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January Presentation 
by Carl Johnson 

 

January brings us a very interesting Power Point presentation from Susan 
Horton, Island County’s Noxious Weed Program Coordinator.  She will be 
informing us on how they have been tackling the aquatic weed problem at Lone 
Lake on South Whidbey Island.  This lake has had a big weed infestation around 
the shorelines that has been choking out the shoreline areas and depleting the 
oxygen levels for fish.  Our club has been working with Island County and the 
Whidbey Island Fly Fishers to help try to correct this problem.  Susan will teach 
us about the history of the lake and the weed growth, along with the corrective 
measures they’ve implemented so far.  It will definitely be an interesting 
presentation about some problems very close to home. 

  
 

Fly Tying Contest 
by Rob Gamage 

 

Jesse Scott was the winner of November’s fly tying contest, nice fly Jesse! 
 
Your favorite Winter Steelhead fly will be judged against everyone else’s 

favorite, for January’s Fly Tying Contest. No fixed pattern here, just bring the 
one you are the most proud of. Good Luck! 

 

             
 
Recipe: Whatever you have!
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President’s Message 
by Sandy Atkinson 

 

The Oldtimers’ night in November was the best 
that I can remember since I have been a member. 
Carl Johnson did an outstanding job tying it into our 
50th Anniversary year. It was remarkable to bring 
together so many past Presidents at one time so that 
we could recognize their service to the club. We 
will cherish those pictures for years to come. In ad-
dition, it was an honor for me to accept the Found-
ing Club Certificate from the FFF, on behalf of the 
club. 

 
We finished out the year with a great Christmas 

Party at the Hawthorn Inn at Smokey Point, with 
over 100 folks in attendance.  Mark Edson and crew 
did an outstanding job pulling off a fun event for all. 
Mark and his team responded to feedback from last 
year and had a bounty of high quality ladies’ gifts 
for the raffle. Adding a touch of humor, George 
Henry demonstrated his “inner comedian” as he 
MC’ed the raffle.   

 
At the party, we elected officers for next year 

and I am extremely pleased with the entire slate. 
Carl Johnson is stepping up to President and I know 
he will do an outstanding job for our club. We all 
need to throw our collective support behind Carl. 
Many of next year’s officers are repeats who want 
to serve the club for another year.  In particular, Don 
Mathiesen has volunteered for a 4th year as Treas-
urer. We all appreciate Don’s dedicated work for 
our club. Also, we have some new faces for next 
year and we welcome them on the board. 

 

 
 
Upon reflection, I feel the club had a rewarding 

50th Anniversary year. Early on, we approved a 4-
part proposal to recognize our 50th Anniversary: a 
personalized flybox for each member, new anniver-
sary fly patch, Christmas dinner subsidy, and two 
$2,000 scholarships for UW Fishery Science stu-
dents. I’m happy to say that we delivered 100% of 
this plan. I’m especially proud of the UW scholar-
ships for two very deserving students. Finally, I 
would like to again thank this year’s officers and 
committee chairman, who supported me in our goal 
to lead the club through a successful and notable 
50th year.   

 
 
 

2006 Budget Meeting 
by Don Mathiesen 

 

 The 2006 budget meeting will be held Thursday 
Jan 12, 7pm at Petosa's on Broadway, 3121 Broad-
way, Everett.  Dinner is available before the meet-
ing, from 6-7pm.  This is a week after the January 
board meeting at the same location.  I will distribute 
a proposed budget based upon past years at the 
January board meeting. 
 
 Committee chairmen should plan to attend the 
budget meeting or otherwise get you inputs to me.  
All interested members are welcome as well. 
 
 
 

EEFFFFCC  2006 Schedule of Activities 
 
 

DATE         EVENT                   LOCATION 
Jan 4 – Mar 22 Wed  Fly Tying Classes              Stillaguamish Senior Center 
Feb 10-12th  Fri-Sun  Fly Fishing Show              Meydenbauer Center, Bellevue 
February 25th Sat   Winter Fishout               Village Restaurant 
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Year 2006 Membership Dues  
by Mark Simpson 

 
Hey fellow anglers – pay your dues this month and 
win big!!  Send them in today for your chance to 
win the drawing for a new 8-9 wt large arbor Bauer 
reel valued at $345. Our 2006 dues remain at $30 
for members or $25 for associate members.  Our 
annual “dues incentive” raffle will be held for 
members that pay (postmarked) by December 31st. 
   
Please do not send your dues to the club’s post of-
fice box or to other club officers.  The membership 
chairman needs to receive your dues directly, pref-
erably by check in the mail. 
 

The membership committee also keeps the master 
club roster up to date including your address, phone, 
e-mail, etc.  Please complete and send the attached 
renewal form with your dues so we can verify the 
current record of your information before the next 
calendar/roster goes to print. 
   
Your dues are important to the operating budget of 
our club so please pay them on time, preferably by 
Decem-ber 31, but no later than the January regular 
meeting.   
 

 
 
_____________________ff ii ll ll   iinn  aanndd  ddeettaacchh  ffoorr mm  bbeellooww  aanndd  sseenndd  wwii tthh  cchheecckk______________________ 

 
 

EEFFFFCC  Member Renewal Form 
 
 
 
Name:__________________________________________________________ 

Spouse:_________________________________________________________ 

Address:________________________________________________________ 

Mailing address (if different):________________________________________ 

Telephone including area code:________________________________________ 

E-mail address:___________________________________________________ 

Committee Interests:______________________________________________ 

Amount Enclosed:_________________________________________________ 
 
Please make check payable to EFFC, fill in the Renewal Form, and mail both to the following address: 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Mark Simpson 
2505- 5th St 
Everett, WA 98201 
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Librarian’s Corner 
by Jim Pankiewicz 

 

In a continuing effort to help you all catch more 
fish, derive more satisfaction from each trip, im-
prove your fly tying, and become just plain better 
looking, I’ve made several additions to our club’s 
library collection.  My purchases are largely in re-
sponse to your written and verbal requests.  I have 
moved to a strong emphasis on purchasing videos 
and DVD’s.   

 
This summer we added the two video set, “The 

Compleat Clouser Minnow” by world renowned tier 
and angler Bob Clouser.  I’ve watched both videos 
twice and thoroughly enjoyed them.  If you are new 
to tying Clouser Minnows, Volume I is a great 
primer.  You get some history of the pattern along 
with step by step instructions on tying the basic 
Clouser.  Bob covers materials, tools, and tech-
niques.  The video has a good deal of close up foot-
age of Bob performing each step in tying 
the Clouser.  If you’re someone who is 
new to fly tying altogether and you’re 
concerned that you just can’t learn to tie, 
notice the size of Bob’s fingers and hands; 
he is not a small man.  Even with those 
big sausage size fingers he shows the 
viewer that anyone can learn to tie.  In the 
second video there are several variations 
which can be used in both fresh and 
saltwater situations.  Bob very clearly 
explains and shows how to tie all of the 
patterns.    

 
If you have any inkling of becoming a local 

saltwater angler, Volume I is for you.  If you are an 
experienced Clouser tier, you could easily still enjoy 
Volume II.  Volume II features the "Darter" fly, 
which Bob feels is his best pattern yet. The two vol-
ume series is informative, easy to understand, and 
moves at a comfortable pace.  Dang, I think you’re 
gonna like these videos.   

 
Remember, reading makes you beautiful.  So 

does watching fishing videos.  Returning things will 
make you drop dead gorgeous. 

Calendar & Publications  
by Eric Nordstrom 

 

I would still like to get a few more pictures for 
the 2006-2007 calendar.  Please submit them to me 
before the January meeting if possible at 
enorthstream@aol.com or give me a call at (425) 
304-0825.  It’s always better to have too many pic-
tures than too few! 

 
Also, I’m still looking for someone to take over 

the Publications Chairman position since I have 
taken on the Vice President position for this next 
year.  This is a very fun position that is a great re-
lease for your creative side.  I would even be willing 
to stay on as a Publications Committee member to 
help out; remember this doesn’t have to be just a 
one person thing. 

 

Fish & Kids 
by Jesse Scott 

 
For the past several 

years some of  our 
members have been 
involved in a Salmon 
carcass distribution 
program. The activity is 

sponsored by the 
Stilly-Snohomish 
Fisheries 
Enhancement Task 
Force and the 
Stillaguamish Tribal hatchery. This is a late No-
vember event and coincides with the Chum run into 
Harvey Creek. The carcasses are distributed along 
tributaries of the North Fork. The results are a nutri-
ent rich rearing habitat for juvenile salmon. An 
equally important activity associated with this pro-
gram involves another group of juveniles. 
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The hatchery staff conducts a Salmon education 

program for local area school children using the 
hatchery chum run as a living class room. This is a 
hands on program and covers habitat, genetics, spe-
cies, and conservation.  Typically, the students 
range from 4th-6th grades at Arlington and Stanwood 
schools. After the fish are spawned and the children 
are finished we then get the carcasses. The follow-
ing photographs were taken at a recent class. 

 

The activity has ended for this year, but you are 
more than welcome to join us next year. One of our 
members, Don Bayes, has been involved in this type 
of children's programs for over 20 years. If you have 
any interest or time just ask Don for the details. See 
you next year. 

 

BCFFF Newsletter 
by Eric Nordstrom 

 
If you haven’t seen the British Columbia Fed-

eration of Fly Fisher’s newsletter, “Fly Lines”, you 
need to get on the internet and check it out.  This 
quarterly publication is more like a professional 
magazine than a newsletter and has some of the best 
articles I’ve seen by BC fly fishing experts.  They 
have all of their past issues accessible for lots of 
interesting reading.  Their website is located at 
www.bcfff.bc.ca and then all you need to do is point 
to the newsletter link at the left.  Their current fall 
issue starts a fabulous three-part series on the his-
tory of spey casting. 

 

What’s Wrong With Mr.P ? 
by Jim Pankiewicz 

 
I took this trip in August so I guess you should 

ask me, “What took so long; what’s wrong with you 
Mr. P.?” 

I live in Western Washington.  Some might say 
its God’s corner of the earth, and yes, others would 
say it’s just the armpit of the country.  Those people 
probably live in the belly button or the rear end or 
something so what the heck, who cares what they 
say.  Either way, there are darn few Carp on my side 
of the Cascade Mountains.  I have to travel over a 
pass to get to the eastern part of the state to find any 
serious populations of Carp.  Okay, there are a few 
on my side, but I fly fish so I need shallow water 
with tailing fish.  That means I drive.   

 

My alarm was set for 4:50 AM; I was up at 5:00.  
I loaded up my truck (aka Max the Carpwagon) and 
was out the door at 5:32.  There was an accident on 
the pass, but the traffic kept moving.  I stopped for a 
quick Mickey D’s breakfast and for gas.  I didn’t get 
to the Columbia River until 9:15.  The Columbia is 
a massive river; its 1,200 miles long.  When I cross 
the Columbia at the small city of Vantage, the river 
is one mile wide.  It is the most hydroelectrically 
developed river in the world.  It has over 400 dams 
on the main stem and its tributaries.  Water is 
backed up behind the damn then millions of gallons 
are released through massive turbines to generate 
electricity.  Here’s a URL explaining some of the 
background.  http://www.ccrh.org/river/history.htm 

 

After crossing the river I headed south to try 
fishing some new sections.  On Tuesday, I spent 
some time fishing right below the first dam I came 
to.  The rocks were softball to basketball size so the 
wading was difficult.  I only saw a few tailing fish.  
Casting was also challenging because of the current 
and because of the fly snagging between the rocks.   

 

I drove farther down the river to an area with 
smaller rocks and more manageable flats.  I came to 
a beautiful shaded spot that was beckoning me and 
Max to stop.  We did.  I walked downriver and was 
able to find some tailing fish.  A few of them were 
kind enough to take.  They were good strong fish; 
when they got into the current it was a battle to be 
sure.  I fish an eight weight here.  Anything less 
than a seven weight and you’re spooled or you’ll be 
returning the rod to the manufacturer for a replace-
ment.  I finished the afternoon satisfied with the fish 
I had caught but was hoping to fish some easier flats 
the next day.  Oh, and there was this island in the 
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middle of the river.  It was rocks and river willow.  
The willows were 8-10 feet high growing on top of 
rocks that were out of the water about 6 feet.  I took 
a picture of it because I like how it looked.   

 

I try to eat healthy, I really do, but sometimes, 
well hell, I don’t know, sometimes I’m fishing, so I 
eat what ever the heck I feel like.  For dinner I had a 
box of crackers, 6 cheese sticks, and oh yes, let’s 
not forget the two beers.  Go ahead; say it, “What’s 
wrong with you Mr. P.?”  I don’t know what’ wrong 
with me.  With a stomach full of nutritional grub, I 
hit the sack early.   

 

I dilly dallied on Wednesday morning.  Carp 
don’t care what time I get there, anyway I can’t see 
the darn things when it’s dark out so I decided to go 
out to breakfast and take my sweet time about it.  I 
had pancakes only, no artery clogging bacon or sau-
sage for me—so I made at least one good decision 
this trip.   

 

After breakfast I headed down the river quite a 
ways below a different dam.  I turned off the high-
way and headed in towards the river.  I was high up.  
From Max I started to see fish rolling.  I went past a 
small, dilapidated, gray trailer with a board on one 
of the windows.  There was a POS truck there near 
the trailer; at first I couldn’t tell for sure if the truck 
even had a windshield.  It didn’t.  I don’t think it 
had run in years.  It looked like someone might ac-
tually be living in the trailer though. I didn’t hear 
any banjo music but that’s probably because they 
were all still sleeping.  The river looked very invit-
ing with some nice Carp flats.  However there was a 
warning sign that said, “Upstream power plant op-
erations may cause sudden and rapid change in wa-
ter level.”  Water level, yeah, yeah, yeah, whatever.   

 

I drove farther down the river on what barely 
appeared to be a road.  It had been driven on but not 
for some time because the weeds were coming up; 
they were scraping Max.  It made a very cool pic-
ture.  I decided to call this place Birdland Flats be-
cause there was a tree line between the highway and 
the river bank.  The trees were full of singing birds, 
jillions and jillions of them.  I have a cat at home 
and over the years I have become pretty fluent at 
speaking cat.  I know when he wants me to scratch 

him, feed him, or let him out.  I don’t speak a word 
of bird however.  They were so many birds and they 
were so loud I would almost say they were scream-
ing.  It was amazing actually.  In fact I think they 
may have been reading the flood warning sign to me 
but since I don’t speak a darn word of bird I really 
didn’t understand.  This place was gorgeous.  As I 
was coming down the road I thought I saw a fish 
roll.  Then I thought that it was a rock or a log.  I 
parked Max about 150 yards from the edge of the 
river.   

 

As I was putting my boots on I watched the 
rock.  I figured it was a piece of wood that was wa-
terlogged so that’s why it sort of appeared to be 
bobbing.  I started to walk to the river and hells 
bells, the rock moved down river.  It wasn’t just one 
rock it was a whole school of them.  It was a shoal 
of Carp screwing around.  I was ruined.  Every les-
son I have learned about ignoring the “swirlers and 
twirlers” was gone.  Every lesson I have learned 
about not casting to fast moving fish particularly if 
there is a feeding one nearby, was immediately 
flushed down the toilet.  I was intoxicated with all 
the darn fish swimming around.  Never mind that I 
know better, never mind that I’ve never got a fast 
moving Carp to pick up my fly.  In fact all they do is 
move faster and scare their shoal mates.   Within 20 
minutes I was all worked up and so were the fish.  
They swam around, they jumped, they swirled; I 
swear if I didn’t know better I’d say they were 
spawning.  Maybe they were reliving the memories 
or looking forward to next year, I don’t know.  The 
more worked up I got the more ineffective my casts 
became.  In the blink of an eye I had been there over 
two hours and hadn’t had a single fish on.  Some-
thing in the deep recesses of my middle age head 
started to tell me that I probably should leave this 
shoal alone and look for just one tailing fish.  Sadly, 
I walked down the river. 

 

I walked a couple hundred yards and passed a 
small pond that was near the river but separated 
from it.  It was about 12 feet in diameter and about 
18-24 inches deep.  There was a good deal of water 
between the edge of the river and the edge of the 
pond.  I stopped to look in the pond and saw some 
minnows in there.  It was over a hundred degrees 
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out so I thought that the pond would dry up before 
rain came, swelled the river, and connected to the 
pond again.  I even said out loud, “Too bad, you 
guys ain’t gonna make it.”  As I walked away I 
heard the very faint sound of small fish laughing.   

 

Farther down the river I was able to find some 
tailing fish.  I got some to take my fly.  I hooked one 
on a small soft hackle.  It was tied on a 3761.  It was 
the lightest wire fly I had ever tried for Carp.  The 
fish peeled out some line, it got out in the current, 
and then bent the hook.  Okay, here’s where you 
gotta wonder.  The fly was useless so what did I do?  
Change to a different pattern with a heavier hook, 
oh heck no, I promptly put on another one of the 
same thing.  Within 30 minutes I had another nice 
fish on.   Big surprise, the fish got out in the current 
and bent the hook out.  You’d think I learn, and I 
do, I do, it’s just that twice wasn’t quite enough for 
me to be clear on the concept.  I had to straighten a 
third hook before I was willing to admit that the 
wire was too fine for these fish in this setting.  At 
this point I’m ticked.  I’m mad at the “swirlers and 
twirlers” because I can’t get them to take.  I’m mad 
at the fish that straightened my hook because even 
though I can get them to take, but I can’t get them 
in.  Once again, I think I heard the faint sound of 
fish laughter.  Or was that something else.  Go 
ahead say it, “What’s wrong with you Mr. P.?” 

 

I changed flies.  You’re probably thinking I only 
did that because I didn’t have anymore of the small 
ones, surely not because I had an ounce of sense.  
Well, I did have three more of the small ones but I 
finally switched to a larger fly on a heavier wire 
hook.  Over the next few hours I was able to get a 
few nice fish to hand.  They were all between 28-30 
inches.   

 

It was hot, I had waded a long way down the 
river, I was tired and sweaty.  I began walking back 
up the river.  I was wondering why the bank seemed 
narrower.  I figured it was just middle age and I’d 
forgotten what I had seen.  This is actually a com-
mon occurrence for me.  As I approached the little 
pond, or at least where I thought it was supposed to 
be, I heard that sound again, the one that I thought 
was fish laughing at me (they often do) or some-
thing like that sound.  Holey Crimeny, when I got to 

the pond the river was pouring in the pond, not 
dribbling, pouring.  I realized there was only a frac-
tion of bank left between the edge of the river and 
the trees.  I stopped to watch the edge of the river.  
It was moving faster than the tide moves but with 
no waves.  It was creepy.  This river is enormous, 
it’s wide, it’s not raining, there’s no snow melt, but 
this sucker is rising.  It’s not a tsunami by any 
stretch of the imagination, but a one mile wide river 
is visibly getting wider and that’s freaky! 

 

I got back to Max and the water was near the 
front wheels.  I took my boots off quickly, made no 
effort to disassemble my gear; I just threw it on the 
seat.  I was ready to start the truck in 120 seconds 
and in that short amount of time the water was to 
the back wheels.  One would think I’d get my sorry 
a$$ out of there but I just couldn’t resist taking a 
picture.  I don’t really think there is anything that 
wrong with me and neither does my wife, but still, 
when I recounted the trip to her she said, “What’s 
wrong with you?”  I don’t understand why she asks.  
Could it be that the tops of the trees on the islands 
were the only thing showing, the rest was all under 
water?  I don’t know.   

 

So I think of this trip as a trip of learning and 
RELEARNING some lessons.   

 
1.  DON’T cast to swirlers and twirlers; go look 

for tailing fish.   
 
2.  DON’T cast to fast cruisers; and that second 

thing again, GO LOOK FOR TAILING FISH.   
 
3.  After you straighten the hook on the same 

pattern two times, that really should be enough to 
know its time to change flies. (I’m tying that pattern 
on a 3769 since then and it’s held fish.)   

 
4.  Oh, and read signs about flooding.  If I won’t 

read the signs myself, then I should learn to speak 
bird and listen to them read it to me.   

 
5.  Fish near the truck and far away from the 

damn dam.  I hope I have learned this lesson and my 
wife doesn’t have to ask me anymore, “What’s 
wrong with you?”   



8 
� � � � � � � � � � � � � 	 � � � 
 � � 
 � � � � 
 � � �  

EEvveerr ggrr eeeenn  FFllyy  FFiisshhiinngg  CClluubb  
PO Box 221  
Everett, WA  98206 
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