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elcome to our first hunting and fishing edition by The Hood River News.

I admit, | wasn't entirely committed to the idea when we first discussed

it. It's not that | don't approve of the sports; although | don't hunt or

fish, I do enjoy freshly caught salmon or can appreciate a good elk
burger. | just wasn't sure of the content or how much support we'd garner towards
the publication. | felt it was important the stories come from those enthusiasts in
our community.

Sports people in our area were more than happy to share their stories with read-
ers. Each brimming with devotion for their sport.

The stories in this edition are a broad mix of hunting and fishing, but it is clear in
each of them, the writer believes in what they do and are respectful of the sport.
They enjoy sharing their passion with friends and family and are eager to carry on
the tradition for generations. Writer Fred Trujillo learned to love fishing from his
father, and is working hard to instill this same enjoyment for fishing in his daugh-
ters. Buzz Ramsey makes his living fishing, sharing his skills to visitors in our area.
Hood River local Joey Sheirbon had a once in a life-time experience when he pulled a
bighorn sheep tag. A selection of fantastic stories are waiting inside for your enjoy-
ment. May your aim be accurate and your fish be on!

Chelsea Marr
PUBLISHER
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STORY & PHOTOS BY

Buzz RAMSEY

y Labor Day and through the

month of September, nearly a

million fall chinook (960,000 to be

exact) will be migrating through
the lower and Mid-Columbia on their way
to upriver spawning grounds. And while
the sport fishery at the mouth of the Co-
lumbia, known as Buoy 10, will be mostly
over by Labor Day the action along the
Mid-Columbia will be peaking through
September.

Whereas the Columbia’s fall chinook run
is divided into two main salmon stocks,
Tule and Up River Brights (URBs), it's
the URBs that represent the best eating
quality and therefore are the most sought
after by sport anglers. These fish come in
all sizes, with many in the 18-to-25 pound
range and some reaching 30 to 50 pounds
or more.
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AT LEFT, MITCH AND SHIRLEY SANCHOTENA JOIN BUZZ
RAMSEY TO SHOW OFF THEIR CATCH OF A FALL CHINOOK
ON THE COLUMBIA RIVER. ABOVE, A 2010 PHOTO OF JACK
GLASS & MYRON MERKEL WITH THEIR FALL CHINOOK.

The Columbia’s water temperature will
be cooling as the month progresses, but it
will still be warm enough to cause a large
portion of these fish to stop for a breather
where cool water tributaries enter the big
river. If you're after salmon, you should
set your sights on these locations, where
salmon congregate: at, in or near the
mouths of the Wind River, Drano Lake,
White Salmon, Klickitat and Deschutes
Rivers.

And while the bulk of the run is just
passing through this area of the Colum-
bia, there are also good numbers of lo-
cally raised hatchery fall chinook headed
for Drano Lake and the Klickitat River. In
addition, the number of wild fall chinook
spawning in the Deschutes River has
grown substantially over the last decade,
averaging nearly 20,000 fish.




If you're interested in catching one or more of these
trophy-size fish, there are several fishing methods that
can be used to catch them.

Trolling plugs

If you have a boat, consider trolling a bait-wrapped
FlatFish, Kwikfish or Mag Lip salmon size plug near
bottom. Rigging consists of a 12 inch weight-dropper line
and 5 foot leader. Adding a fillet of sardine to the belly
of your plug (with a little canned tuna added in for good
measure) can trigger arm
wrenching strikes. Most
anglers hold their fillet in
place by wrapping it onto
their plug with clear sewing
thread or 2 to 4 pound test
monofilament line. For best results, you should change
your sardine/tuna fillet every hour, since by doing so
your lure will emit a scent trail irresistible to salmon.

The strike of a salmon taking a salmon-size plug may
be the hardest you'll ever feel, however, don't set the
hook until Mr. Salmon is holding your rod tip down
steadily, peeling line from your reel, or until your rod
tip pulsates up and down three to four times. Waiting
on the bite will increase your chance of a solid hook up,
while yanking too soon can result in a miss or later los-
ing your fish. If you're using a bait-cast reel, realize that
it's important to have your thumb firmly planted on the
reel spool when you finally do set the hook.

Egg mooching

Since it lends itself to the slack water found behind the
dams, egg mooching is a productive fishing method you
should try when tackling
Mid-Columbia salmon.

Realize too that this
technique works anywhere
salmon are found holding
in slack water. Egg mooch-
ing is like bobber fishing,
but without the use of a
bobber—you just suspend
your bait off your rod tip—
your boat is the bobber.

Rigging is easy; just
attach a swivel to the end
of your main line, an 18 inch leader and single hook
(the hook I use is a size 5/0 Owner). You'll need to add
weight, usually one to three ounces, which can be at-
tached to a snap connected at your swivel.

Finding success with this method can be as simple as
locating a concentration of salmon with your fish finder
7

Windy River

Archery

Full Senvice Pro Shop

Hoyt * P.S.E.
BowTech * Diamond

Elite

Bob Kendall, Owner

2680 Dock Road * 541-386-1142
PO Box 1149 ¢ Hood River, OR 97031
windyriverarchery@yahoo.com
www.windyriverarchery.com
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Carol Annala
541.490.5099

Carol@DonNunamaker.com
OR & WA Broker

DON NUNAMAKER
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Jenelle McCleary
541.645.0244

Jenelle@DonNunamaker.com
OR & WA Broker

SNOWDEN CUTOFF

STUNNING VIEW OF MT. ADAMS from this 20 acre
parcel. Mostly covered by large old-growth fir
trees with a meadow clearing and a rustic
hunter’s cabin. Sellers cleaned and worked on
the cabin & woodshed as well as cleared some
trees to make it a sweet getaway. Secluded, quiet
location with plenty of wildlife and wildflowers
and only 13 miles from White Salmon.

BE AWARE OF BLACK BEAR & CUB SIGHTING!!!!

$225,000 RMLS#: 16366671
856 BADGER GULCH RD.

BEAUTIFUL CUSTOM-BUILT LOG CABIN situated
on almost 20 acres near Goldendale, WA with
panoramic views and plenty of wildlife! Loft area
could be utilized as a second bedroom (or bunk
room!). Live here full-time or use this one-of-a-
kind property as your very own private hunting
retreat! This log cabin is completely off the grid,
yet close to town and surrounded by nature.
Solar, well, propane and septic tank make sure
that your environmental footprint (and bills) are
as low as possible.

$225,000 RMLS# 16346774
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and lower your bait to the level they're holding. In most
cases just drop your sinker to the bottom and reel up
one to one and a half turns of the reel handle. Given an
18-inch leader, this will put your bait 18 to 36 inches off
the bottom. You should realize that one handle turn on
an Abu Garcia 5500 or 6500 bait-cast reel will spool 30
inches of line. To ensure your bait is at the correct depth,
it's critical to not reel up too far.

While there are times Mr. Salmon will choke your bait
down in a noticeable way, the bite can be subtle, so pay
close attention and if your rod tip dips ever so slightly
try setting the hook hard. I like to stand with the tip of
my rod 12 inches off the water. In this position, | can con-
centrate on my rod tip and better distinguish the rat-tat-
tat “peck” of small fish from the usually more deliberate,
hang-on bite of a chinook salmon.

When it comes to egg mooching, it's a fresh scent-dis-
persing bait that is the most likely to trigger strikes.
Don't be shy about changing your baits often—every 10
minutes or so is sometimes required to produce consis-
tent hook ups. In addition, you may turn a slow day into
fast limits by adding a fillet of sardine or other bait to
your egg offering.

* MOUNTAIN VALLEY %

MEAT SERVICES

5605 MILLER ROAD, PARKDALE, OR 97041

541.352.6322 « MOUNTAINVALLEYMEAT@HOTMAIL.COM

From field to fork, call us for all your custom
cutting, curing & smoking, and slaughtering
needs for your livestock and game.

> LOGKER BEEF © LOGIKER PORK 0
o SPEGIAL MEAT ORDERSO

[SmokediwholelBBQpigslforjanygspeciallevent!}
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Rotating flashers

The third fishing method employed by boat anglers
is to troll a spinner, small herring or baitfish imitation
in combination with a large rotating flasher, like those
made by Pro-Troll. Because large rotating flashers pull
hard, you will need a stout rod and bait-casting reel filled
with 30 pound monofilament
or 50 pound test super line
(like Tracer Braid) to do this
along with a supply of 8 to
16 ounce cannon ball style
sinkers.

While several different baits
will work when trolled in
combination with a rotating
flasher, several guides report
success using small spinners,
like a size 3.5 Colorado style
made by Hildebrandt, rigged
18 to 30 inches behind a
rotating flasher. Keep in mind that too big a spinner will
not allow flasher to impart the pulsating action needed
to produces results. When rigging, it's best to position
your flashers four feet behind your weight dropper, as
this will allow the flasher to rotate more freely.
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e
Tue JouNsTON FAMILY

Custom curing and smoking includes:
e Pepperoni sticks < ¢ Salami
o Bear dogs e Thuringer
Jerky « Whole turkeys
Bratworsts  Hams
Summer Sausage ¢ Prime Rib

And MORE!

FIND US ON FACEBOOK n
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It's OK!

Everyone misses
sometimes!

Luckily,
WE CAN HELP!

If you missed out
on this edition of
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Give us a call, and we’ll get your
ad ready and into the next one!

541.386.1234

Jody, Kirsten, or Suzette
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WORK SMARTER
NOT HARDER

WITH THE MAHINDRA MPACT™ XTV 750S FLEXHAULER

The mPact XTV flexhauler is the Toughest
Utility Vehicle on Earth and here’s why:

MEleciric power cargo box lift

Mlndusfry-leuding hauling capacity
Industry-leading towing capacity
Industry-leading ground clearance

Industry exclusive cargo box sides
That easily convert into a flatbed

JONES
TRUCK AND
IMPLEMENT
AGRICULTURAL

EQUIPMENT
HEADQUARTERS

3002 E 2ND ST.
THE DALLES, OR 97058
(Located behind Big Jim’s)

Mahindra

Rise.

* With approved credit. Program restrictions may apply. See dealer for details.
1 All offers expire June 30, 2016
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STORY BY

JOHN TAYLOR

PHOTOS BY

LAUREL
TAYLOR

\I“

leaving a

sit here at my desk asking myself,
“How do | describe/share the wealth
of incredible memories and emotional
highs and lows that have been part of
my life these last 50+ years while hunting
and fishing here, in the amazing Pacific
Northwest. We live where the mystery
and majesty of God's creation is at our
very door step for us to plunge into and
explore. My fishing adventures began at
age 11 to 12 when | tied my first trout fly,
then rode my bike to Phelps Creek one
Saturday and limited out. The addicting
rush of adrenaline that came when a
trout attacked the fly had me hooked for
the rest of my life. Four years later, with a
driver's license and Dad's '52 Studebaker
truck, i could fish exotic places like Laur-
ance Lake, Lost Lake, Wahtum Lake, and
all the tiny streams in between. The first
hit from every trout would send a surge of

THE GORGE SPORTSMAN
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excitement through me every single time.
It was the simplicity of me and the fish, a
game of hide-n-seek, tag, dodge ball all
rolled into one in the setting of nature's
wonderland. These fishing trips created
deep and lasting memories of places,
people, campsites, backpacking trips that
| can replay anytime | want.

My hunting adventures and resulting

memories started later in life. High school,

sports teams, summer work, (yes, young
people got summer jobs back then for
spending money.) There wasn't much
time for hunting. A chance phone call
after high school got me a job on a wheat
ranch in Montana at the age of 18. Ron,
the ranch owner, introduced me to the
pursuit of elk and deer. He was so good,
he could sneak up on a bedded elk and
touch it with his bow and laugh as it ran
away. His stories and mentorship began




the pursuit of big game in

my life for the next 40+

years. This pursuit pulled

me into some of the most

beautiful outdoor and

wilderness locations of Or-

egon, where the daily grind

of life would wash away

and refreshing peace and

rest would fill me up again

to return home revived

and ready for work and my

wonderful family of two

boys, two girls, and their

amazing mother, Mrs. T.

For 12 straight years, sum-

mers became camping adventures as a family in Eastern
Oregon's Blue Mountains, getting revived and refreshed
and making life-long memories both for the children and
the parents.

The challenge of pursuing elk and deer with the bow
and arrow for the next 30 years has filled my memory
banks with adventures. One of those adventures | relive
often is the time we surprised a Momma bear and her
cub at 7 yards last year. | still feel the heart rate climb,
the adrenaline rush and the reaction to FREEZE!, pulling
my pistol out and calming telling the bear, “It will be
okay. We won't hurt you." Then | watched her slowly turn
away and disappear in the brush, giving us the chance
to go the other way. Many other memories of bears,
cougars (one at 15 yards making eye contact while | sat
on the ground), and seeing wolves in the wild for the
first time, having elk and deer pass by me at 2-3 yards,
not knowing | am there, these are memories | will always
cherish. One of my most precious memories is helping
pack out my best friend, Doug's elk at 2 a.m. with the
most beautiful moonless starry sky I've ever seen.

As | enter into the last third of my life here on earth,
| am turning to a new purpose that excites me with its
possibilities—to pass on the passion to those who are
just beginning their own adventures with hunting and
fishing and exploring our great natural resources. In
the last sever years | have invited others to come and
see how they, too, can begin their outdoor life building
memories of their own. This year | have three new young-
er hunters in camp that | can share my experiences with,
| can share with them some of the mysteries of hunting
elk and deer in my favorite hunting location. | hope they
will take home incredible memories etched in their mind
of simple adventures in nature that they are able to
share with friends and family.

THE GORGE
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OPPOSITE PAGE, TAYLOR POSES WITH HIS MANY HUNTING BOWS,
MANY OF WHICH, HE MADE BY HAND. AT LEFT, HIS FLY FISHING
COLLECTION, AND ABOVE, WITH HIS GRANDSON, ZANE, HOLDING HIS
LATEST ELK TROPHY.

NEW & USED GUNS
Buy. Sell. Trade . Gun Transfers . Reloading Equipment
New Gun Orders

HLUNTING * SHOOTING
RE-LOADING SUPPLIES
FFL GUN DEALER
HANDGLINS & RIFLES
BLACK POWDER SUPPLIES

Braggable’s

702 E. 1st, Rufus, OR

541-739-2900

2

~ SPORTSMAN

hoodrivernews.com



Weapid Pleavereumna

10

STORY & PHOTOS BY

MARK
URNESS

pening morning of the 2015 elk
bow season — 4 a.m., the alarm
goes off, and | am up anyway
since | cannot sleep with all
the excitement of what might happen
today. Start the routine: Get coffee going,
spray on no-scent and get dressed, grab
my gear and | am on the trail up the
mountain. My trek into my hunting area is
about three-quarters of a mile in and is lo-
cated on the steep side of the mountain.
I've traveled this path for nearly 20 years,
but today I've got that little spring in my
step as | dream of that trophy elk that is
going to visit me.

Flashback, Oct. 1, 2014. Last season
done! No elk in my freezer! Next year | am
going to make some changes. First and
foremost, get into better shape before
next year's hunt. This year | stepped into
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the prime time age of 60, so health and
fitness will now control my enjoyment, or
not, of the hunt. Sore muscles to begin a
season take their toll. | will begin my ex-
ercise program in December and continue
through May.

Opening day, late morning. | have now
sat in my tree stand for about four hours
and the only excitement is the early
morning scent — a smell of the forest
that attack my olfactory sense, a smell
of bitterroot and elderberry. A pileated
woodpecker plays a tune on the hollow
of a dead fir tree. The scene in front of
me looks like an enchanted forest of red
flame — ponderosa pines and evenly
spaced tamaracks and Douglas firs spread
overhead a carpet of green. It's elk heav-
en. | have not seen or heard an elk yet.

Flashback, May through July 2014.




Practice time, get out the shoot card and see which one
| can or cannot participate in. Daily practice on my home
target fine tunes all my bow gear. Check in with Bob at
Windy River Bow Shop, new target tips, new release, and
anything else | cannot live without. Thinking of the hunt
more and more with each day. Chalk off one more day
closer to the hunting season.

Opening day, afternoon. My blood begins to percolate
as | pick up the faint call of a cow elk calling for junior
— elk are in the area. As | stand to get ready my heart is
running a race of its own. Which way are they coming?
Bow ready, arrow on the string, which way is the wind,
all these thoughts race through my mind. One, two,
three cows and some youngsters. Where is the bull? | am
searching for bone on the hoof, but | am not seeing it
happen.

Flashback, mid-August 2014. The hunt is only weeks
away. | get out my list and begin checking things off: Re-
pairs of the canvas tent, restocking of the camp kitchen,
clean coolers, start packing! Elk hunting now consumes
my waking hours. | would rather talk elk then eat or
sleep. Big bull dreams taunt me during the night.

Opening day, evening. Even though there was not a
bull in this bunch, this is the joy of elk hunting — being

up close and personal to this majestic animal. It is always
a special treat. It is just the beginning of the season and

| am at least hoping for one good shot this year. If only |
could hear the sound of a bull bugling pierce the evening
silence, but that usually happens later in the season.

This is the cycle of the dedicated elk hunter, one sea-
son | hope never to miss until my dying day. | may not
have railed an animal last year but that is not the only
measurement of a successful hunt. In the 2013 season,

I had the privilege to take this 300-plus pound bull some-
where in the state of Oregon. Therefore, my time and ef-
fort were my reward of this great prize! | hope everyone
who hits the hills in search of this animal will someday
shoot a trophy of your own.

See you at the playground!

“wa-piti” — a Shawnee Native American word
for elk, literally translated “white rump”

wapiti
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H_LllT'_: of a
Lifetimeia.

STORY BY

TRISHA
WALKER
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hen Joey Sheirbon pulled a
once-in-allifetime Oregon
bighorn sheep tag in 2014, he
had a few decisions to make.

The first: Who he was going to take
with him. The second: How he'd get to his
chosen unit — west of the John Day River
in mid-November.

" was shocked when | saw | drew the
tag because it's kind of like winning the
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lottery,” Sheirbon said, adding that only
nine tags are drawn in Oregon each year.
“I guess the next thing after | realized |
drew it was who was | going to take with
me, and how were we going to make it
happen.”

He was allowed to take a crew to help
him with the hunt, although he was the
only one who would be able to shoot. He
chose longtime friends Dwight Moe and




Bob Edwards.

"You take a select group of peo-
ple when you go hunting, because
those people are your lifeline when
you're gone from civilization," Moe
explained. “You've got to trust those
people ... your hunting partner is
your family.”

With his crew in place, Sheirbon
tackled the next problem.

"You only get 7 days, and it's a
once in a lifetime tag, so you have
to make it happen,” he said. “My tag
we drew, there's not a lot of public
access, so | had to make a choice,
whether | was going to pay a tres-
pass fee and hunt on private land, or
whether | was going to take rafts and
float down the John Day."

They decided to float down the
river because “we finally came to the
conclusion we wanted to experience
the full hunt,” he said.

Their choice wasn't without diffi-
culties. They needed rafts, and would
be able to bring a limited amount of
supplies. They borrowed a raft from
a local fishing guide, and a pontoon
boat from another friend. Since none
had ever rafted on rivers before, let
alone in November, they got a quick
education on how that worked.

“"We were bare bones — a tent,
a little propane heater and a lot of
dried food, and a lot of heavy hunt-
ing clothes,” said Sheirbon.

“I'm kind of the cook, so | made
sure | had food for 10 days or better,
because you don't know what you're
going to run into,” said Moe. “We
were still skinny on what we could
take — you can take only so much
on the river. At that point in time,
the river levels were at 750 cfs (cubic
feet per second), and that's the very
minimum you can float with the
equipment we had.”

But they still faced some
challenges.

IN PHOTO LEFT TO RIGHT: DWIGHT MOE, JOEY SHIERBON AND BOB EDWARDS.

The day before they left, on Nov.
12, 2014, the temperature was 60
degrees. And on Nov. 13?

“The morning we left, it had just
started to snow,” said Moe. It was
the beginning of the November cold
snap that gripped the state.

When they arrived at the Clarno
Rapids, the ground was covered with
about 6 inches of snow; Moe esti-
mates the temperature was around
20 degrees.

They arrived on a Thursday, and
spent all day Friday floating down
the river ... unless they were dragging
their rafts themselves.

“We did have to drag through
some gravel bars, so there you are
dragging a boat that weighs 400
pounds, 500 pounds full of gear,”
said Moe.

“There we were, in 20 degree
weather, in the water dragging a
boat,” Sheirbon added. “The bad
thing is once you commit, there's no
going back; you have to float your
way out the bottom.”

et

Friday evening, they set up camp
after traveling about 25 miles, now
in Sheirbon's tag territory. Saturday
morning, they were ready to begin
the hunt — it was opening day.

The first morning was spent scout-
ing, with Edwards spotting some
sheep on the other side of the river
that he wanted Sheirbon to take a
look at.

“Sheep stay closer to their area,
they don’t roam as much as elk or
deer do,” Moe said. "Saturday night,
we sat around camp, had a bonfire,
and discussed Sunday'’s plan.”

By this time, temperatures had
dipped to minus-6 degrees, and they
were sleeping with their water bot-
tles to keep them from freezing.

“It all sounds terrible, but if you're
dressed warm, it's fine, or if you're
in your sleeping bag, it's fine,” said
Sheirbon.

Sunday brought them to the other
side of the John Day, where Edwards

had spotted the bighorns the day be-
fore. They found the sheep, and, with

13
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ABOVE, THE RIVER WEST OF JOHN DAY. AT RIGHT, JOEY AND HIS GROUP AT THE ODFW CHECK-IN POINT.

Sheirbon picking his first, second and
third choices, went back to camp to
await Monday's hunt.

“Monday morning, we got up and
we decided that Dwight was going
to go back on the other side of the
river to locate the three sheep we'd
chosen,” he said. “Then Bob and |
started hiking up the hill on the side |
could hunt. So I'm assuming we were
probably & to 5 hours in the morning,
locating the three sheep that | had
on my hit list.

“Finally, Dwight had spotted the
number one on my hit list, and of
course it's the farthest one down-
river. And about this time, Bob and
I got up to the elevation where |
was able to look down the river, and
all the slack water was frozen solid
... we were not going to be able to
float down the river. So that was my
decision — | was going to kill a sheep

14

that day, it was just whatever of the
sheep | was going to get a shot at.”

The two began to proceed to their
first choice, reaching it around 3:30
p.m. after a belly-crawl through at
least 6 inches of snow the distance of
roughly a football field in order for
Sheirbon to get off a shot.

He got his bighorn sheep; now, he
just had to get it back to camp, with
Moe coming back with pack boards.

"We probably spent an hour taking
photos because it's a once-in-a-life-
time thing, so now we're talking 4:30
p-m., so we had to hurry up. We had
to dress it out and quarter it up, and
then we had to start packing it out,
and by then, it's getting dark on us.”

Their hour-long pack back to camp
in the dark — and through steep,
“terrible" terrain — was aided by
headlamps and, once safely back
at camp, there was finally time to

celebrate.

"Once we got back to camp, it was
all high fives and we were on top of
the world,” Sheirbon remembered. “I
got a nice sheep.”

But with the river frozen, they had
to start thinking of another plan to
get them back to civilization.

“We were evaluating what we were
going to do because the river was
frozen solid below us — were we
going to try dragging our rafts down-
river over ice, or leave all of our gear,
find a paved road and flag someone
down, then wait until it thaws to
float down and get our stuff?” he
said.

They ended up going with Plan C
— "Phone a friend,” said Moe.

“I'had a satellite phone so we could
call out and see what the tempera-
ture was, when it would warm up,
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what was the water flow — the water had dropped be-
low 500 cfs, with 6 inches of ice frozen out into the river,
so we knew at that point in time, our option was not to
go down the river,” Moe said.

They called a friend who lived in the area, who agreed
to pick them up at an old goat trail about a mile from
their camping site. One slight hiccup — he was supposed
to pick them up at noon, but couldn’t get there until
4 p.m.

“"We built a fire and then worried, what if he couldn’t
get there because of the conditions?” said Moe. “There
was still snow on the ground — do we need to prepare
to spend another night and set the tents up?

“Boy, isn't that a relief when you see a vehicle come
through the sagebrush.”

After loading their supplies into the pickup truck —
and enduring an hour drive on a goat trail — they hit
paved road.

“We were on cloud nine because we'd got our sheep,
we were in my pickup and we were on paved road,”
said Sheirbon. “The heater was on, and we were headed
home."

Sheirbon's bighorn sheep officially measured 167 and
seven-eighths; to determine size, officals measure the
length and diameter of the horns.

"I'm very happy with the sheep | got — it has a lot of
character to it," he said.

While the hunt took a lot of planning and they faced
many issues due to the weather, Sheirbon is satisfied
with his experience.

“For this being a do-it-yourself hunt ... there's some-
thing about doing it yourself and with your best friends,
and having those stories and memories to take home,”
he said.

THE GORGE
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FISHING

STORY & PHOTOS BY

FRED
TRUJILLO

y wife, daughters and | had not
been camping in almost a year,
so when we packed for our
four-day trip, one of us (mean-
ing me) was bound to forget something
like camp chairs, matches, shower slippers
or a sweater — maybe even all four. It
wasn't enough to make me want to turn
around. Thankfully, we got out of the
Gorge around 3 p.m. after stopping at
the market for ice and snacks that would
make their way with us to camp on the
Siletz River near Lincoln City. Traveling
south on I-5 and listening to the radio
helped to pass the time and made me
reminisce the '70s of my youth spent
fishing at the piers around Long Beach,
Calif. At the early age of 9, I would wake
up around 5 or 6 in the morning to go
fishing with my nextdoor neighbor. We'd

THE GORGE SPORTSMAN
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SILTEZ RIVER NEAR LINCOLN CITY. TOP, MADELYNN
TRUJILLO AND HER FRIEND SYDNEY BALZER. PG
18, TRUJILLO'S YOUNGEST DAUGHTER, KENDRA
TRUJILLO.

proceed to ride our bikes 5 to 10 miles one
way down quiet neighborhoods, across
busy intersections and along the Pacific
Coast Highway, where we would ride next
to busy traffic to fish at Belmont or Seal
Beach pier. There we would spend count-
less hours fishing with spoons, bait, lures
and jigs, catching anything that would

be foolish enough to fall for whatever we
adorned our hooks with.

Don't get me wrong, | love fishing in
Oregon, and around Hood River especial-
ly, but fishing in the ocean is something
that's forever been in my blood that my
dad helped to foster. The mere thought
of a charter boat out to Catalina Island or
San Clemente still makes my eyes gloss
over. My heart pounds just thinking about
the half-day or multi-day trips out of LA
Harbor we used to take. The possibility




of catching just about anything: a
halibut, kelp bass, yellowtail or
shark at any time from the ocean's
diversity of fish made us go back
again and again.

When my family and | travel to the
coast, we generally do the whole
tourist thing: buying unhealthy
amounts of saltwater taffy, visiting
the outlet mall, unhurried strolls on
the beach, scanning the tide pools,
searching for the sea creatures
inhabiting them, collecting rocks
and shells. | love this time spent with
my girls (though admittedly, not so
much at the outlet mall). A friend of
my oldest daughter would be joining
us on the trip to share in this adven-
ture, as well as my mom, who would
be bring along her trailer. A few
days later, my father would also
come by. Why don't the two drive
together? I'm still trying to figure
that one out with a little help from
my psychiatrist.

We finally arrived before 7 in the
evening. | immediately checked the
bar conditions on the marine web-
site, hoping that I'd be allowed to
enter the ocean safely as per the U.S.
Coast Guard. To my dismay, there
was a small craft advisory because of
the swells and a hard wind blowing
out of the northwest. This would
put a damper on my fishing goal for
the next few days: to kayak fish out
of Depoe Bay or off the tip of Cape
Kiwanda in Pacific City with rockfish,
cabezon or lingcod as my target fish.
At the very least, | was hoping to
bring home a daily limit or two of
fresh Dungeness crab as | had suc-
cessfully done last year. We all had
quite a feast that particular evening
and it spoiled us all into wanting
more.

The backup plan was to fish and
crab on the Siletz itself as it was
open for hatchery steelhead and
Chinook salmon, but after talking to
several of our fellow campers, | found

out that even though the fishing
had been great, the catching left
something to be desired. The next
two days on the river were spent in
the routine of waking up, fighting 20
knot winds to get to where | dropped
the crab traps, pulling them up full
of seaweed but no crabs, cursing

in four different languages (I can't
speak two of them fluently, but |
know all of the choice words) and
fighting the current back to camp. |
would then spend a couple of hours
trolling herring against the tide, yet
to no avail. After all of this, | was
hoping that there would have to be
some payoff.

Now, when | go fishing, | tend to
bring enough fishing rods to prop-
erly outfit a Hindu God. On this trip,
it included two lighter casting rods
that | stowed just in case my daugh-
ters wanted to fish from the dock
next to the campsite we were staying
at. Because my teenage daughter
brought along a friend, my 7-year-old

™
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was the third wheel in the party. See-
ing her disappointment in the whole
situation, | went to the camp store

and bought some worms for our bait.

To say she was excited to fish with
me is an understatement. At 7, she
has come to the realization that the
majority of sushi is made with fish.
To ask if she loves sushi is like asking
if Godzilla loves to cha-cha through
the streets of downtown Tokyo. The
answer being an emphatic YES.

We both walked down to the dock
and | quickly baited her hook, wor-
ried that she'd be a little squeamish
with the whole process. She made
her first cast well for only having
had a couple of lessons with me and
proceeded to catch a small bullhead.
She screamed, "Dad! | got one! |
think | have one!” “Rod tip high!" |
yelled, “Reel! Reel!" Between proud
smiles, | unhooked and released her
fish, explaining to her that, because
fish “go to school,” this was a part of

Whatever the road throws at you - from potholes to nails -
any road hazard, our FREE GUARANTEE protects you

its education; by fishing and hooking
them, they would learn not to eat
bait with a hook in it. She looked

at me and gave me that knowing
grin she gives when she's wise to my
ways. Even my oldest daughter and
her classmate got in on the fishing
action and we spent our last two
days on the windy dock, fooling bull-
heads and small perch.

Sure, it would have been nice to
have had a trap full of fresh crab
to boil, fish and chips on the plate,
photos of 5 pound rockfish and
monster lingcod on a stringer that
would have made everyone's jaw
drop, but let me tell you, | wouldn't
have had it any other way. There is
no greater feeling than to see both
of my daughters full of the same
excitement and love of fishing that
| first felt over 45 years ago. | hope
that as we continue our lives here
in the Gorge, they will continue to
join me on my fishing excursions for

trout, bass, salmon and all of Ore-
gon's native fishes and that, years
from now, they will do their part and
continue the cycle of teaching their
children an appreciation of fishing as
my father did for me.

@/ Peace of Mind Tire Protection
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Education

503 947 6028

HUNT
DATES:
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Wildlife Area
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Klamath WA
Sauvie Island, WA
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(Prineville)
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24 & 25
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Not just
another
fish story...
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LYNDSEY DUDDLES ON THE
DESCHUTES RIVER

JOHN TAYLOR AND GRAND
LATEST €L TRoppy -\ PSON ZANE

BEN HADDOCK

TRAVIS DUDDLES AND SON AUSTIN ON
THE COLUMBIA RIVER WYATT 2TELMA

BEN ZOLLER

GAMANTHA HARRINGTON
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By PHIL JENSEN

Salmon fishing in the Columbia Riv-
er is simply great -- and it has been
going on for several thousand years.

Got your attention?

This magnificent river (and the
wonderful west wind) that provide
various sports activities for so many,
also provides wonderful fishing op-
portunities for the devoted.

For the Native Americans, and oth-
er the piscatorially devoted, this river
offered the pleasure of fishing -- and
catching — and for momma'’s talent
for canning these tasty creatures of
God's abundant generosity. These
lean war years of the early 1940s saw
many salmon dinners for our family.
Yum!

Luhr Jensen Sr. had a passion for
fishing that turned a difficult Depres-
sion period start-up in the early 1930s
into a thriving fishing tackle com-
pany that is now one of the world's
largest suppliers of the various fish-
ing tackle equipment in the world.
Luhr Jensen & Sons (Hood River)
~manufactured fishing lures, many
fishing accessories, and the famous

22

“Little Chief Smoker” (still made in
Oak Grove ). This small town venture
provided employment for maaany of
our “locals” -- over 300 people a year
in the latter time

The journey graduated from a
small building on 725 Sherman (our
family home in the 1930s), to a new
wood frame building at May and
Rand (circa 1946), to a bigger con-
crete block building next door (now a
dance studio ), and in the 1970s to a
100,000 square- foot building on the
newly developed "Port Site” (location
now known as Jensen Beach).

Luhr and Clarice Jensen's sons,
Luhr Jr., David and Phil succeeded
the elder Jensen after the “Big War"
the late '40s saw the infusion of
the youthful energy and a booming
post-war economy. A new manner
of fishing came from Europe (as
did sail-boards at a later time) that
introduced “spinning”. Known as the
"Spinning Reel”, this phenomenon
seemed to spur additional interest in
the piscatorial sport.

Lake trolling gear, casting lures,
various attraction devices (fishermen

love them) and accessories were now
being manufactured in abundance by
Luhr Jensen and Sons.

With the introduction of Columbia
River salmon in the Great Lakes, the
company's reputation and sales con-
tinued to grow through the ‘70s and
beyond. Through a growing inter-
national trade, sales topped out at
about $15 million in 2006 when the
younger partner (Phil) turned 70.

Time to hang it up, Phil said, and a
generous offer to buy the company
was tendered by the “Rapala” compa-
ny (Minneapolis). So be it. The latter
tenants of the now “Port” owned
building are enjoying the view and
are manufacturing various products
for the booming wind surfing busi-
ness (and Tofurky) God bless them!

A very interesting and informative
display of Luhr Jensen product and
history can be seen at the Hood
River County Historical Museum at
the Port location by the interstate
bridge.
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ONE-STOP FOR FISHING & HUNTING SUPPLIES

Licenses ¢ Apparel ¢ Live Bait
BEER - WINE - LIQUOR
PiZZA - SUBS * SNACKS
FIREWOOD - PROPANE - GAS
CAMPING EQUIPMENT
PERMITS/DISCOVERY PASSES

WEST END OF STEVENSON, WASH. « 508-427-5653

Fishing tackle and bait &
headquarters in the

Gorge, one mile from
Wind River and seven

miles from Drano.

Coonshrimp cured with=:=
our secret recipe. -

Huge selection of tackle

for salmon, steelhead~ i

and sturgeon fishing. — —=
50151 State Hwy 14
Home Valley, WA
Tel. (509) 427-4015

Open 7 days a week
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WHERE EVERY DAY IS A SALE!

C.H. URNESS MOTOR CO.
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505 CHERRY HEIGHTS ROAD, THE DALLES
‘m 541-296-2284 OR 1-888-775-8608




