


You won't see another soul on this remote tidal inlet, but
the ‘crowds’ are here —unending skeins of bright salmon
and char surging up through crystalline streams, all
patrolled by foraging bears, eagles and otters.
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fter two hours of hiking through alternating
spells of rain and wind, guide Collins lich
tlmppl_-'d his |Jm:lxp.'ﬂ:k onto the gravel bar and
studdied a :]er_-'p l'uﬂ where two stream channels had merged
and carved out a distinet overhang on the opposite bank. At
the head of the pﬂ(ﬂ wis a scatter |1]gntjlm:=n||e Aretic char
lolding in the current, all juking for position in the butfet
line. The fish :lppf_-'.u't':] as ep]wmﬂ'.ll smears of tan, chrome
and o ange Hmlt-mh:'ql over the mottled streambed. Closer
too the: tail-out. Collins i]i'lllltt‘!l out two noticeably Lil“&'l
specinmens in Mlt'r.-*[} e:]tl\ and then he tumed and nodded
upriver toward a rock outcropping [}rnﬁ]ed in the distance.
“See that proint of rock that looks like a lion's head about a

halt-mile up from here.”

The crest of the ditfwas obsonred by rain, for and hanging

eloncds, bt the Bon's silhonette was discemible. Michael
Siegmian. origimally from Melboume.
Aunstralia, :m{l {||||h-' ]quhh the maost
stokeed- 1] :Ill;_’:'.t—"l I've ever met, iimed
ame] stucied the view IIHTFI'I;_"‘IZL a blurof
condensation on his :_-ju.kws.

“There's gooxd fishing up past the lon's
head.” Collins said. “We conld et a hetter
view of it if we L:—-:-']I h1L1||r=' — orwe conlkd
start here and fish o way back hu.un]}

Michael “LIJ](‘H:I h‘uL at Collins and
then he turmed and ;_l;:m—*d at the: p:x:l
full oo el at onr feet,

“MNo offense,
mete,” Michael
;_{rimu-'ql while
twisting the flv from
the cork on his rod
arip,” but I can see
that lion just fine
from here,”

For the nesxt six
howirs, in the absolate
crappiest of weather,
the three of us

v o -I-.-.-

M{r-—-':- % el

leaptrogged downriver through mobs of char that acted as the clonds had lifted a

it their next feeding opportumity might be their last. For big bit and the downpours

numbers and lots of action, a drifting ege-Hy would draw an had slowed to a cold

immedliate strike from the sprv twebve- to sisteen-inchers that and persistent drizzle.

crowded the head of each riffle. If yvou wanted to pre-quality Inside the main tent we

the experience. a persistently placed streamer would disperse fonnd the rest of our

the smaller fish and entice the hook-jawed bucks with the aroup lounging around the wood stove with dry clothing,

distended bellies that required both hands to land and release. hors d'oenvres, fly-fishing magazines, playing cards and
O this day; the third of our weeldong trip, we fished ourway paperbacks. Since most of them had stayed close to

past hald eagles perched on rocky crags, a sow grizzly and three camp and fished only between squalls, it was suggested

cuibs that offered us plenty of room for safe manenvering, and by Michael's fellow countryman, Nigel Nattrass. that we

alome ved fox that regarded us as nothing more than a trio of three sodden sports might be lacking in our ability to

two-legeed curiosities, What we did not see, on one of the finest discern good weather from bad.

fishing days of oy life, was another angler — or any evidence that Never one to pass up an opportunity for a counter-jab,

anvone had fished here before us. Michael shook the water off his jacket and proudly u:'phr_-'t]
By the time we returmed to camp later that afternoon, “This is Alasker. bro. I can play cahds back at home.”
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