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INSIDE THIS ISSUE | became a member of the Flatland [, %

Fishers club to learn more about the sport
Ed Engle learn to catch more fish. | told myself tha
Page 2 was not going to seek a job on the boarfs
was just going to be one of the guys. A&E

: assumed the Office of President of the
Nothing Left land Fly Fishers Club | had no real idea whi
Page 3,4,5 was going to do or how | was going to get §
Club Membership job done. When | went into my first bog
Page 5 meeting | was a little nervous. But we hg

great board members who knew their jobs
all has gone well. | think that we have had a

Polyester Corn great year. | hope you have learned a lot about the sport thanks to the great programs
And Bobbers the club has sponsored over the last year.
Page 6, 7 In 2009 the club became a 501c3 Corporation; We had a great winter program,

had two bluegill fests (Spring and Fall), a club trip to Colorado, two conservation pre
jects (Kanopolis Seep Stream and Slough Creek), one of the best fall banquets, a g
One Fly Tournament Womendés Clinic plus we have |l ots of ne

Wo menos C | i nRickgcan learn new tricks.

: As this is my |last fAPresidentds Page
Did You Know 2009 Board members for the great job they have done during the last year. Even tho
Page 7 fipresidento days are over | will not b
will be as Education director. | hope to introduce new ideas for educational prograr

2010 Club Officers and continue the educational programs that the club is already doing. Thanks again

having me as your President for 2009.

ltem for Sale See you on the water! Rick

Up Coming Events
Page 8 December Meeting

Next Meeting

The December meeting will feature the annual food and fly fishing film fest. Twc

films wild.l be shown. The first ABugs ¢
DecemberB,ZO this way; A1l years, 8 camer.
The worl dbdbs most amazing aquatic insec

700 P M - of what happens under the surface of fly fishing water will definitely be altered. The se
ond film, if it arrives in time, will I

Get your Newsletter in film ADrifto shown at | ast yeardés Decel
Color Food will be the plan for the rest of the meeting. Members can bring whatever kin

of snacks and finger food they wish. The usual fare includes Chips, Crackers, Veggi
. _ Dips, Cookies, etc. You know what to bring. The club will supply drinks.
http'//m'rgfig?dﬂy The book raffle is also on the agenda this month. The book election will probably |

just two books this month but will be selected from some of the rarer and more desira
Anyone who would like to share titles left in the collection. Raffle tickets will be priced a little higher than usual, possibl
pictures or articles for the Newslet-something like 3 tickets for $5.00. You can plan on enjoying good food, watching a ps

ter should contact the editors at: " I . . . L .
07editor@flatlandflyfishers.org of exciting fly fishing films, and having a chance to win some great fly fishing literature.
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WINTER PROGRAM SPEAKER Ed Engle -
Hi , Il 6m Ed Engl e. I got into fly fishing the sar
cluded a rod, reel, backi ng, |l ine, and | eader. Th

much taught myself. | paid for that later on, too. Fortunately, | was lucky to make friends with some great ca
who helped me correct some of my idiosyncrasies. My first fly fishing trips were to the South Platte River wi
was about a 45 minute drive from my house.

Even then the South Platte was known nationally
good presentations. | 6d go up to the river by my
awhile 1 6d run into a more experienced angler who
caught a trout. By that time | was tying my -bought f
ones | was | osing | actwually caught my first tro

|l didndédt stop with just catching some trout on ¢
Brekke at the old Anglerdéds Covey in Colorado Spri
Springs Sun. Before long | was writing magazine stories for most of the fly fishing publications and guiding fly fi
ers on the South Platte River.

Next came my first book, Fly Fishing the Tailwaters. After that | started giving slide shows to fly fishing clt
and all of a sudden | was a struggling professional fly fisherman. It had never been my plan to be a full tim
fisher, but here | am.

A lot of water has gone down the river since those early days.
think the point of fishing is
now as | was when | started out. | like everything about fly fiSHimgiR « kg
water, the places | go to catch fish, the casts, flies, boats and the 17 &
|l 6ve made. And more than anyt b s
fish themselves for me . Whet h : X
permit or bluegild | just like looking at them, watching them swi
seeing what they do and how they act. And | like sharing all of this
others through my books, magazine stories, slide presentations, f
fishing trips and classes.

When: Saturday February 6, 2010
Place: Great Plains Nature Center

For more details visit our website: http://WWW. ﬂatlandflyfishers.org/
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e Nobody Left Gary Tatro

ANobody | eft t 6nobodyreftioidd the crazy things weeuseq |
do beforeir nobody | eft to run with any
from the AlIl man Brotherso song; p €
one of many songs on an MP3 player that | listen to while doing yard work
time | hear this song one of the thoughts crossing my mind (along with th
the AlIl man Brothers are a kickinoj
fisherman. v
Fly Fishing is considered a pastoral, thoughtful pursuit; not at all S
your face, crazy, radical or extreme sport. This perception is very aceufratiiss

ter of perspective) things can get interesting, craay just plain dumb. Wild 0:';,. =7
mild, days we spend fishing, especially on trips far from home, are always r— S
rable. S
Some time ago, a friend and | went to the Frying Pan River in Colf Sz
for a week of fishing. The Pan is one of my favorite rivers; it is a tailwater fl‘,‘” '
below Reudi Reservoir, well known as a wecldss fishery. Above Reudi, tE
Frying Pan is a small freestone with small to average size trout that does : =
ceive a lot of pressure. The tailwater section of the river is known for its jumbo S|zed trout and it receives a |
fishing pressure; but if you can avoid or tolerate the crowds it does not disappoint.

We stayed in Basalt, in a room that overlooked a hot tub; the hot tub, in turn, overlooked the River. The
tub was the perfect place to soak out the aches accumulated over a day of fishing hard. The hot, bubbling wat
therapeutic, and many cold beers were consumed while lounging in the hot tub for the sake of a little therapy as

The hot tub was great, but it certainly was not the highlight of this trip. The Woody Creek Bar, and its
standing Mexican menu, ice cold cervezas and party atmosphere set the stage for a chance meeting with som
young | adies from the professional womenos tenni ¢
were the theatrics that took place as the resident mice scurried back and forth across the worn wooden floor
Woody Creek, producing waves of screams from the tennis players; inducing several to seek refuge standin
their chairs.

The rufous canyon of the Frying Pan was awash with color, the valley resplendent in its fall pelage.
weather was perfeét chilly and overcast, but not blustery, afternoon snow flurries without a significant amount
accumulation; conditions that are often precursors to great fishing. The low cloud ceiling capping the canyor
chill, the deep quiet, even the smells, culminated in a reverent calm, giving the feeling of being in a magnificer
thedral; the water, the alter at which we placed our offerings. At the same time, the urgency of the season co
felt; the inescapable feeling that winter was hard on the heels of a fall soon to end. The trout could feel it toc
were uncharacteristic in their enthusiasm to take a fly. All were threads of the tapestry that became the backd
the experience, but not the defining moments of the trip.

Being the only two Kansas boys in a bar full of Broncos fans during a KC/Denver game was another inte
i ng aside to this trip. It was a game in which tF
tested, a game that came down to the final series of downs, played out on the big screen with a lot of emotion
by alcohol. It probably would have been wise and prudent to have kept a lower profile; not that | was conce

about any actwual violence, but some people get pr
portanti like fly fishing or something.
The bar in which we watched the game was al so

some local renown, and after a few rounds, Ted was kind enough to draw up a map on a bar napkin (the best
map) of where we could access the Roaring Fork River to fish. The Roaring Fork, like many Colorado Rivers, ¢
a bit of a nightmare to figure out what are public waters you can fish and the not always obvious private wate
should avoid. We had a fun evening trading storie
memory, but not THE moment of the trip.
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Nobody Left

I dond6ét want to give the iIimpression that the o
during this week was the inside of the local watering holes; or that we
were sightseers, taking in the fall colors. Trout were the main event,
and trout provided the memories that are indelibly etched into my grey
matter. Not surprisingly for most of us the tug is the drug.

We drove slowly up the canyon, the road following the Pan
upstream; a light snowfall slowly filtering down from dark skies. The
river was deserted, not another fisherman was to be seen. On such a
famous stretch of water, the lack of people can be unnerving; you start
to wonder if you missed the AClIl osedo sign somewhe
stopped at the uppermost portion of the Frying Pan just below Reudi
Reservoir Dam. The hole we were going to fish is rather unceremoni-
ously named AThe Toilet Bowl 0.

The Toilet Bowl is a deep run formed by the churning waters that are released from the bottom draw
Mysis shrimp are sucked out of reservoir, through the spillway and into the waiting mouths of the football sh:
trout of the Frying Pan. The current in this run is heavy and it takes a daisy chain of split shot to get your fly, ir
case a size 18 Mysis, down to the waiting fish. | stepped up to the run and startstickigly this ungainly rig
through one of the current seams.

Gifford Maythem and his girlfriend were coming up the Pan, enjoying the scenery and relaxing on a rare
off for this popular fishing guide. They saw the only two fishermen on the river and stopped to see how we wer
ing. On about my % or 5" drift through the run, the electric jolt of a solid take was telegraphed up my rod. It fe
like a very nice fish and suddenly | had a support group, offering advice on how to play a heavy fish in subst:
current. After a nice fight with a fish that took me into the backing more than once, the rainbow was netted, pl
graphed and released and | needed a moment to catch my breath and revel in the moment.

Both Gifford and his girlfriend were genuinely nice and generous peopl
and it seemed only natural to hand my rod to Gifford so he could have
shot at the run. After one dri ft
l i ke to say it was a twin to the
was bigger. After skillfully subduing the fish, Gifford maneuvered it in
close to the bank to be netted. The current was heavy and deep and |
played my fish too long for this very reason; each time it was close to tf
net the rainbow would kick out into the main current, using the weight o
the current to put some distance between us. | had the net, Gifford w
upstream and above me; the fish was parallel to me but a couple of fe
below me on the steep bank. | did what, at the time, seemed to be the
course of action.

| jumped.

| jumped the couple feet down onto a rock that was hard against the bank, just under the water. A rock
ered with green, greasy, slick as ice algae. Somehow, | stuck the landing; had | not, most assuredly | woulc
taken a pretty bad dunking and been swept downstr
ended up in the net.

| took a pretty good scolding from everyone on hand; apparently no one was too keen on the thought of
ing my big, dumb, wet ass out of the river. With the drama out of the way we admired the fish, talked about
fish and basked in the glow of the experienced sh
tograph of a rainbow she had caught near this same spot the week previous. It was easily twice as big as eithe
fish we had just caught. Not onl y wa-lke ego deftatsng siilis.r | f



