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UPCOMING EVENTS
2019 Planning Meeting and Special Board Meeting.
Saturday, January 26, 2019, 9am - 3pm (lunch provided)
Mt. Shavano Manor, 525 W 16th Street, Salida (to be confirmed)

This is a great opportunity to become more involved with your chapter and help
chart our path to the future. Join the discussion about what projects and activities
we plan to participate in during 2019 and beyond. The meeting will start off with a
Special Board Meeting to vote on scholarships and GARNA Youth Education
funding for 2019. Other votes may be conducted as necessary.

The 2019 Planning Meeting will follow the Special Board meeting. Topics include
finalizing our member meeting programs, finalizing the date for our Project
Healing Waters veterans fishing event, discussions on fundraising alternatives
and how to get more chapter members engaged in our volunteer activities (hint,
hint - help us out with this one!) Other topics will be added as the date nears.

If you have any questions, contact Tom Arnot at tomthumb.co@gmail.com.

Board of Directors Meeting
Wednesday, February 13, 2019, 6:00 pm to 8:30 pm
Sangre de Cristo Electric Association meeting room (to be confirmed)
29780 N US 24, Buena Vista
All members and public welcome

All our events can be also found on our online calendar.

2019 Youth Education Programs and
Call for Volunteers
Several CPC Board members met with GARNA in December to discuss and
reaffirm our commitment to many different Youth Educations Programs for 2019.
Our Stream Explorers collaboration with GARNA for middle school students is
one of the most popular and important activities we participate in. In addition, we
work with GARNA on Salida High School Stream Ecology, Buena Vista
Conservation Camp and several fly-tying related activities.

https://www.collegiatepeakstu.org/calendar
https://vimeo.com/295835306


These programs are extremely valuable to the community and vital to making sure
the next generation carries on the conservation legacy championed by Trout
Unlimited, GARNA and other organizations. We need more members to help out
with these activities. Many only require a few hours of your time.

Please help us keep these programs well-staffed. To volunteer to help out,
contact our Youth Education Chairman, Keith Krebs at
keithkrebsarchitect@gmail.com.

WHAT IS THIS?
by Rick Helmick

This is a check I handed over to our Treasurer, recently. It's from Salida Walking
Tours, from a group of 10 of us who took his Darkside Tour, this fall. Steve, the
owner, will give back 25% of the total tour proceeds to a charity, or a non-profit of



the groups' choice.

You need 10 in your group to qualify, which we did pretty easily. I asked Tom
Arnot and Rae Pederson to join me and Patricia. We each invited several more
couples to join us for dinner and drinks at The Boathouse, and then afterwards we
met Steve Chapman, the owner, for our downtown tour. It was great fun, and really
informative. Cost is $20/pp, and he returns $5/pp back to TU. So when you have
guests and/or family in town, and are wondering what to do that isn't the same old
thing, call Steve and book a tour! And you can give a check like this to Jerry
Wright! 

Let me remind everyone that we are not having our annual Caddis Festival
Banquet this coming year. It would be great if our members could start thinking
about new ways to raise money for our organization. Be creative, let's think
"outside the box!"

So far, we have received $350 from Salida Walking Tours. This is just a start. If
we can come up with lots of new ways to raise funds, we will able to continue the
great projects we contribute to, in this special part of Colorado we all call home!

FISHING QUOTE
"The true fisherman approaches the first day of fishing with all the sense of
wonder and awe of a child approaching Christmas."
 
Robert Traver, "Trout Madness", 1960

A RANCHER, A DEEP RUN, AND A WHITE-FACED
CALF
by Jerry Wright

When I stepped outside, no wind, rare in this valley, I thought about the things I



needed to do and suddenly fishing the Arkansas rose to top of the list. I loaded
my gear, filled my thermos with hot coffee, grabbed the Christmas card I needed
to deliver and headed down the driveway.

Driving down the road, I told myself I was going to pay attention to the day and
capture every aspect. It had been a tough year. Oh, there were bright spots –
celebrating birthdays, dancing at a niece's wedding, and playing with
granddaughters. I wanted to hold onto this last fishing day of the year. I was going
to notice everything I could.

I turned at the ranch, knocked on the door, and heard a "Com' on in" from the
kitchen. "I didn't feel like gettin' up." I sat down at the kitchen table, and the simple
act of dropping off a Christmas card to a man who has seen 84 Christmases
opened an hour-long conversation about his relation to the land. The conversation
meandered from pasture grass to cattle to piñons to fishing. He talked of grazing
and mused, "Is it better to graze one burro for 365 days on the pasture or 365
burros for one day? I didn't have an answer. None was required. "I go out and I
walk in the piñons on my property," he tells me, "and the new spikes on the piñons
are growing faster than any I can remember. Those spikes were an inch-and- a-
half long. It's faster than the fish grow in the river." The old timer knows something
is changing, and he recognizes the changes because he is so attached to his
land.

I told him I had taught kids to fish with Trout Unlimited this past spring and
summer, which lead to a story. He said he had taken a group of three kids and a
wealthy man fishing on one of the high-mountain streams in the valley. "The guy
had money coming out his ears," he joked. "I told the kids, 'We'll fish the creek like
this: the one in back comes forward to fish the next hole. Then the last one
becomes the first.' The guy moved ahead, but the kids followed my instruction and
caught their limit.'" I thought to myself, that's biblical.

The conversation turned to life. "I don't want to be half way here. I want to be here,
or I don't want to be here." I guess that's everyone's wish.

He thanked me for the Christmas card and I headed down to the river. I found my
spot, one that I had fished many times, with a long deep run next to the
cottonwoods, now bare. The last time I was here, in October, caddis and blue
wing olive dry flies were the ticket. Today a shelf of ice protruded into the river.
There would be no dry flies today. I tied on a #12 stonefly nymph with a #20 zebra
midge dropper. I scooted over the ice shelf and into the river and braced myself
against the cold. I waded to the middle of the river and cast into a slow, deep run
where I knew the trout would be wintering. I reminded myself of my mission to
attend to each element of my day. Three casts and a mend, and the strike
indicator paused. What seemed like a sluggish strike transformed into swift runs
upstream and downstream.

When I brought the 15-inch brown to the net, he was still holding on to some of his
spawning colors, coral and black spots down his side, the gold of his stomach
now turned olive and his back a dark, almost black, green. I stayed in the same
spot and every fish I brought in after that exhibited those same rich colors, their
dark colors matching the deep run.

My hands were beginning to shake, my knees were stiff, and my feet were numb,
so I retreated to the shore where my thermos of hot coffee beckoned. Just sitting
on a rock, unhurried, the shadow of a hawk, call it a red-tailed or a Cooper's,
circled three times and moved on. I'm minding the day, recording each moment.
Icicles were hanging off the roots of the cottonwoods and every once in a while I



would hear the rattle as they broke off and fell to the water. Just then I saw a white
tail above the tops of the cottonwoods, a bald eagle was heading upstream to his
favorite fishing hole.

The fish pulled me back to the water, and the thermos called me out repeatedly
for the rest of the day. I finally lost the midge, my fingers were too numb to tie on
another #20, and I was out of coffee. I packed up and headed up the pasture to
my truck.

On my way out, I encountered the rancher's son and daughter-in-law, their two
dogs leading the way. They were headed across the pasture to the cattle. I had
met them before, but we were too far away to talk. Just a wave as we moved in
opposite directions. I watched them as they approached the cattle. He held the
dogs while she walked ahead, patting her knees as a greeting. At that moment, a
white-faced calf bounded away from the herd and ran toward her. She greeted it
rubbing its ears as if it were a puppy.

All summer I had watched as she held a calf-nursing bottle to its white face
allowing it to drink, and the two had told me it had lost its mother at birth. I won't go
into the details about how the man had saved the calf. Suffice it to say, ranching is
not easy. They love their cattle, but it is a business, and at some point that calf
may disappear. As I watched her scratch the orphan's back, I wondered: What
goes through their heart? It had been simply a man in his flannel shirt, denim and
suspenders reminiscing at his kitchen table, a respite of fishing on the river, and a
white-faced calf. Was the day different because I consciously had attended to the
uncomplicated things around me? Or was it a gift after a difficult year?



RIVER SPEAK
Sneaky

crusted edges
mixed into the foam line

equaling bottled bubbles of wine.

Winter wading the cobble,
ice in the wedges,

makes for wobble as you find
that liquid slice of ice, sending  
you to follow the rivers natural

run, searching with your money fly, 
down deep or up high, for a fish's 
reflection from a cold ray of sun.

A day in January with a fish on
is a day we have won.

HAVE A FISHY NEW YEAR 

by Michael H.



IDAHO RIVERS UNITED REVERSES COURSE ON
LAWSUIT, ASKS STATE TO REOPEN STEELHEAD
SEASON
By Eric Barker, from The Idaho Statesman

Idaho Rivers United announced Friday it has pulled out of a coalition of
conservation organizations that threatened to sue the state of Idaho over its
steelhead season, and IRU is asking the Idaho Fish and Game Commission to
rescind the pending closure to steelhead fishing in the state.

The commission voted to close the season starting Dec. 8 after it was unable to
reach a negotiated settlement with the groups that also include the Conservation
Angler, Wild Fish Conservancy, Friends of the Clearwater, Snake River
Waterkeeper, Wild Salmon Rivers and the Wild Fish Conservancy.

Kevin Lewis, director of the Boise-based IRU, said the threatened lawsuit
accomplished the group's goals by pushing the federal government to begin work
on a stalled permit that would allow Idaho to hold a steelhead season without
being in violation of the Endangered Species Act. He also said he was surprised
when the season was closed and is critical of the move.

"Their decision hurt riverside towns, and many people we care about — people
who are on a larger team to restore salmon and steelhead in Idaho. We regret
that. We have many friends in those communities — anglers, fishing guides,
citizens and business owners, who have worked with us for many years on
salmon and steelhead recovery. It is unfair to punish rural communities that
depend on fishery-based economies. Let's fix this, quickly."

[...]

Click here to continue reading...

https://www.idahostatesman.com/news/local/environment/article222552070.html
https://www.idahostatesman.com/news/local/environment/article222552070.html


HEARTS LIKE MOUNTAINS - URGENCIES
By David James Duncan, from his website

Submitted by Reed Dils

I have a friend, a fine old poet named Tom Crawford...

Who has reminded me of wild Columbia and Snake River salmon these past
months because Tom too is now lying close to extinction's door.

Endangered in several ways, he drifts in and out in the way our last few wild
salmon and steelhead drift in and out. That shared tenuousness, Tom's and
salmon's, make both more precious to me. Here's part of a poem Tom was
working on before things got tough.

Boys know what the tribes know: the fishing hole is sacred.
A young woman, seated in front of a thick glass window

inside a dam on the Columbia, counts salmon.

Her holy grail: open the dying horse's mouth; count
its last few teeth; keep trying to sell the horse anyway.

When my novelist friend, facing the PBS camera, tells us that
when we destroy nature's fabric everything comes unraveled,

I feel the old dip net inside me come alive, scoop down.

But you can't take that into the lab. Our tool box is so small,
yet we keep reaching into it. One man slits the belly of a female

while another pours her thousand eggs into a plastic sack.

https://www.davidjamesduncan.com/now/2018/8/23/hearts-like-mountains


A third man, clutching a male, milks in its sperm. All to fetch
a few sockeye the 900 miles home to Idaho's alpine Redfish Lake.

Our rivers are paved with the dams of our good intentions.

The last time I spoke with my endangered friend he had just had a dream. In the
kind of weak, extra-endearing voice some wise old men have, he told me it turns
out that Mother Teresa is still alive, and more powerful than ever in spirit. But her
body is like an icon in appearance, about the size of a three-year-old child, with a
range of movement little more limber than a wooden icon's. So at age 79, Tom
got a new job. At Mother Teresa's request, he picks her up in his arms and
carries her as she directs him to places where crowds have gathered. When he
sets her down Mother T then speaks to the people, blowing them away with a love
and wisdom that now seem boundless. After which Tom picks her up again and
carries her away, as directed, to the next place and crowd.

When my friend signed off I sat quiet for a long time, feeling the old dip net inside
me come alive, scoop down, and marvel at how beautiful some ragged old hearts
manage to become. I share this story because, when it comes to the question of
how to heal the 260,000 square miles of the Columbia/Snake watershed in a time
of climate change, I believe that ragged, beautiful old hearts have everything to do
with our purposes.

You'll notice I call the great river the Columbia/Snake. I'd call it by its tribal name
but I can't say it right and—a detail I love—the people who do say the word right
refuse to spell it, knowing white folks will just mispronounce it. Thank you for
remembering that the word sacred is nearly synonymous with secret. I call our
river the Columbia/Snake because the Snake is no more a tributary of the
Columbia than is the Columbia a trib of the Snake. The river entire is shaped like
a wishbone, the upper Columbia one branch, the Snake the other.

[...]

Click here to continue reading...

If you'd like to share a short note and some photos from a recent trip, please
submit them to our editor.submit them to our editor.  Anyone willing to contribute a column would be
appreciated.

EDITOR-PERMANENTLY-AD-HOC: Tom Palka. Members are encouraged to
contribute to this publication: fishing stories, experiences, or quotes. Send
questions or submissions by email to editor@collegiatepeakstu.orgeditor@collegiatepeakstu.org.
Editor's deadline is the 23rd of the month.
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