


aving grown up a dairy farm boy in a

Connecticut town sandwiched right

in between two gun manufacturers,

\Tinchester and Colt, I learned early on

that I'd rather be ropin 
'em instead of milkin 

'em. But

the closest I got to my cowboy fantasy was watching

John \fayne westerns and staging a few gun-slinging

shoot-outs with my pals. tW.hile I eventually found a

new passion I could really rope, fishing; I never lost

the urge to live out my cowboy dream. Guilry as

charged, I am a cowboy at heart.

After 35 years of Eastern trout fishing, I decided

it was time to relive the past, this time, to fish in the

land settled by the Conestoga wagon, gold nuggets,

the'sTinchester 94 andthe Colt Peacemaker. \Tanting

a similar view of the world as \Vyatt Earp, it made

sense to pick up where Doc Holiday left off, namely,

the ring around Glenwood Springs, Colorado.
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I planned my tr ip based on the simple adage: 
"any-

thing done in moderation shows a lack of interest." I  had

waited a Iong time to travel out \7est, and I wanted a

broad enough sampling to satisS/ my hunger until my

next Clint Eastwood adventure. \fith one week to hit

streams, ponds, spring creeks and a float trip, this was no

doubt a Go-Hard or Go-Home tr ip.

High Lonesome Ranch - De Beque

I decided to set up a base camp in early July at the High

Lonesome Ranch in De Beque. The 50,000-acre ranch is

situated on the'Western Slope of the Colorado Rockies and is

bordered by the Book CliffMountain range . A couple of con-

necting flights would get me from Boston to GrandJunction.

I d be able to acclimate to the elevation and time chanses

while fishing over 80 ponds on the

properry none of which would be

more than a 30-minute drive from

my front door. From High Lone

some, I could get on several differ-

ent streams, rivers and spring creela

in about an hour. tWhen youre tight

on time it helps that speed limits are

more liberal out west.

My trip began with Buzz Cox, the camp manager at

High Lonesome, picking my wife Angeia and I up at the

airport. The high temperature made us skeptical, but i'll

tell you this: the Massachusetts humid 80 degrees feels

far hotter than Colorado's dry 105. The drive past the

mountain ranges and mesas reminded me of every cowboy

movie I had ever watched. In the middle of nowhere we

took an abrupt left turn on to a long, dirt road that lead

to the ranch. Grazing in between the sagebrush and cot-

tonwoods were elk and trophy mule deer. Pheasants and

Spruce grouse gritted leisurely, hawks rode the air stream

high above, all near a corral of painted horses. My cowboy

fantasy suddenly became reality.

The main lodge was an authentic log ranch, recently

renovated, with a long porch, a hitching post, and a tin
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l\4ountainous backdrops and raging rivers set the stage for extraordinary trout fishing.

roof. Aunt Linda, the camp cook, performed

magic by turning 3-squares a day into a little

slice of Heaven. Breakfasts might be pancakes,

French toast, or eggs and grits. Lunches were

soup and deluxe sandwiches, and after fishing

all day, the open bar for cocktail hour was

followed by Pheasant quesadillas or prime rib

for dinner. I left room for dessert, but wished

I had starved myself for a few weeks before

leaving the East Coast.

Angela and I wandered into the Pro Shop

to get licenses, and it was chock-a-block with

enough hard-and soft goods to suit any want,

desire or true need. A regional fly assortment

completed the picture.

As we walked out to catch a ride to our first

fishin' hole, we heard a bunch of commotion

behind the pioneer cabin, with lots of yelling

and a tremendous amount of dust in the air.

A cattle drive! Some cowboys and cowgirls

were moving a herd from the higher Spring

elevations down to their Summer pastures.

I watched in awe for about a half hour untii

Angela reminded me it was time to fish.



COLORADO
COWBOYS

We piled into one of the trucks, and drove past

the split rail fences to some of the ponds. My

first reaction to still-water fishing is a yawn, but

these ponds were addictive. They're spring fed,

about 15 feet in depth, and natural.  There was

plenty of blow down, rveedbeds and channels to

give even the most experienced angler a run fot

his money. Some of the larger ponds were better

accessed by boat, and High Lonesome spared no

detai ls. Strategical ly posit ioned on the banks were

individual pontoon boats, oars, anchors, and l i fe

preservers. Vith such clear, bright skies we sight'

fished for brookies, browns, rainbows and cutts.

Hatches came off regularly and for the most part,

we matched the hatch. Other times we tied on

attractors and hoppe r-droppel combinations,

which worked like a charm.

High Lonesome has some of the biggest brown

and rainbow trout I've ever seen in my life. \X/hile

we were rigging up, Angela spotted a big rainbow.



Floating down-river or standing alongside it today,

visitors catch and release huge trout in the same

waters Doc Holiday once enjoyed.

"I think thatt a two-footer," she said.
"Thatt a nice fish," I responded.
"I'm 

going to take him," she winked.

She worked out about 2\-feet of l ine

and dropped a #18 Elk \X/ing Caddis next

to some brush. The big rainbow turned

but didn't  get there fast enough; a hungrier

eighteen incher beat it to the fly. No matter,

Angelas second trout was 22 inches and her

third fish was that two-footer.

Author John Gierach was f ishing on the

other side of the ranch, and on one day he

ianded a27-inch iainbow. We talked about

i t  over dinner. 
"That 's 

a nice trout for a

Trout Bum," I  said. 
"I 've 

heard that before,"

he said smil ing. 
"I  

saw a few others in that

same range and I 'm going back for them

first thing tomorrow morning."

At lunch the next day we saw photos of

Gierach's 26-Vz inch rainbow, a veritable

twin of his first fish. That fish was taken

while the day was st i l l  young.

The next morning came early as we were

up before the sun to rendezvous with a long-

time friend, John Bleh. 
'We 

headed down

the mountain and caught a pink and white

sunrise wrapped in a blue backdrop. Some

of the mountaintops were still capped with

snow. A slow, steady run-off left perfect fishing

conditions in the valley.

\7e headed through Glenwood Springs, the

final resting place of Doc Holiday, towards

Redstone's Crystal fuver. 
'We 

found many

deep pools interspersed with runs and riffles

in this freestone river. Tasry looking bends

pockmarked small, mid-stream islands. Odd,

but there were lots of large, white rocks

scattered along the riverbed.
"-ffhatt 

the white rock?" I asked.
"Marble," 

John muttered.
"Marble, just lying around the river? Is that

from runoffwashing away the streambed?"
"The 

town of Marble is nearby and was

famous For i ts mining operations. A runaway

train wrecked in the late 1800s and scattered

it along for nearly a mile stretch. Look down

there; see that steam coming from that pond

next to the river? That's a hot spring."

\7e ear-marked that spot for a post-fish

dip. Nothing beats a natural hot tub afrcr a

long day of fishing.

Downstream from the Redstone Coke

Ovens, a series of outdoor beehive furnaces

that carbonized mined coal, were browns and

rainbows that held close to the sagebrushJined

banks. I blew out a few fish when I stepped

into the river. John stayed on the bank and

pick-pocketed several quick ones, a mix of

browns and rainbows, in the 12-15 inch range.

A hopper-dropper combo with a #8 Dave's

Hopper and a #18 Copper John trailer were

the ticket. After a sandwich, we headed to the

Redstone Inn to access the upstream water.

The historic Redstone Inn overlooks the

river. For $80.00 a day per rod, we fished their

private 1.5 mile stretch. \7e walked along a dirt

road that was 15 feet above the river and hid in

the evergreens and Aspens to spot fish for each

othe! New Zealand sryle. That approach worked

wonders, particularly when John put a 19-inch

brown on the bank. A-fter a while we split up,

with John opting for a long, sweeping riffie, and

Angela and I picking a run that dumped into a

corner pool for some high-stick nymphing.

A trip to Colorado would not be complete

without a drift boat, so the following day we

booked a rlvo-boat drift with Bruce Stolbach,

owner of Roaring Fork Anglers in Glenwood

Springs. The shop guides use a combination of

drift boats and self-bailers. There is more toom

in the drifl boats and with the exception of a few

fast moving rapids, we stood for most of the day.
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Sandhill cranes grace the air

with their clumsy flights.

The rubber rafts bounce offthe rocks, and were

perfect for casting while sitting. Sf'e then hit the

Carbondale to Glenwood Springs stretch.
'We 

timed our trip to hit the Green drakes,

PMDI, and a mix of caddis, but we were off.

The river level was perfect, the water was clear,

but the bugs just werent coming off like an-

ticipated. No matter, with about 5,000 fish per

mile there were plenty of hungry trout that hit

attractors. Ve rigged up a few different rods,

all with combinations of tandem fies. One was

rigged with a drylnymph combo, another had

two dries, and a third two nymphs. It came as

no surprise that this close to the 4th ofJuly, the

trout preferred a Patriot fly.

Most of the fish were in the mid-teens,

and we had a few corkers over 20 inches.

They were spread out along the irregular

banks and wherever there was

a recess, there was a fish.
The beauty of any kind of

drift boat is that the oarsman
can usually hold it in positron

long enough to make a cast.

Our guide, Chandler Roth,

kept us where we needed to

be. Most of the time we'd

throw reach casts, but to get

a long, progressive drift, wed

sometimes work a series of

downstream mends. My ten-

dency was to want to pick up

and cast to all ofthe beautiful

pockets, but I quickly learned

that keeping my fly in the wa-

ter put more fish in the net.

Guides constantly say 
"if 

itt foam,

it's the zone." Anytime we saw foam,

we'd cast into it and around it, and a

trout ate. There was lots of foam on

the Fork, and Angelat first fish was

a foot-and-a-half brown that came

from the edge ofa foam line.
tVe pulled over for lunch in a cot-

tonwood grove, with bald eagles fly-

ing overhead. \X/hile we ate, John
proved that you dont need to float to

catch fish, and tagged a I 6-incher just

below our pullout. Still, we couldnt

wait to get back into the boats to try.

Day four had us in Meeker on the
'X/hite River. Starting at the Flat Top \Tilderness

in the \fhite fuver National Forest, the \7hite

fuver cuts through canyons and cattle ranches

on its way to the Green River in Utah. The

river needs no introduction to fishheads; simply

put, itt loaded with browns and rainbows. In

sharp contrast to the arid land, the area around

Meeker is an oasis. \7e passed lush, green hay

fields, herds of BlackAngus and mule deet and

focks of Sandhill cranes.

There were two stretches to fish.

The Rocky Mountain Angler's Club

has three beats which total about 1.5

miles of r iver. High Lonesome is a

member of the RMAC and we could

fish that stretch, but instead, we opted

for the K Bar T's stretch because that

ranch contained rwo spring creeks.

\7ell-known guide Ted 
"Mustang"

Relihan set up a guide network called

the Smoking River Guide Service that

the V/hite fuver and the K Bar T Ranch.
Lots of seeps in the fields makes for pe

haying and grazing, but it was too wet to get

truck through. Instead we used mules -

- to itp through the slop to get to the ri

It would have been enough to start fishing

\fhite, being there were rising trout in

every feeding seam we saw. Instead, we vi

the "never leave fish to find fish' rule
waded past them, hiked through a cotton
grove for about 20-minutes, and arrived at

medium-sized creek, chock-a-block with

cress and feeding lanes with big browns

rainbows drifting in and out.

Mustang prefers a family fishing a
where one angler casts and the rest
You can rotate afier a set number of

fish or use a time limit, whichever you

Presentations were more intricate due to

high sagebrush that threatened every

but when the fly hit the water, the rr,vo-foot

trour were receptive. John and I took turns

some browns until we got the call from
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"There 
are a bunch of big rainbows up here," she said.

I 
"How many is a bunch?"

I 
"nigh,." 

There are some things you don't need to say twice.

f Lunch came too early that day, and I could have spent a month

lnrhi"g the K-T from dawn-to-dusk and st i l l  wouldn't  have said

lUncle. Ve spent the afternoon on the main stem of the \fhite.

lThere were wonderful r i f f les that dropped into pools and pockets

lwith a mixture of trout. As we walked along the bank we'd se e some

ll ig nrh sipping emergers in the f i lm and pause to cast to 
'em, 

and

lother t imes we'd see smaller f ish f lashing a foot or so under the

f rurfa.. .  \7e hit  about a dozen stretches of the \White, sharing the

l r i ver  on ly  w i rh  a  beaver  and a  few ante lope.

t On our last night at High Lonesome, I  thought about our tr ip.

lMy o"ly complaint was that I did not get to see a Saguaro cactus.

lAlas. they grow further to the south. \7e all stayed up way too late

f that night listening to live bluegrass music around the campfire, but

fst i l l  managed to get up and f ish with Btzz' l ,5-year old grandson,

lJonathon, at sunrise. Jonathon's f irst trout of the morning was an

I tS-lnch brown. Sleep? Not this cowboy. After all, anything done in

f  

moderar ion  shows a  lack  oF in te resr .

lfo* fru is afull-timefreelance wrirer who /iues on Cape Cod, Mas'

lsachuserrs. He is ar work on his first booh, a collection of fly-f.shing

lessal,s, 
to be published by Barclay Creek Press. m
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Tfrr s*n{frurst
h o i e l s u i t e s

Located on South Hutchinson lsland directly on
the Atlantic Ocean lnlet in Fort Pierce Florida.

Featuring: Waterfront Suites . Onsite Fishing Pier . Boat Dockage
Watersport Rentals . Seasonal heated pool & hot tub . BBQ Grill

Free Wi-Fi . Free deluxe cont. breakfast w/ hot items
Guest Laundry . Business Center .  And much, much morel l

1230 Seaway Dr. Fort Pierce, FL 34949 -_-
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