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nother halibut was biting. The
only problem was my arms felt like t
pieces of waterlogged driftwood. This
wasdueto thefactoverthelastfew days
| had caght too manysivers o count
aconpanidby limits of halibty ling-
cad, rockfish, ard the occaond Chi-
nook, dogfish or dog salmon.

| didn®admit myimparmentto the
otherson theboet, of coursg, but thesgnd
my musdlesnvele snding to my brain was
crispdear and Smply sid, No.O

Howe ve rthefish-obsesskregion of
greymaterwithin my skull, which obv i
ousl liessanav h eenear thebrandem,
kept screeming, Ores!O

S| did what any Hf-repetinganger
would dounderthedrcumstances| set
thehook and endured theburn. | wesd<
not aboveaskingfor afightingbdt. If only
| had askedfor onethe day bebrel could
hae pre \entedthebruiseon my hip in T
lieuof my vainattempt to appeatough arr-
and rugged.

| am, ater dl, an Alakan, and | havean
imageto mainin. | am suppsedo be
immuneto unbridledburstsf gleeand
batlewoundscausedby thefag and furi-
ousfishingthiswild land isknown for.

On thisLaba Day weskend trip to
Beamn Hill Lodge h Ketchikan, | had
the opportunity to fish with ahogt of
out-of-gstate visitors from placeslike
Washington D.C., Florida, southern
California, aml Arizona. Inceed, other
than the captain and his mate, | was
only Alaskan in the bunch.

Asl nonchdantly hoiged anothe ha-
ibut into theboat it wasimposdbleto deny
theredization weweehaingoneof thoe
gregt daysevery anger longsfor. Seangthe
wonder in the other guest®eyesasfish i
weee piled into the holding box reminded &,
mejug how edid and simpleapleasue
thisgreat gport of fishingcan be

A day in the life at Beacon Hill Lodge.
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ARRNAL
BeaonHill Lodgeisnesttdamongrich
green hamlodk and gorucewith agectacu-
lar view of ralling mountain rangesfading
intolightershadesof blueastheydretch to
thehorizon. Fromtheedgeof theroad
wheethedriveway desendsto thelodgg
aneigtbor®doghasstakeaut aprime,
daly ngppingarea. Thisméaedindingthe
plae easysmply turn right atthedog.

Upon my arivd | wasgreeted by lodge
ownersRon and Shatri Moyer Sherri gave
mean exencedtour of theaccommala
tions, asl wasthefirg of thegroup to
arrie.Thelodgeitsdf isimmaculate, and
the beautiful landscpingowes much to
SherrBgardeningskills Mounted fishand
animasadorn thewdls and the parsond-
itiesof itsownersseg out from the many
oddsand endsnegledwithin.

Upstais, Captain Ro rSfly-tyingsia:

tion digpolayssomeof hiswork in progess.

An assortment of fly rodsstsin arack
nearly acolletion which would mekeany
fly fisherman drool. A rack of photo
albumsre eal some of theadventues

theye sharedwith diertsovertheyears.

Sherri showed mephotosof one occason
wheeCaptin Ronrescueadrowning
deerby bringing it onboad thebod, and

upst@amard let the curent movethe
lureinto postion the fish would bite.
Howeverthe log would claim any &sr
falling victim to an errant cast.

On the way back to the lodge we
goppedto pick up sone gaudy pink and
pumlejigshungrycoho woul find irre-
sisible Captin Ronsad to grabsome
spinning outfitsand wadersfrom hiswide
seletion, take histruck and head out to
the gpot whenever timedlowed and | had
theurge Laertha aternoon, | took him
up on hisoffet

In the meartime, other guestswe e
arriving.OnewasRonBallariing who
hailedfromsoutkem Calfomia. | was®
aurprised to discover theseoond | met Ron
tha hegorted abraingem condition Sm-
ilar tomyown. | told him about thesIvers,
obvioudy waiting for apair of anglers
greedy with thoudhtsof bert rods Armed
with thisbit of information Ron B. sawno
needo unpak, and within minuteswo
wretdedfishing junkieswee en roueto
heatry coho.

While Captin Ron@advice was sure
and did not disgppant, if hehad see our
firg coupledozen casshemay havefound
ourill leveladking. | can imaginethat
submegedlogadarnedwith amyriad of

arptherof apar of beaswho frequently thegearish jigsard it mekesmewonde if

pay themavist. Shecdled them her et
bears.O

Aftewads,Catan Ron and | gotto
talking about fishing, and it quickly
became apparent wehadsomethingin
common. Hetold meabout aprimefish
ing spd justuptheroa; afavoiitewith
mary of hisguests. He spke of slvers
w o kingthar way up the stream, plentiful
and ready to bitewith theright jig. Hesaid
it wasagpot few knew gbout, apefed lit-
tlegetaway when timewasshort. And then
heaked Do you want to seit?O

FHfteenminutedaterwewe emakng
our way downanarow, muddy trail en
routeto thesouml of movingwate. The
path opened to anarrow bank suitablefor
castirg. Da kerwaerbeneth acutavay
ontheoppasitemtankment hinteda a
dep holetha surdy hdd fish. Hugeleaes
of devi®clubhungmotionlessoverthe
watertheirmint greenhueanindicdor
that fal wasfagt gpproaching. It wasunder
thisprimordid foliage| saw thefirg swirl.

Captan Ron explanedthesiversliked
to liein this pol butit was gaded by
a submerged log closer to where we
stood. If you could cast accurately

the pasing ooho found amusamert in our
lergthy learning curve.

Eventualy we graspedhetechnique
andthesubtletapof the bite bdiedthe
fiecereation of the coho whenhooled.
Someof thefish wele avare of othersib-
mergedobstructionswhich wewe e not
privyto, andtheywould hasily run for
cos and bregk theline

Sill, theewereenough hungry fish to
stiokeour, atthistime fragile egosand
landing thoe hedthy fishsert hoasand
hollersrisnginto thethick rainfore st
canopyAfter landingafew lunkers, it
dawne on methe realfishingwoudn®
staruntil weheededout into thesatwater
on the following days. The thought
brought asmileto my face
THE ABCsON THE ACBs
When wegaheredatthe maiinatheair
wascrisp,andclearing kiespromisel a
cdm day on thewaer, Cgptan Ron sad
wewould firg try our luck for ocean-
bright slveisand wasconfident both boats
would limit out in notime

Thefishing party climbed aboard
what isarguably the finest ridein the
Ketchikan fleet; Captain Ro nSpair of
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31-foot Aluminum Chambered Boats
(ACB9, outfitted with twin 300horse
pove Suziki engnes. Raysf sunlight
we ehedingthear in themourtain va t
leysto the south as we motored away,
pushing thefogto higher dtitudesin
rapdly axzendngterdrils. Asvediced
th rmuch thewavesonourway to thefish
ing grounds at acruising speed of 38
mph, | imagned thetwo vessalsfrom
overlead; slderazascuting thewater
with asugeo®precision.

Captain Ron takespridein his gen
and it@all doviously wel carel for. He
boass ofthe consuction of hisACBSs;
h avthe companySuseof chambessur
rounding the hull maximizes safy and
helps keep thevessdlssteady in rough
seas. He explained his Sweuki engines
offertop peedsohecan reah theprime
fishing spotsn advance of otheisonthe
dod. Hisfishinggea isnodiffelert, and
thewidesskediononboad madeit poss
ble fa ee lyoneto usea rig they coud
handlewith eae.

Frstand forenog, CapainRonisa
skiled fisterman, andherecognisthe
desieof hisdientsto do the hooking and
catding ontheirown Heofferedushis
know-hav, down to gpecifics and dlowed
usto utilizehisknowledyein peafecting
our own technique

(rhegreste thrill | get nowistesching
otheshow to fish and seeing thejoyit
bringsOsaidCaptan Ron during one of
thequiger momentsa thelodge

After reaching our degtination and
shutting down the engnes both of Cep-
tan RorBvessdsmaintanedadrift afoot-
ball fiddSdistance part in aplaceknown
to KetchikanlocdsasOrheRnnacle.O
FHrstMate Cdin Ayersquickly batedthe
rigswith cut-plugherring and & Cgptan
Ror6direction wedropped our batsdown
120feet with ingructionstored up in
intemittent five-eolution burgs

Deepbereah thedrifting vessl, fil-
te &l light revealsan undulating form;
thousendsof baitfish svamingtogether in
onedlitteingmas.Samontearintothe
hode,dgoping themwith ther tails bit-
ingthemwithther jans Themaimed and
wounded fall anayfrom thedwindling
majoritytwitchingwith spasnsasthey
sinktowad darknessThesdmon come
aound for aseond passgulpingdow n
theinjured baitfish in ablur of bload, oll,
and shmmeing sdes

As our baits sink Captain Ron



These happy anglers had their fill of
salmon, halibut, rockfish and lingcod.

describesthis underwater scene and
pointsout thefirst subtletap we feel
might jug beasdmon stumingits prey
If we sensethe dightest quiver in our
linesonthedrop or whilereeing, weare
tolet out lineand mimic the doomed
desentof awourdedbaitfish.

Thecdorful advie proved valuable.

While sonefishstruck hard, leavingno
doubt asto whento setthehod, other
timesthehit wasthe dightest of taps
oftentimeson thedro p When the sdt
bitescame, letting out lineand waiting for
thefish toreturn resulted in ahooked siver
dmaet every Sndetime

For thefive of uson Captain Ron®
boat, thecoho were coming up congantly.
Occasionallglingcodwasthrowninto
themix. At timestheeweetwo and three
fishona atime,and whenever asiver wes
nettedjt seeradCdin had freshodt on
your rig beforethedumb grin could leave
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your face.And the grinswe ecarvel on
eveyondfacedter, in justoveran hour,
wehadreachedur limit of six slversa
pieeand weeheaedtowad thehdibut.

Anchoedin 270 feetof waer, pulling
halibut and rocfishowertherail onvir-
tudly e\e cast iswhen my bruisebegan
to take shpeand my musclsbegarto
acheHe e limitscanejustas ealy as
befoe, and under a sunny blue
Kethikan atemoon ky weweemeking
ourway badk thelodgebebrethehed of
thedaybegn to subgle.

Onthefdlowingday, | had theplessure
of fishingwith LauraKaestner, from
Bdlingham Wagington. Theewe ea
totalof four of ustryingourluck, along
with Captin Ronand Colin, butit wes
Laurawho seemed to haveaknack for
cachingsivers.

Laurawastheonly woman on thebod,
and she was schooling theboysasshe
hooked up with yet another energetic
cohoThebendin her rod wasamirror
image of thesmileon her face Asthefish
wasbeirg netted Cgptan Ronmalethe

o bviouspoint, Of it was®for Laurawe
would®becachingany fih.O

It wasonly Laure®se@nd timefishing
in theoceen. Herfirg had cometheprevi
ousday with thesameresult.Befoetha
first day@trip, Lauraclaimed shejust
wanted to expeliercecatching afish inthe
ocean. Afterthat, shewoub gt back ard
let exe soreekegd ther fill.

| had been on theotherbod, but when
Laurabrought her firg dlveronboard her
sceamsof elation drifted over to us,
d roawning outthe humsand dicksof our
reels Weall looked ove to seavhather
firstoceanfishlooked like, and it wasa
massiooho pushingthe 15-pound mark.
Understandablauwadpledgeto quit
afterthefirstfishwasquicklyforgotten.

So on Labor Day weekend in
Kethikan, anotheranglerwasborn above
the depths of an Alaska sea, and it
reminded meof thefirg timel eqeaiencad
that uniquethrill, many yearsbefore.
Somavheein thedepthsof Lauré®mind,
maod likdy near thebraingem fish-obsess:
sbn had takenroot. The coho weeréthe
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only thingsgeting hooked.

On thisseonddaydrifting ThePin-
nacle, the boys on the boat simply
watchel asLauabroughtin onesiver
after another. | wasgetting hitson the
drop but wasgrugglingto feéthem.The
fish wee nat asviciousasthe day beore,
theyhad beometimid.

| employeal atechngue |®eusedfor
laketrout when they are hittingon the
drop Ingeed of holding therod fixed and
thumhing the go0d aslinewasrekased |
broucht therodtip up asl let out ling and
then dowly dropped therod tip to snk the
bat steadly. | repaedthisaction urtil |
reachedthe desieddeph, which wan®
oftenas| wasnow feding thesibtletgps
and hooking up, with regularity

| wasgving Lauraarun for her money
but even withou afancy techniqueof her
own shedill had no troublematching me
fishfor fish. Her laughter madeit bearable

Laurahad no problemmaintaining her
feet pacewhen wemadetherun tothehd-
ibut hole. Thegrain in her facasshe
reded in her limit mademefed alittlebet
ter about my own physcd condition.

Eve onewasdoingther part and ha-
ibut quidkly piled up on thepadousdeck
of theACB.Wetook asoenicrouteback to
the lodge with views of downtown
Ketchikan ascloudsformed over the
mountains. | aked Laurahow shefelt
aboutherfirstoceanfishing experience
Beaming stesid, @@ contert. |@n full.O

| could undergand what shemeant, for
mole reesonsthan one Sherri would have
yet ancther gourme med prepagd & five
backatthelodge, king crabfor thislast

RonB. wasgiving methatlook. My
soemusclesand fond contemplation
woud haveto wait until laer. Theewere
dill fish to becaught.

ONE LASTCAST

That final afternoon on thesream was
pictuepeffed. Ourtechniquewassound,
thefishwe ebiting, and | even managed
to recim onelure fomthesunkerog
With theclodk moving closer to five, |
hookedup with apaticulaly sprycoho
tha skateddongthesurfaceon itstail and
legoed high into theheavy ar.

| brought it up to the shore and
remaed the hook from thetip of its
mouth. Thiswasfinefor me.LikeLaura |
wasfull, and strting to get alittlehungry
in themoretraditiond way.

Ron B. was®quitereadysol st back
and watched ashecagt and wated for that
dreeded lagt fish. Ron peeed & meoverhis
shoulder and said, Tomorow | @ beback
in my officein Cdifornia. | jug want one
moefish. You don®know how ludky you
aeto gt todothisal thetime O

Asl sat and watched Ron B. cast |
thought of him badk in Cdifomiagaring
out hisofficewindow, looking back at
these final moments in a prigine
Ketchikangream. His rod dowbledand
thedragletoutacry. Hehadno trouble
bringingin thebulky coho colored with a

. de@ red huedongitsflanks.Hereleased

thefish into thedrean, and it svam avay
in aburg, heading right badk to itspeffect
suroundings.

That night, dterour finemed, thesky
wasse ablaze with afierysursetpainted

night. Sherri, it tumsout, isatremendous with the same palette asRon B&final

cookand & morethan alittle suprised
Captan Rondoessportalamgerbelly
On previousnightswewe etreated to
primerib, fresh halibut, and Sherr®
saion chowderwhich wasdedaredthe
fineg any of ushaveevertated.
Conestionson thosenightsdrifted
towad fishingand thenaurd wondeswe

cohoHewasshaiingthesorywith sosme
ofthecotherguessand | guesedit would
beadory told many moretimesin the
comingweeks.

Asfor me | knewsoon| would back in
my Alaskahome mostlikely fishing for
autumn laketrout in oneof my faworite
spots.Bang an Alaskanfishermarefi-

witnesse@l duringour gay. Wereminisced nitdy hasitsadventages Seangthethrill it

about acertain blackbearweobseved
catchingasdmon a themouth of acoadd
river Thebear, in an obviousgaeof bliss
hoppel alongtheriver banktwirlingits
prizin exaggerated ardes

Sheaeit wasonly two in thedtemnoon
when wereturned to thedodk on our find
day of fishing, thislet sometimeto reflect
onother evntsduringthetrip.

Or nat.
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bringsto someonewho sedom gesto
expaierceit might jugt bethebigget one

.
Fish Aleskaamtributingeditar Andiev Cre
matalivesin Skagvaywith hiswifeAngie
ard cat PeabdVhilePeeboanjoysthepro d
uctfromhislenghyfishingtrips Angieis
dten leshapy:



