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     I told you last month that October was go-

ing to be a great month to get out and fish. I 

can not believe that it is the beginning of No-

vember. With the opening of trout season  

there was still warm water fishing to be had. 

I had one of the best days on the water that I 

have had in a long time.  After hearing Terry 

and Roxanne Wilsonôs talk at the banquet I 

went Blugill fishing and landed one nice 

Bass about 3 lbs. and about 40 bluegill in 

four hours. That was a great way to end the 

warm water season. 

     For those who attended the club banquet a good time they had; the day was 

filled with lots of casting and fly tying going on  all at one time.  Thank You to all 

who helped make it a great day. 

     The election of club officers will be the first order of business at the November 

meeting make plans to attend.  Anyone interested in a position on the Board needs 

to contact me at 316-655-9909 or send me an email at rickdbrown@msn.com. 

          Hope to see you on the river, or better yet at the next meeting. 

2010 Club Membership 
     A reminder that renewing 

your club membership is 

quickly approaching.  

    Lonnie Roberts, member-

ship chair, will have forms 

available at the meetings. 

     In some ways the November meeting is the most important of the year, unfortu-

nately itôs also the one that club members sometime try to avoid. It seems like the 

election night meeting to determine next yearôs board of directors is the one meet-

ing where everyone fears they will be forced to accept a dreaded ñjobò.  Everyone 

has too many jobs already, right? It doesnôt work that way though, no one will be 

beaten over the head to take on a little extra work. Luckily there are always a few 

who will step up and work to insure that next yearôs plans and goals will be mostly 

fulfilled.  The recent club banquet is a prime example; everyone who attended 

seemed to enjoy the get together but events like this just donôt happen. It takes just 

a little effort to make this and other club projects come together and most board 

members would say that working to make a successful event is one of the rewards 

for serving.  So even if you are unable to take up the challenge of joining the club 

board come to the meeting anyway and participate in determining where we as a 

club are going in 2010. 

A message from the club board of directors 

mailto:rickdbrown@msn.com
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     Uncertain of what the balance held, it was time once again 

to see if the cards would play out, as the anticipation of bring-

ing Smallmouth Bass to the boat had been rising for weeks. It 

had finally come, after many hours spent researching: The day 

of reckoning. 

     Reports of gear anglers catching consistent numbers of 

Smallmouth, and an earful of fish stories from a good friend in 

fly fishing in the finally determined region had built my expec-

tations to beyond measure. Rationality set in before the trip 

however: It helps, when you have a tendency to get wound up 

like I do, to have good friends to help you keep your expecta-

tions realistic. On the other hand, there are times when your 

expectations can be met, or even exceeded, which is always a 

welcome feeling in fly fishing. I have learned too, that if you 

remain reasonable when your anticipation of what could happen begins to get the best of you, the payoff in the end 

is almost always very rewarding. 

     The coming weekend lent itself to a few opportunities to get out after several different species of fish, in a few 

different locations. Personally, the Smallies were calling louder than any other during this time. We had done the 

research and pinned down a couple of likely waters of target. Of course, there are many factors that must be con-

sidered before setting anything in stone: Weather is almost always the first of these to contend with. 

     With the middle of spring upon us, the rains we had been receiving this year led to a personal inclination to 

head west, to a rather rocky outpost. I have developed a habit of watching weather radar whenever the possibility 

of precipitation and, or storms are in the forecast. From this minor case 

of OCD, Iôve learned Kansas Spring storm patterns that have held true 

for at least the past two years. Spring storms in our part of the world typi-

cally build in or just off the gulf and begin a lengthy stride north, up 

through the Lone Star, across the Redlands of Oklahoma, and into south 

central Kansas. When the storm cells reach Kansas, the high pressure 

systems that roll off the Rockies enter the open theater and influence 

lines of storms to track east/northeast.   

     After figuring on water clarity in the eastern region of the state being 

a little less than desirable, the decision was made to trek west, into the 

abyss of the virtually unknown, and what might be a shot at landing a 

Smallmouth Bass or two. We rolled out of Wichita around five a.m., boat 

in tow, and bronze on the brain. When we finally arrived at the lake, we were greeted by a 15-20 mph wind that 

threw waves upon the boat ramp to the point that I almost considered bank fishing, but it was time to see what this 

boat was made of. 

     We launched and ran around for a bit to see if we could find shelter from the wind, and lo and behold, there 

were huge sandstone bluffs on the lake that gladly threw the wind over the boat, rather than into it. It wasnôt long 

before we got the skunk off the boat, landing a few short Smallmouth bass. Alas! We had found a new place to 

catch these guys that did not require a $60 yearly fee and is about the same distance from home. The only 

óproblemô with this lake is that itôs over 9,000 surface acres, but if you break a massive body of water into smaller 

pieces of water, it can be as intimidating as your backyard pond. We had gone with the reality of maybe catching a 

few Smallies, but ended up boating at least a couple dozen, and even a few different species, including White Bass, 

or maybe a young Striper, and a White Perch that couldnôt resist a sweet vanilla twist on the famed Wooly Bugger, 

called the Vanilla Bugger. This was one of Steveôs new reaches into the fly pattern world that served him very 

well, as he caught most of the fish that day.   

LOWERED EXPECTATIONS 
Rory Wiske 
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     A few weeks later in May, I decided I had not had 

enough of fishing the BIG water and decided to take a 

weekend and go back and camp. This decision would 

open my eyes to another side of the Smallmouth Bass, 

one that had somehow been hidden from me in the years 

past. I found that if you could find a school of them sus-

pended off of a point or other structure, unlike Large-

mouth Bass, you could continue to call them to the sur-

face to take a popper late into the morning hours. I caught 

fish on a small white popper until 11:00 am that Saturday, 

until the boat traffic got to be too much to keep fighting 

the next wake to keep from being slid into the rocky 

banks of the lake. The weekend would end and leave me 

as it had begun: humble and wanting more.  

     I would not return to this lake again until September, 

when I would make it back three consecutive weekends 

in a scramble to catch more and bigger Smallmouth Bass before the water temperatures plummeted to pre-winter 

lows.  

     On the first Saturday, the day began for me around 4am. I was to meet with Paul Runnells, our church pastor, 

for his first day of serious fishing in over seven years. We met at the Northwest end of the dam at 7:30, proceeded 

to the boat ramp, made short work of rigging up and were off to enjoy a beautiful day on the water.  

The lake was flat and calm, so I decided to make a run across the lake to the bluffs where a large cove meets the 

main lake. An hour into this would bring me to question my faith in the fly rod, as Paul caught the first three 

Smallmouth on a Texas rigged plastic worm while I drew a blank, but I would not be wavered. We then ran over to 

a main lake point to see if there were any fly friendly fish there. I almost immediately hooked into four or five 

small White Bass, eagerly taking a mini-sparkling diver on a sink tip. While drifting around the island adjacent to 

the point, I spotted surface feeding carp!: Happy fish, taking a hot spot pea-hen, when presented a few feet ahead 

of them and intercepting their paths. I would find more carp feeding heartily everywhere we went and although I 

didn't catch any of the true beasts in the lake, I was able to land seven throughout the course of the day.  

     After making a run to a sand flat that has produced smallmouth every time I've been to this lake, I began to fig-

ure them out when I dropped a fly next to  a submerged cabbage bed and watched a 15" Smallie appear from no-

where to inhale my sparkling diver. We caught and released a half dozen or so in this spot and found that since the 

water here was only six feet deep, the fish could be 

called to the surface with a yellow gurgler or a surface 

prop-bait or buzz-bait that Paul was using. We would 

not go subsurface for the rest of the day. The pattern 

became running into coves, small or large, and finding 

these submerged cabbage beds in shallow water. By 

the end of the fishing day, we had boated upward of 

thirty bass, mostly Smallmouth and two Largemouths. 

Many of the Smallies were in the range of 13 to 14 

inches long, and I caught two 15 inches long and an-

other that measured 16 inches. I wondered if the 

Smallmouth were anything like Northern Pike, in that 

the bigger fish are more active in the fall than spring, 

and have concluded that yes, they are. I managed a 15 

1/2 inch Largemouth and Paul landed one that went 

16ò. In the end, it was an awesome day of fishing,                                                                                                                                                                        

LOWERED EXPECTATIONS 
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     The second Saturday would include a fellow water slapper, Mr. Tatro.  

We kind of decided t make this run on a humbug, with no intricate plan-

ning involved at all.  All that was determined was that we were going and 

were leaving early in the morning.  The rest would be completely impro-

vised, and so it was, running out at 6:00 am to hit the lake around 8:00.  

Following the pattern of the week prior, we headed for the bluffs, only to 

find another angler in a bass boat working the area.  Without a óplan Bô, 

we cruised along and decided to see if the marina cove would produce any  

early morning action to get us going for the day.  It would take a bit of 

stumbling around, be we finally got it kicked off with a few Smallies from 

the neighborhood.. 

     When the bite slowed down, we decide to make a run to find more pro-

ductive water.  After a few false steps, we were into the same pattern of fishing beds of vegetation.  There were a 

pair of beds, no more than ten yards apart, that must have what seemed like 100 white bass, as we caught about 

forty or fifty 8-10 inch fish from them.     When this bite died, we motored to another cove that was receiving a bit 

of wind in one end. We would find this to be a very productive location, offering up three species of bass- White, 

Smallmouth, and Largemouth. Gary even hooked a white bass that almost caught him a very nice Smallmouth that 

was determined to bite off at least a chunk of the white bass as it fought against the bend in Garyôs rod. We would 

soon wrap the day up with a bit of drifting and casting to edges of flooded timer, which would also prove to be 

somewhat productive. It was becoming more and more apparent that the day was coming to an end when the gulls 

began to gather in the upper end of the cove to roost for the evening and the pelicans could be seen soaring high 

above the landscape like a formation of WWII Bombers on a late evening run. 

     The third Saturday in pursuit of the once elusive Smallmouth, would begin around five in the morning, as I met 

with Doug in front of his house, full of coffee and ready to roll. I had wanted to go fishing with Doug many times 

in the past, but we never seemed to get it right, or just never were going in the same direction. Whatever the rea-

son, Iôm glad we got it right this time. Doug has been fishing this particular lake far longer than I have and is in 

fact the one who sparked the interest in the lake for me over a year ago. When we arrived at the lake, I was not sur-

prised that he had brought enough equipment to cover any and all of the scenarios that we might encounter on this 

lake. (Note to self: you are not prepared unless you bring everything you may need)  

     Once we got the boat launched, we were off in a different direction, after sharing ideas and favorite fishing 

spots, we headed toward the dam. Rumor has it that the Striped Bass in the lake will feed on schools of shad on the 

surface during low light periods of the day, so we were on the hunt. While we didnôt catch any Stripers that morn-

ing, we were able to pick up a few Smallies on and below the surface. I could tell the Smallmouth were beginning 

to feel the drop in water temperature over the past few weeks, as the surface bite had all but completely died after 

taking two on the Gurgler. During a magic moment that morning in the calm water near the dam, there were a few 

surface eruptions, but none like the stories you hear about stripers boiling for ten minutes or an hour, depending on 

who you hear it from. The short frenzies we experienced turned out to 

be small schools of White Bass, a few of which were willing to enter-

tain a couple of fly anglers who were more than happy to catch a few.   

     As all things in the real world, the bite here would taper off to an 

end and we would make a run to go check out a few other locations in 

search of active fish. We ran into a few coves and although we did not 

find any fish that were willing to come to the surface to eat a fly, our 

day was saved by the invention of the sink-tip fly line. Had we not 

brought these, our success would have been lessened dramatically, as 

maybe ninety percent of the fish we caught that day were taken on 

flies presented on a sink-tip line.    We returned to the cove of the over 

LOWERED EXPECTATIONS 
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achieving Smallmouth that tried to eat a white bass half its size, and 

were able to get into an array of fish species. Among them were the 

white bass, the Smallies, the Largemouth Bass, one Spotted Bass, 

and Doug pulled a Walleye on a Flash Tail Whistler. As the after-

noon turned to evening, we decided to run back down the lake to the 

dam to see if we could stumble upon another ómagic momentô. 

There were no surface feeders in sight, but we pressed on anyhow, 

casting blindly, carefully counting down flies and fishing out each 

cast. 

     As we were almost ready to head for the ramp, Doug pointed out 

a spot he thought we should fish, so we decided to give it a shot. As 

we worked around the tip of the point, I made a cast that more or 

less collapsed on me and the sink tip portion of my line landed in a 

pile with my fly. While stripping my line quickly to come tight to my fly, I ended up coming tight to a series of head 

shakes and a bulldog battle of tug of war. With the luck I typically have, I knew the biggest fish of the day would 

have to be a Carp or a Drum, until I saw a spiny dorsal fin break through the surface, like a mast on a small sail boat, 

and a hull with a pinstripe paint job- My first Striper! Doug hustled and made quick work with the net, (thanks 

Doug), and we were able to bring the fish into the boat for a quick photo-op and clean release. As we pulled out of 

the boat ramp area and onto the road that evening, Doug mentioned something that hadnôt even crossed my mindï I 

had taken five species of Bass in one day on one body of water.  If it were a goal set that morning, it would not have 

been accomplished.  Itôs 

like I said before however, 

if you keep your expecta-

tions reasonable, thereôs a 

possibility that they may 

be met or exceeded.                    
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