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rdinarily I'd pause to give my soul unfil-

tered access to the grandness of the Alaska

landscape, to breathe in slowly, deliberately,
to bathe my senses in its enduring wild beauty. But
there's no time for that now. I'm up to my boobs in
brown waders, stalking humpies.

Armed with a flv rod and Chilkat Clouser fly, 'm
ready, but the truth is on this late July day in Green’s
Creek it's impossible nof to catch salmon, swirling as
they are just below the surface in a mass of spawning,
decaying ecstasy. The pinks are running.

Om their inexorable decline from ocean-going
sleekness Lo hook-jawed maturity, male pink salmon
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turn dull brown and grow an unattractive hump.
Neither change causes a problem for the females. [ay-
ing thousands of eggs in gravel trenches below us.
Humpy males immediately fertilize the eggs and,
after covering them up, females spend their final few
days on this planet defending them.

This expedition is strictly catch-and-release. We
don’t want to interfere with the reproduction cycle
of Alaska's most abundant salmon, critical to its
fisheries. Salmon in this stage aren’t good eating, (for
humans, anyway), so we handle our catches lightly.
tipping them back into the water to continue doing
what nature intended.
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= “On this late July
= day in Green's Creelk,
= it's impossible not to
_'-' catch salmon.”

I hawe to docament a day in
which T catch so many salmon 1
Tose count, Unfortunately, getting
A grip on a writhing humpy is a
practiced skill, and my photo aps
flop away with the fish

Later, T switch from Clouser
to a trout bead, hand -painted
with pear]l nail palish to resemble
a fertilized fish ezg, F'm going
for fun-to-caich Delly Vardens,
green chars with dazzling
pink polka dots mamed for a
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character in Charles Dickens’
Barmaly Redge.

The long, honored connection
between literature and fishing is
just one of the things that draws
me to the sport, That and the fact
that it my version of & mind eras-
er—adrenaling pumpirg and soul
sonthing enough in alternate doses
to drain away stress,

Here on rugged Admiralty
Flamed, however, a gnawing edge
of concern grows as our group of
five spreads out, inching our way
upsiream from the gravel-strewn
tidal zore of Hawk Inlet where cur
foat plare Tarded indo shadowy
groves of Sitka spruce and hem-
lesck, All the salmon in the world
can't eradicate my thoughts of
Admiralty’s most famous stat: one
bear per square mile,

Al 1600 square miles, that's a
passel of grizzlies. The Tlingit call
this place “Fortress of the Bears,”
Fm glad owr guide, 26-year-old
Matt Boline, is well-armed as he
leads us into the creek’s rich cache
of salmon. Bear Creek Cutfitters
hasn's Tost a client vet, but T scan
the shadows and fireweed-studded
flelds just in case, charged with
equal parts hope and horror that

By Christine Loomis

one of Admirally’s most
nodoriows residents will
come lumbering along o And
us shin deep in her fish. Catch-and-
relesse is not a bear thing,

In the world of fishing, Adrmiralty
Island 5 memorable or ils excesses.
I put it almost wp there with land-
ing a halibut as big as me in Coak
Inlet and hmking a 20-pound king
salmon off the coast of Kodiak a
couple of vears ago. Both catches
were flash-frozen and shipped
horme to savor all sumimer long.
Nothing to ship on this trip, but T
did discover an enficing new varia-
tiomn on the sport—kayak fshing,

Combining ﬁ:ah'mg and kayak-
ing isn’l exacly like Capulets and
Montagues eloping, but traditional
aficionados of these sports lack
more commonality than they share.
SHll, for those who appreciate the
serenity, skill and individual chal-
lenge inherent in both sports, it's a
heavenly match, and no waters on
earth are more conducive ta kayak
fishing than Alaska's.

Alaska Boat & Kavak oulfils
sil-on-lops with rods and tackle,
giving kavakers what they need
o bring in silvers, kings or even
halibut—not that a kayak is where
I'd want Lo be in a lug-ol-war with
a hefty halibut going deep.

Faddling from a rocky beach al
the north end of Juneau’s Douglas
Islamd, we headed around False
Point on a slack tide in the middle
of a brutally hot day. Mot just hot
for Juneau (hearty Alaskans were
keeling over like ten pins), but hot,

Contimued on page 39
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