clearwater Brook, Rocky Bkpthe Taxis River, Burnt

Lands Brook, the Cains River, the Bartholomew River, the Renous River, and the
Barnaby River. The prime time for bright salmon fishing in the various tributaries varies.
The Cains River is famous for its October run while a ficamt run of fish reach Rocky
Brook in June. The splash of migrating salmon is framed by hardwood ridges, evergreen
shores, soaring eagles, playful deer, and plentiful shad and trout. Sirens, horns, and the
rush of humanity remain miles away.

The MainSouthwest Miramichi River can be divided into three distinct sections. The

upper section, above Boisetown, is relatively narrow and characterized by rapids and

river boulders. The middle section, Boisetown to Howard, is dotted with bars and

islands. Theurrent and depth of the river is varied and provides for superior holding

pools for salmon. The lower section, Howard to the mouth of the Renous River, is

generally wide with an unhurried pace, although there are a few stretches of rapids. Each
sectionrnas superior facilities for sal mon anglir
Camps, Vicker sod P-wofbrsnprethaa fiftg yedrse Enair lahchamd | vy



fishing pools have been held within the family that originally received them from the
King of England. These original grants included the solitary right to fish the waters that
fronted the granted land. These rights (riparian rights) have continued to be honored by
the courts and fishermen.

Ester Clark Wright provides us with backgrowrdthe peoples of the Miramichi River

Vall ey in her book , fAiThe Miramichi: A Study
People Along It.o The Micmac I ndians found
and hunted along its banks. The country arotiedMiramichi River was called Micmac

land. White men erroneously thought this name, which they interpreted variously as

Mercheymay, Machamice, Missamichi, applied to the river. Eventually, they called it

Miramichi. The descendants of the Micmacs ailetstbe found on the Miramichi, at

Burnt Church, at Redbank and further up the Northwest, opposite the mouths of the

Sevogle and the Little Sevogle. There is another Indian settlement on the Tabusintac.

Traditionally, the occupation of the inhabitanfghe Miramichi River Basin was defined

by their geography. The people of the Upper Miramichi, who lived above the junction of
the Northwest and the Southwest Miramichi rivers, were involved in lumbering, guiding,
and farming. Those below the junctigrere boat builders, seafarers, fishermen, and
businessmen. Over the past fifty years, better roads and transportation have gradually
eliminated this simplistic geographical marker. Miramichiers are friendly;I@odg,
tolerant, and storjelling folks predominantly of Irish, Scottish, or French descent.

The towns along the Miramichi have many things in common. All have centrally located
churches, general stores, game and fish warden officefsstilpg shops, and restaurants.
Traditional meat and patoes recipes dominate the menus. The huomaée breads,
donuts, and pies are delicious. The Miramichi River and her people have always invited

all to share in their treasures




A Fish for All Seasons

By Squirrel Tail Vickers

In 1925 John Cossebm captured much of what draws the salmon angler back to the
river year after year. I found his poem Ol
Jr.6s book, AnAtlantic Sal mon Flies and Fi shi

ie Did you ever see a wave behind your f|
And know itfor a fish of monstrous size,

And when that wave exploded two feet high,

Feel your great rod bend near double to the rise?

Did you ever have a guide yell in your face

When your salmon surged across the heavy pool

And dragged your rod down level wiglour waist,

AKeep your tip up, or youol/l l ose him, yo

Did you ever race along the slippery shore
With your rod held high and bended to the fray,
While down across the rushing pool he tore
And jumped two hundred feet and more away?

Did you ever feel your rod and line go slack,
And cry, fAHeds gone! 0o i
And when you found hedéd o
Did you madly reel the strain on him again?

n di
n

i app
I st

S
y

Did you ever back up slowly on the beach
And draw him gently toward the waig guide,
Then have him stop and stay just out of reach,
And chug those scary chugs

from side to side?éo

There is no doubt that once baptized by the
eternal. There is no escape from the memory of a boweedaut line, and singing reel.
The seasons of the angler and the king of fish become one.

As the soaring praise of Christmas preacher and tenor fall silent on the distant, snowy

sl opes, itds time for the ol dstdsaewillimeetcr eat e
on the next trip north. A glow engulfs the wizened bespectaclagdtyhovering over a

barren, blackened hook. The glacial walls of winter may conceal his slumbering

adversary, but will not dampen his preparation for their nextebdilew hooks, hackle,

tinsels, yarns, floss, hair, feathers, threads, and cement are arrayed in the small well



heated study that holds only dusty tomes. As the snow recedes, he fills his fly boxes,
loads his reels with sinking lines, and stuffs hismest clothes into duffel bags.

Long before the crocus and daffodil dress the barren ground, the shiverine;®rered

fisherman slowly retrieves a streamer or buck tail. As long as there is open water, he will

crouch in the canoe about forty feetfromh e r i ver bank. I'tés al ways
fish!

As the waters warm and slowly recede in early June, he slowly pushes aside the swarm of
black flies and mosquitoes and emerges from the tall grass into the holding pool. Not a
bright salmon has brokehe surface since last fall, but he beckons them back from the

sea, cast after cast.

The | eaves now claim their glory as the rive
heavybellied silverside announces his return home. In tdiggp water, thiayered

angler loads his rod and fires his old favorite at his elusive prize. His cast lengthens and

qguickens as the days shorten. This is trophy time, time when big fish are in the pools.

l'tds time to make memor i es ,indsreadhightthees t hat wi
winter nights.

THE RIVER, THE SALMON AND LIFE

BY J.W. BUD BIRD

| have a favourite spot on the banks of the Main Southwest Miramichi River, just
above our Slate Island lodge, where | love to sit and just watch the river run loyrOn
first trip into those camps on the May 24th weekend in 2003, Sunday was a beautiful
morning with clear skies, warm weather and high Spring water. There were small flotillas
of canoes, one after another going by, as more than two hundred New Brunswicke
briefly lived the pristine experience that still exists on the upper stretch of the Miramichi.
As only a few still know, that trip from the Half Moon Pool, (or even further up from
Juniper), is an unforgettable way to spend two or three days canogiltigmess stretch
of river, running a few light chutes of white water, fishing for sea trout or salmon at the
right time of year, watching for deer, moose or bear, and just generally taking in the
beauty and solitude of dhnvichdNéw Bruaswigkrisess6 s s pec
richly blessed. It was with a sense of great privilege andlveatig that | shared in this
holiday parade going so quietly and peacefully past my unique vantage point deep in the
woods.

| feel sure everyone has such a sdgui@ce where we truly become aware of life
around us, where we are struck with a sense of awe and reverence at the wonder of our
existence in this world. With the good fortune that life has brought to me in so many



ways, there are various scenarios wheteve experienced that state of euphoria at
simply being alive T running rivers, hooking salmon, flying airplanes, winning
elections, making big sales, raising a family and marrying a special pérsbat this
awareness of life grips me more complhgtehen | am sitting under those trees looking
out over the Camp Pool at Slate Island, than at any other place. As on that Spring
weekend, | am always struck that those waters of the Miramichi have been running down
over the rapids at Slate Island Bar, amdler that bank where | was sitting, for tens of
thousands of years since time immemorial. And there | was, in my sesexupd year

on this Earth, still alive and well, and able to witness this wonderful river and all the
works of Nature around it, and feel the almost spiritual sense of eternity which those
running waters always bring to me. (As my late and respected fishing friend Joe Cullman,
of Restigouche and Philip Morris fame, would say to his dying-dalyat a lucky guy |

am!).

Adding immensly to this feeling of wonder on rivers like the Miramichi, of
course, is the knowledge that those waters carry Atlantic salmon, and so the marvel of
our existence is enhanced by the mystery of
that, century aftecentury, the cycle has been repeatedhatching from a minute egg on
a gravel bar; surviving two years of perils within the river to become a juvenile; going to
the ocean as a smolt; travelling often to Greenland and beyond to grow as an adult; then
returning one, two or three years later on its maiden voyage to its native river where it
will spawn on virtually the same gravel bar as it was bibranquestionably a journey of
|l ife beyond oneds comprehensi on. Mthiscont emp
magnificent fish and the rivers in which it exists, is really the essence of being a salmon
fisherman. It goes well beyond merely catching fish, and truly inspires one to be a
conservationist; to accept responsibility for protection and preservatitime Atlantic
salmon simply because it is one uniqgue example of the wonders of Nature and of the
eternal cycles of the worl dbébs existence.

As | watch the river run by, | cannot help but be struck by the reality of my own
life also running B, and the obvious questions about the meaning of it all. While each
one of us will have a slightly differing perspective on what life is all about, there is one
common thread that | think we all try to live by to strive to make our lives count in
somesmall way, to help leave the world as well or better than we found it. The extent to
which we succeed or not is something for others to judge, but | believe it is more than
enough to know within oneb6s own conedci ence
to make a difference. My pursuit of salmon on the Miramichi and other such wonderful
rivers helps to constantly remind me of the important personal missions we all have in
life.

One of the most important of all the values of salmon fishing, of couaseheen
the people | have met and the friends | have made along the way. They come from all
walks of life, and yet the river and the salmon are the common denominators of interest
and spirit among us. Many have gone in different directions over the améinse have
lost touch, while others of course have passed from this earth and remain only in fond
memory. Taken together, no person in one lifetime could feel more enriched by all the



people | have known and respected, and liked and loved, than hati&ease for me. A
great many of them have come from the salmon world, and my best fishing friend
continues to be my wife who took up the rod and reel almost in self defense.

It has been a privilege and honour for me to receive an award for Atlanticrsalm
conservation on the Miramichi, but as with the salmon itself, the symbolism and meaning
of the award touches broadly on the even larger challenges to protect and preserve all
aspects of the pristine natural environment we have around us in New Bruynamdck
elsewhere in the salmon world. Every time a salmon angler releases and returns his/her
fish to the river, it is an individual act of conservation that sets an example for others to
follow. It has been amazing over the past twdiwg years how the wotivation for
Atlantic salmon angling has changetl from taking home the trophy, to living the
enduring experience of two distinct pleasureshooking and playing that magnificent
fish, and then returning it safely again to the river as a sure amghcewhtribution to the
survival of the species. | can think of no other individual act of environmental
stewardship to surpass that memorable moment when, after the thrill of the strike and the
careful capture at the shore, an Atlantic salmon swims dyr@ngny, literally out of our
hands. The portrayal of that very act is captured in the design and creation of the
Lieutenant Governoros Awar d I n New Brunswi
representation of the spirit of salmon conservation.

Peopleaski iwhy does the Atlantic sal mon mean
matter?0 That i s aii the sabngn igfar me & criticah link taothea n s we r
real world around us, to the earthly nature of things, which one can so easily forget and
ignore lecause of the busy and sometimes calamitous daily activities in our lives. It
matters, because | can see those salmon every year in pools along the Miramichi.
Occasionally, | can even touch one of them being released from my fly, after | have had
that thriling experience of hooking the fish and seeing it dance on the water and in the
air. It matters, because the salmon reminds me of the beauty of our rivers and our forests,
and all of the other wonderful things about our province and our country. It sniattere
personally, because it helps to keep the rest of my world in reasonablei fdouslways
know that regardless of how hard | may have to work at family and business affairs, there
is another natural interest and dimension to my life that alwigss@ sense of peaceful
reality and retreat. No matter how busy | get, no matter how worried | am, no matter what
failures | havei it is medicine to my soul just to know that the Miramichi and other
great salmon rivers are still running, that the fish still coming, and that Nature is in
order as always shall be.



MSA

CONSERVATION

Miramichi Salmon Association Inc
By Mark Hambrook, President of the MSA

The Miramichi Salmon Association INGMSA) is a 1,000 plus member strong

organization of dedicateden and women from the United States and Canada who, since
1953, have directed their capabilities and funds to the protection of the Atlantic salmon
on the entire Miramichi River systenthe MSA remains cooperative with, but
independent of, government grexial interests influence.

The MSA has a team of 51 Directors representing both Canada and the United States and
employsafult i me professional staff of three. The
actions to optimize the population of juveniled&tht i ¢ sal mon i n the Mira
The MSA is a registered, ngofit charity in Canada and also enjoys charitable status in

the United States through MSA US Inc., to raise funds in the US for transfer to the

Canadian organization.

The MSA is involvel with salmon management issues and research projects, but the
largest single commitment is the operation of the Miramichi Salmon Conservation Centre
(MSCC). The MSCC is the oldest operating Atlantic salmon hatchery in Canada. Built
by the federal govement in 1873, the MSCC has collected wild Atlantic salmon,
incubated the eggs and distributed the resulting juvenile salmon since then. The MSA
has been responsible for its operation since 1997.

The MSA conducts an extensive field program, under itleetibn of the Conservation
Planning Committee. The Conservation Planning Committee strives to implement
sciencebased programs for the river and in 2004 the following programs were
conducted:

1 Completion of year 4 of a fivgear study to count salmon shsoas they migrate
to the ocean from the Southwest Miramichi River, with major financial support
from International Paper.

9 Successfully obtained salmon smolt counts from the Cains and Dungarvon Rivers
for the third year.

1 Provided assistance to obtaindtrcounts from Rocky Brook (Bowater),
Clearwater Stream (JD Irving) and the Northwest Miramichi River
(Northumberland Salmon Protection Assoc.).



1 Operated thdliramichi Salmon Conservation Centre that was responsible for the

stocking of approximately 50000 salmon fingerlings for the year.

Conducted an extensive juvenile salmon survey by electrofishing with DFO.

Contributed to the DFO adult salmon assessment program.

Conducted the second year of an annual survey of merganser duck populations on

the Miramchi.

1 Conducted a program to remove obstructions to migrating salmon during
spawning season.

9 Partially completed the restoration plan on Doak Brook to create an adult salmon
cold-water sanctuary at its mouth.

= =4 =4

In addition to field programs, the MSA is aaiin education programs:

1 Awarded the second annual Jack T.H. Fenety Scholarship for $10,000 for salmon
research on the Miramichi.

1 Held the second annual Youth Fishing Camp in Boiestown for up to 20 children
for a week.

1 Continued with the 50 year old Edtice program in area schools with Art and
Writing contests and conducted the ASF Fish Friends program by providing
salmon eggs for class room incubators and making school visits.

The MSA actively advocates government to conserve and protect Atlantiosstioois

and implement regulations for the wise use of the resource. The MSA actively
participates in salmon management by being a charter member of the Miramichi
Watershed Management Committee and participates on a provincial and national level by
beinga member of the New Brunswick Salmon Council and the Atlantic Salmon
Federation.

The MSA is an active organization funded by membership dues, government and
corporate grants and from extensive charity dinner/auctions. The MSA recognises
significantfinm ci al contri butions over time from

our

Sponsorship Programdé with awards for major n

The Atlantic salmon faces an uncertain future, but with dedicated members and an active
field program, the MSA is makingdifference. The Miramichi River supports the

largest run of Atlantic salmon in North America and the runs are improving, from a low

of 41,000 salmon in 1997, to achieving conservation targets in 2004 with 66.000 salmon.
However, the Miramichi is capabté producing much more than this. In 1992, 189,000
salmon were recorded returning to the Miramichi and we can only imagine how many
sal mon were in the river in the 170006s.
not only for the anglers, busa symbol of a healthy environment.

The



The MSAT My Dream Weaver

By Squirrel Tail Vickers

I guess | 6m a dreamer . I can hear the scr
splashing Atlantic sal mon throudédnsadflfee wi nt e
encircle my worl d, I can easily escape for

Keep your valium; my medicine chest is filled with Squirrel Tails and Black Bears.

You see, the salmon and | were meant for each other. She came toarsummer

wind, that day in July of 0646. I was al one
still remember our first tangohow she pranced atop the rushing waters and twisted in

the arms of the foaming rapids. She was a trophy meant to say fre

My fickle friend avoided my offerings over the next eight years. Not until | could fire a
line fifty feet would we meet again. There
filled my heart with song.

There were days, yes weeks, even monthgyvdur holding pools were still. The netters

in the ocean and at the mouth of the Miramichi had stolen my silver rocket. | remember a
September when her song was seldom heard in the Miramichi valley. Even in these

desperate times, local poachers wetm§ltheir pockets with Judas coins. One night, just

after dark, my wuncle Gilfred and | <crept up
could make out a canoe in the middle of the river. There was a splash and a few whistles.

Yes, | was sad and angrf¥hese selfish lads were trying to take away the last few fish

that made it back to our pools. We flipped on our flashlights and pointed them toward
natureds assassins. The net dropped into th
wasworththe i sk t hat our camps would be burned if
not the wardens, were on the bar that night.

Not long after that encounter, Ted Williams was having supper with us. As he gulped

down my auntdos bread pumddimg,epne doodkask end, s
hell dondédt you become a director of the Mira
than being young and knowing nothing about conservation, | had no good reasons. |
certainly couldnét say nlod tboe Theodn o r efidC atpot asi enr
was the beginning of my organized efforts to preserve and protect the Atlantic salmon.

Ted nominated me at that fall MSA meeting and anyone Ted supported was a sure

winner.

The MSA, founded in 1953, has supported the bugbitlantic salmon netters and the

ban on commercial fishing,the instillation and stocking of satellite salmon rearing tanks,
hook and release legislation, stream restoration, and smolt studies. The vital role that the
MSA sponsored Miramichi Salmon Cservation Centre plays in the preservation of

Atlantic salmon was emphasized by a $1.5 million investment in this operation by the
Atlantic Canada Opportunities Agency. University and college students now have space
in the Centre for Atlantic salmon stedi Only a few feet away, the Centre continues to



hatch and rear Afingerlingo juvenile Atlant.i
tributaries.

The MSA has made my dreams of Atlantic salmon come true!

Sharing a Treasure
By Squirrel Tail Vickers

The nightdés stillness was wunbroken. Through
and the sweet scent of a summer 6s evening br
dreaming of my first Atlantic salmon. My patched nylon waders were draped over a
wellwor n wooden chair. A torn fly vest p
on its | apel. The white Shakespeare r
against the far wall. Tonight I will wade into the powerful river and caseeahat will
reach trophy fish. | will be hooking those beauties, not just watching from the bank.

roudl y
od, ri

At first |light, I headed for the river. | O
swim. It was okay for me to fish alone. There were oteersi my pool . 0 I tri
out so | could reach the fish, but soon the water topped my waders. My best cast landed

well short of the target. Maybe one of those monsters would move my way. Not today,

not this season! Bdwstrongereanxdtwadg @eaper,andicastdartiiee t a |l |
and if | kept trying, my day would come. Shortly the pure blue sky was black. It began

to rain and a flash of lightning on the far bank was chased away by a clap of thunder. 1

could hear my mother calling nl@me. Week after week, | hoped my luck would

change. On a gloomy, overcast fall day, | put away my gear.

For Christmas that year, | received what | neededger pants, larger shirts, and bigger

shoes. Guess new fishing gear would have to waiho@ was out in early June that

year . The summer run was on, my chores were
me for a few weeks. Those old stocking wade
wading shoes. The sun flooded the Miramichi yalilaen my cousin and | headed for

the river. My hands now dangled well beyond my old plaid fishing shirt. Several salmon

were holding in the middle channel. | began to let out line. To my surprise, my fly line

was soaring over these treasures. A flasilver greeted the # 8 single Green Machine.

My rod was up, my | ine was tight. After a f
belly broke the riverbés glittering surface.
net. Another short run, and nngasure was nestled in my arms. Home | ran to proudly

display my catch. The glow of roaring charcoal welcomed this rare treat. Dad and Mom

said it was the best tasting salmon that they ever had.

By the following morning, my only wish was to limit catch the most and largest.
Every spare moment found me on the river. | would be thigh deep in the current long
before anyone could reach my favorite spot. If | saw a fish roll, | would be the first one



to cover him. No one would get a chance at fish until | was sure the fish was not a
taker.

There was no dispute. | was king of the river. | could hook a salmon when others said
there were no fish in the river. If, on a rare occasion, another was lucky enough to have
a fish on, | was toavolved in stalking a trophy salmon to get the net and offer a little
help. My friends began fishing other pools. The pool was mine alone. | could move
quickly from holding rock to holding rock. | no longer heard other anglers begging to
have a turntethat fish that had been boiling around my fly. A murky quiet engulfed my
pool.

As the weeks went by it seemed that fewer fish were holding behind my rocks. The
morning fog was later to rise, and the bedeviling river bats arrived earlier in evening.
Peace was slowly changing to loneliness. No one was around to net my fish. No one was
around to confirm my exploits. No one cared! | quit fishing in early September that

year. School was starting and | wanted to be back with my friends. It wa®tghare

good times. | would and his classmates would run the river with my buddies, canoe tied
to canoe, with maybe a few brews on board. But nary a rod!

Over the next twenty years, my Shakespeare collected dust in the back of the barn. | met

my famiy obligations. The house was paid off and the kids were settling into school.

One night that summer | returned from working in the woods to find my oldest son
cleaning off that old fishing rod. ACan you
D a d ?loould feel the excitement in my son. Without closing my eyes, | heard my

screaming reel and felt the strain of a taut line. | realized | still loved salmon fishing. It

was time for me to share it! As we headed for the river | wondered how | castd w

away the loneliness of the river?

My sonods first few casts were short and whi s
ob6cl ock omaytbud bakdkot ed. AShorten up your
straightened out, and his fly began neak into the water. It was just before dark that

the line tightened, the water boiled. His thumb burned as he tried to stop the line. Now

the butt of the rod was glued to his hip and
your tip vuep.hi nbDoannéyt sgliac k Keep him coming. o
salmon torpedoed his way back into the current. Finally, his dorsal fin appeared above

the surface. My boy towed him in. He then gently removed the hook and lowered the

monster back into theucrent.

| stood motionless, overwhelmed. The stillness of night was upon us, yet the river was
alive again. Sharing was the answer, sharing the river, sharing the pool, sharing the
salmon!



New Brunswick (

"éf Fredericton ,
M Saint John

Heading Home

By Squirrel Tail Vickers

T Moncton

>

| t 6 s a nwiniega The warmth df the sun slowly creeps through the car windows

| thought about leaving her
the car
front seat. After all, who would watch over me while | waded the Miramichi? The journey

begins. The road is mine, and so are the memories that drench me like a summer rain.

onto Lady, my Golden Retriever, as she sleeps next to me.
home. I simply didnot have

Soon | am lost in the world of a foyearold boy, anchored in a canoe at the mouth of

room i n

the Cains River. My dad and uncle had left me alone as they waded further down the

river. | was terrified that my boat would come free and | would be washed into the
ocean. | kept a sharp eye on the anchor line, as | bobbed my fly rod up and down. Bang!

I felt a pull. The | ine shot out from the
the rest, only that | saw the fish in our net and remember my father carving my name, the

daybés date, and the size of

t thvas itfthatswas

the moment the Atlantic salmon had hooked me. | would never escape.

nt o a

As we cross the railroad tracts into McAdam, | am back on the Canadian Pacific train to

Fredericton Junction. The chill of the passenger car is consumed by the dittihe

conductor, my Uncle Gilfred, a powerfully built man with a contagious smile and open
arms. | think he knew | had my usual bag of jellybeans tucked in my jacket. At least for

a day or two, sugdree candies served by my vigilant aunt would s#dny. Soon we

would be at camp and Unc would be standing on the porch, directing me further out into
the river. The first time, | listened. Within seconds | felt the rush of cold water coming

over my <chest waders. Oh Igvedstg manetver edcla d

new angler into that same deep hole and then roar as edobdipack toward shore!

finali



The reds, yellows, and orange hues of the fall foliage of the Miramichi valley magically

appear as we coast down the slope into Boiestown. &sthi ver 6 s mi st dr i ft
can feel her waters quietly filling my veins. | begin to picture my first few casts, and the

time when | arrived at camp in the late afternoon comes flashing back. Our sports were

sitting on the front porch. After a terdello, | quickly waded into the home pool. On

the second chuck of my Bomber, the reel started to whine. What could be bejreat

fish, cheering spectators, and flashing cameras!

| am entering Doaktown and visiting with Mr. Wallace Doak intimy fly-tying shop.

He was a proper man of few words. Yes, he
standards, the ones that have worked for years. It was a simpler time, when there were

only one or two rods, reels, lines, or waders to choose fndren there were more fish in

the river, when | could pitch hay onto the wagon and swat ground hornets at the same

ti me. Now Doakds store is much | arger, wi t
are more choices, many more decisions, less time to knolw @her and touch the

harmony of nature.

ltés 3:30 PM when we turn onto the Howard
fishing buddy, wi || be waiting for me. | 61
taking a little Green Machine, no matter hbw gh or how dirty the ri
notice that he has a double, #4 Cosseboom on. Before we head for the river, one of our
relatives needs to be visited, Old Grand Dad. After a couple of shots, with health and
family i ssues ooff.t Agobd sizensalmow bregaks just edow es. The

bets are on for first fish, the biggest fish, and the most fish. God help me, if he hooks the
first one! | 6-h 6 me pdiyn gt rae t wat eéon t o my cC:
pool. ljustcheckd | rving out to see if he has chan
through the pool. More fish are showing! Splash. Sure enough, Irv has done his usual

stupid trick of tossing a rock into the river just behind me. Zzzzzzzz, slam! Not again!

Therehes, smiling and | aughing as he prances t_
going for the net. How did he do it? Maybe it was the fly. Maybe he was covering fish

that | couldnét reach. Okay, it wasthisf ust hi s
happy i f he were fishing alone. Of course r
enjoy fishing with each other? As the trophy glides into the net and then is quickly

released, I shake his hand and idcagdinjnothi m a f
one t hing t o worry about . The Mi rami chi ¢

overwhelming pains of the crushed, smoldering humanity of 9/11. The chemicals and
microbes of inhumane souls can no longer cling to me. Peace in the midst of dhans! |
home!



Atlantic Salmon Gear:

TIPS ON ROD SELECTION

By Squirrel Tail Vickers

Most experienced anglers have an extra rod or two. These extras were originally thought
to be the perfect rod, only latter found to be a waste of money. dfldsese mistakes are

tip flex or fast action rods. These have been advertised to maximize line speed, allow for
shorter, more fluid casting stroke, meet the demands of the aggressive caster, and provide
a longer cast while maintaining the accuracy eeedr short casts.

This certainly sounds like the perfect rod! Itis, if you have the arms of a carpenter or
blacksmith. You then will be able to lift a long heavy line off the water, one with the
weight to flex the rod and then fire this load offareternity. Of course, if you do not
have the power of Ted Williams, you can load this rod by increasing the speed of your
back cast, by gradually increasing the load on your rod through multiple, ever



lengthening back casts, by using a sinking lindyyoselecting a floating line weight that

is one or two weights greater than recommended for that rod. In the end, no matter what
you do with a tip flex to make it work for you, the whdellar worker, you will have
increased the energy required to présear fly. Energy expended times time equals

work. After an hour or two with a tip flex, you will notice the extra effort you have
expended.

For a majority of salmon anglers, the Hfiiex, moderate, or mediwfast rod will be a far
friendlier comparon. This rod requires a lighter load (weight of the line times the speed
of the line) to provoke the recoil or flex that drives the forward cast. You will be able to
select the line that is suggested by the manufacturer for that particular rod. Ybe will
able to pause at the end of the back cast and allow the rod to fire the line ahead. The
recoil action of the midlex is one of the hidden pleasures otdlgsting. If you desire to
make an extra long cast, you will have the time to use the douldle When compared

to the tip flex, you will notice less vibration and likely less aches and pains in your
shoulder and elbow.

Ultimately, line speed is the critical determinant of distance. The faster the speed of the
line on the forward cast, the faeththe line will travel. Forward line speed, in turn, is
determined by the speed of the line during the back cast plus the flex or recoil action of
your rod. Parenthetically, the effort exerted on the forward cast can affect line speed, but
it is of secamdary importance in distance casting. The flex of the rod, not the site of flex
(tip v. mid flex), is the critical element. No rod manufacturer has ever claimed that tip
flex has more flex or recoil than the r¥figx.

Every angler wants to be able testa Bomber to the far bank on a windless, sunny day.

Every angler wants to cast to the far holding rock even when the wind is blowing up
river. Donét be fooled into thinking that
wallet will

pay the price. &l out your midflex, pay attention to the rhythm of your cast, and use

the double haul. Your arm and wallet will thank you.

The Magic Wand

By Ed Ahern

Salmon fishermen are scientists when it comes to choosing reels, but hopeless romantics
whenit comes to marrying up with a fly rod. Or perhaps a reel is decided on in the left
brain, a fly rod always in the right.

A salmon fly reel is clinically evaluated for balance, drag capability, line release, spool
capability, handle design, etc. etc.dffiequently bought sight unseen from a
specification sheet.

a



A salmon rod however is hefted in a semi mystical ritual, getting the feel in the hand and
on the arm and shoulder. Salmon fishermen know that they will be waving their fly rod
for eight or terhours every day for a week. Like religion, politics and mate selection,
there is no real logic involved in the process, only a gradual infatuation.

Lip service may occasionally be paid to terms like flex and parabolic arc, but when
salmon fisherman are praise of their fly rod they use terms like balance and heft and
grip and rhythm and control. Downright sensual.

For most of a fishing outing the reel dangl e
analytical capability or the thickness of his walltit not the rod.

Since the advent of stainless steel and fiberglass rods there has been no particular reason
to fish for salmon with bamboo. But God forbid that anyone mentions fragility and lack

of distance casting capability to an addict of Tonkin c&senboo anglers claim

bragging rights for landing a salmon on a cane rod of their own making without

shattering it. One company even produces an imitation cane rod out of graphite that looks
and casts something like bamboo. The automotive equivalent Wwewttaching a six

speed racing transmission to a small foylinder engine.

Anglers develop a lonterm relationship with their salmon rods that can outlast their
marriages. Gradually, over a series of trips, the angler and the rod groove. The
uncalcuéated feeling of how much line can be aired and how much shot, the muscle
memory of how to punch line into the wind, unthinking line mending and control, all take
considerable water time.

When fishermen first take up fly fishing for salmon they go thraugdhating process,
trying one rod and then another as they narrow their choices down to one or two rods
with which they feel fulfilled.

Anglers with a closet full of salmon rods will show up year after year with the same rod.
They own many rods, but reattstinctively for the comfortable competence that one rod
can give them. It can be argued that an angler who uses more than one or two rods on a
fishing trip is probably a philanderer.

Salmon rods closely match and reinforce the (usually maleinsatfeof the angler. An
aficionado of highpowered boron titanium cannons probably also wears an oversized
watch, both as compensation for something or other. The fashionable rod with German
nickel silver guides and monogrammed in gold probably is taking tlee pfea trophy

wife. The unnecessary use of a Spey rod is perhaps wish fulfillment.

Rod manufacturers are familiar with this binding endearment and many offer lifetime
repair and/ or replacement. If the old mate breaks down it can be replaced with tsew par
Just like medicine.



Nothing can infuriate a salmon fisherman like having another sport pick up his rod and

outcast or, worse, outfish him. Using

kid sister. One needs to be quite careful aboubpob.

In the end, there is no absolute standard for an optimum salmon fly rod. TikeZen
comfort zone where each angler excels is unique, and the rod and angler break each other
in over time. One should beware the angler who opens a mildewed arel staffeed rod

sack and takes out a rod with a handle worn down where, season after season, he has

rested his thumb.

MY DREAM ROD
BY MIKE FREEMAN

It is said that the Atlantic salmon is the fish of a thousand casts.
That has been the case with me m@mes over. Casting is

certainly the work element of salmon fishing and | am always
looking for the fly rod that will alleviate this burden. It has been
like searching for the abominable snowman. Does such a creature
like this exist? Does perfedyfrod exist? What if | find one?

What will  do? Should | actually fish it? Maybe it will break as |
put a little tension on the silverside. Will they be able to repair it
to its original flex? Maybe | should use it on trout or just practice
my cast with it.

Well last fall I was confronted with this dilemma. It started out as

a little retail therapy. The river was low and warm and wet flies
were not working. Up to this point, wet flies had always been my
way to go. O.K. Any thing to changey luck! | needed a new rod
to throw some bombers. |l visited
of the Miramichi, about 12 miles down the road from Vickers pools.
By the way, George is a great-tier and a heck of a nice guy too.
Any how, | asked @orge "Do you have any ten foot rods for a 7/8
line"? "Yes" he replied and pointed over on the wall behind me.
"Take it outside and try the rod outside.” Going from the shop to
the outside was one step so you can imagine the size of the fly
shop. Tle rod felt very comfortable in my hand and it had just the
perfect action or flex. | went back in and asked the price. "One

good

Georgebs f

hundred doll ars in Canadian money" was Georg
course with the current rate of exchange of about fifty percent, how

could | pass on that? Excitedly, I left the fly shop and headed for

the home pool. It was afternoon and | found that my fly lines just

werenot the right weight so I headed back to

decided to buy a nine weight floating line. Nowd and line were






