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JANUARY PROGRAM 

Leon, Jim and Bob Show 

Inland Empire Fly Fishing Club—Spokane, Washington 

IEFFC members Leon Buckles, Bob Burton and Jim At-

hearn have put together a program on “fishing through the 

year and around the world”.  They will be showing pictures 

and including guide information for fishing excursions that 

they have been on.  It is going to be entertaining and, for 

those looking to plan an out 

of our area trip, very infor-

mative.  You won’t want to 

miss this presentation. 

 

Also join us for the wet fly 

hour to watch Jerry Harms 

tie up some “blob” flies. 

As I write this it is snowing outside..and we definitely need mois-

ture for our fisheries in 2019.  I hope a wonderful holiday season 

with family and friends was enjoyed by all. 

I would like to start my message as your President by stepping 

back - to thank Jim Gaddy and his officers and board members for 

their help when I started serving as Secretary in 2017, and then 

again to thank Jim Athearn and crew for guidance in 2018 while I 

served as Vice-President.  It was a pleasure to serve with all of you 

and with our committee members - job well done gentlemen -- now 

on to 2019. 

Gordon Olson and the Raffle Committee did an outstanding job as 

usual, and though we expect that result, we should not take it for 

granted.  Gordon works year round to keep it humming along and 

we all owe him a huge thank you!  Of course he has help: Stephen 

Aspinwall, Randy Shaber and Rick Ripley plus Mike Marshall 

and Jim Athearn serve on the raffle committee.  On raffle night 

Lowell Tveit, Leon Buckles, John Ralston, Mike Schmitz, Jake 

Nelson, Dan Turner, Chip O'Brien, Doug Arndt, Dick Avery, 

Bob Littlejohn and Ron Gill joined the merry band of Christmas 

Elves. I don't have the final numbers available, but it was a success 

for fundraising to cover club operations and donations.  Thank you 

to all who donated items and bought tickets and auction items. 

Congratulations are in order for two of our outstanding members: 

Bruce Morgan, our 2018 Fly Fisherman of the Year, who always 

is available to help with service projects, activities and conserva-

tion projects, or to give outfishing you a shot. 

Also in 2018 we had a recipient of the Ed Wolfe Memorial 

Award.  This award is given by the President for a specific, signifi-

cant contribution to the club.  Jerry McBride has made many such 

contributions and is well deserving.  Two examples were starting 

our "Fly Raffle" fundraising to replace funds from new rods which 

are no longer available, and generating several conservation pro-

jects which spurred the WDFW to award I.E.F.F.C. a special ser-

vice commendation and plaque in recognition of our ongoing sup-

port to our fisheries. 

Presidents message (continued) 

Welcome and thanks for stepping up to our new board mem-

ber Matt Andersen, new Treasurer Jon Bowne, and new 

Secretary Bob Johnson.  I'm looking forward to working 

together with them in the coming year. 

Please welcome our 2018 new members: Mike Schmitz, 

Leo Harmon, Ron Gill, Chip O'Brien, Jake Nelson and 

Danny Turner. 

Sadly we also lost several long-term members: Jon Allan, 

Philip "Skip" Nelson, John Wagstaff, Cliff Slaton, and on 

December 20th Clay Findlay.  They are all missed and all 

helped make our club what it is. 

We do have openings in the club along with a few interested 

prospective members, so keep your eyes open for prospec-

tive club members. 

Jerry Harms, our Blob Fly specialist, will be our tyer at the 

January meeting and demonstrating this new pattern and 

donating flies for the raffle table. 

On a final note I want to mention that after positive feedback 

from last year we will be inviting spouses/significant others 

to our February meeting in 2019.  We will make one change 

and have some items deemed of particular interest to our 

guests which WILL BE RAFFLE DRAWS THAT NIGHT!!! 
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CLAYTON FINDLAY 

July 25, 1922 - December 20, 2018 

DUES, DUES, DUES 
Dues are due.  Send into our post office box or bring them to the meeting.  $30.00 

 

IEFFC 

P.O.Box 2926 

Spokane, WA 99220 

Few people, even Idaho natives, know where Fish Haven, Idaho is.  Clay Findlay 

knows, he was born there on July 25, 1922.  Unfortunately, Clay’s coal miner Dad, 

Charles, died in a car wreck when Clay was four, so he never really knew his Dad.  

His Mother Grace, was thrown into the role of single parent, a task she met with the 

same kind of pioneer spirit her grandparents had shown when emigrating to Fish Ha-

ven from Salt Lake City by covered wagon.  

Despite the long family history in Southeast Idaho, Grace decided soon after Charles’ 

tragic death to move young Clay and herself to Vernal, Utah.  The move proved bene-

ficial and Clay and his mother remained in Vernal for all of Clay’s formative years.  

And good years they were.  Clay was a good student, a good athlete who played nu-

merous    sports,    and    a young man with musical talent as well.  His instrument of 

choice was the trumpet, which he played in a number of bands.   He was also the drum 

major for the high school band  

He may not have realized it at the time, but thanks primarily to an uncle who loved to 

fish, the seeds of Clay’s own passion for fishing were sown during those years.  And 

not just for trout either.  Much of the local water held everything from bullheads to 

crappie to bass to who knows what, but Clay sampled them all, along with making 

repeated trips to Bear Lake with his uncle for more and different fishing. 

  

Following graduation from Uintah High in 1940 young Mr. Findlay enrolled in the University of Utah, and also joined 

the National Guard. He had hardly unpacked when all Guard units were called to active duty.  Clay’s unit shipped out 

to San Luis Obispo, where shortly after the December 7 attack Clay became Cadet Findlay.  Cadet school and primary 

flight training in Phoenix, on to Minter, CA for basic training, then to Thunderbird One in Phoenix for advanced, and 

suddenly Cadet Findlay was 2nd Lt. Findlay, a nugget transport pilot.  

Through the war years and onward for what became a thirty year saga, Clay’s career track looks like it was made by a 

drunken mouse staggering all over the world map.  For example:  Denver; San Francisco; Apena, MI; Tezpur, India and 

Kunming, China flying “the Hump” over the Himalayas; Great Falls; Kwajalein; Hickam; Great Falls again, this time 

as an instructor training pilots for the Berlin airlift; Command and Staff College; Great Falls, this time ferrying C-47’s 

to Alaska to give to the Russians; Des Moines, IA—at a WAC base of all places—when the war ended; Kelly AFB in 

San Antonio; Elmendorf, AK; McCord AFB, commanding his first squadron; Hickam; Warner-Robbins AFB, GA; the 

University of Missouri in Columbia for a four year assignment as CO of an ROTC unit.  

And suddenly it was 1972 and Cadet Findlay was now Colonel Findlay, USAF (ret), having logged more than 16,000 

flight hours in every type of transport aircraft the Army Air Corps/Air Force had in its arsenal during all those years.  

From C-47 Dakotas to C-141 Starlifters, he flew them all.  But you know what his favorite aircraft was?  It was one 

other than the ubiquitous DeHavilland Beaver.  How can that be?  Because it was the military version of that aircraft he 

flew in support of the DEW Line while based at Elmendorf, Alaska and which just happened to provide opportunity to 

stop at various lakes and streams to sample the stupendous fishing in what was then truly wild country.  

This brings us to Clay’s life outside of his career.  His family life began when, in 1947, he stopped at a flower shop in 

Great Falls to buy some flowers for his date.  The young lady who waited on him, Diane, was to become his wife—not 

the date he bought the flowers for.  The Findlays have two kids, Bob and Sandy, along with two grandchildren and two 

great grandchildren.  Diane and the kids were dutiful military “dependents” and got to see a whole bunch of the country 

at the expense of the government.  Then too, as Clay moved up in rank so did Diane’s hostess duties, a duty Clay em-

phasizes that she performed wonderfully.  Later, after Clay’s retirement from the Air Force, Diane contracted cancer.  

She fought a good fight until 1998 when she succumbed.  Her loss was a terrible blow to Clay. (cont. on page 8). 



Hugh Evans Memorial Fly Fisherman Of The Year 

Bruce Morgan 

Inland Empire Fly Fishing Club—Spokane, Washington 

ED WOLFE MEMORIAL AWARD 

JERRY MCBRIDE 

The Fly Fisherman of the Year is the highest annual honor accorded a member. Candidates must be members 

of IEFFC, fish with flies, be proficient in lake and stream fishing, have made contributions to or have accom-

plishments in the art of fly fishing, and exhibit the highest qualities of good sportsmanship.  

 

At the December Annual Meeting 2018’s award was 

given to a member who has been long-deserving of this 

award. A lifetime resident of Spokane, and member of 

the IEFFC for over 35 years, he is also a past president. 

Always willing to share his knowledge about local 

fishing spots, he has also been a tireless volunteer in 

just about every club activity. He is someone we can 

always count on to be there whenever help is needed.  

 

The Hugh Evans Memorial Fly Fisherman of the Year 

recipient for 2018 is Bruce Morgan. 

 

Congratulations Bruce!! You are truly what this 

Club is all about.  

The Ed Wolfe Memorial Award is given by the President to a person who has made a specific, sig-

nificant contribution to the club.   It is not an annual award, but is presented when the President has 

identified a members contribution to be deserving of recognition.  

 

This year the award was presented to a humble and visibly shaken, Jerry McBride. 

 

The words of our outgoing President, Jim Athearn, at the annual meeting tell the story best. 

 

“Tonight I have an individual who is a longstanding club 

member who has contributed so much for so long that he 

simply must be recognized. He has served as President 

and on many different committees and club activities. His 

involvement in the region and statewide has brought fa-

vorable recognition and respect to our club. His willing-

ness to share his amazing knowledge of our fly fishing 

sport and technological advances has influenced many of 

us here in this room. His dedication to conserving our 

fish and other natural resources has been inspiring. 

There are not many other people I would personally like 

to share a day on the water with more than this man.” 

 

Congratulations Jerry!!  You have made Ed proud. 

 

Bruce Morgan with Fly Fisherman of the Year tro-

phy and Stan Miller painting. 



Ed Wolfe Memorial Award 

By Jerry McBride 

Inland Empire Fly Fishing Club—Spokane, Washington 

When I was awarded the Ed Wolfe Memorial Award at our Christmas meeting I am sure it was apparent to those present 

that I got a bit choked up.  Now that I am home and calmed down I can better express myself. 

 

First of all, I want to again say thank you for the award.  It means a lot to me.  One of the main reasons is that I had the 

privilege of getting to know Ed Wolfe when I was a new member of the club in the late seventies.  Ed was getting along 

in years and used a cane to get around.  In earlier times he was an avid duck hunter and fly fisherman.  He was an ac-

complished fly tier and had developed a number of flies.  Probably the best known was Ed’s Hellgrammite.  It is shown 

in some of the earlier editions of our Flies of the Northwest.  I thought it was pretty neat that Ed had learned how to tie 

flies without using a vise.  That has to be a real hard way to do it. 

 

Ed and I got talking and he told me that he was tying Carey Specials commercially for local fly shops and places like the 

White Elephant.  The Carey Special is an excellent trolling fly so you don’t have to be a fly fisher to use them.  When I 

asked about how many he tied in a year he said about 150 dozen.  Do the math, and that is 1,800 per year!  Careys are 

easy to tie, but that is a lot of flies.  Each Carey requires a pheasant rump feather for the hackle so Ed needed a lot of 

pheasant rumps. 

 

In the late seventies I was doing a lot of pheasant hunting.  My best year I shot over 50 pheasants and my son probably 

got another 25.  Needless to say I had access to a lot of pheasant rumps.  I told Ed that I would save the rumps for him.  

When I got a grocery sack full I brought them in to a club meeting for Ed.  I left the sack out in the coatroom and went 

into the meeting area where I saw Ed and told him I had some rumps for him.  He quickly stood up from the table where 

he was sitting and said he would like to see them.  Out we went to the coatroom with Ed walking the fastest I ever saw 

him move and without his cane.  He was quite pleased with his sack of rumps and thanked me for them. 

 

One of Ed’s passions was to teach young people to tie flies.  He was present at the Big Horn Show every year showing 

kids how to tie flies.  It was obvious that he was having as much fun as the kids. 

 

What I admired the most about Ed was that he never gave up his passion for fly fishing.  When the infirmities of old age 

kept him from going out fishing he did what he could still do, which was to tie flies in abundance and teach young peo-

ple to tie flies.  He also regularly attended fly club meetings and served on the Editorial Board for several editions of the 

Flies of the Northwest.  In other words, when Ed was given a lemon he made some lemonade.  I admired that. 

DISTINGUISHED SERVICE HATS 

By Jim Athearn 

Distinguished Service Hats were awarded to a number of 

individuals at the annual meeting.  They were awarded  

for each members willingness to participate in the wet fly 

hour fly tying program to share their expertise and for 

providing flies to raffle.  These Distinguished Service 

Hats are a small token of our appreciation for their gener-

ous support of the happy hour tying program.   

 

 

The following members were honored at the 2018 annual 

meeting: Leonard Gross, Bryan Harman, Mark 

Pinch, and Gordon Olson.   
Leonard Gross and Bryan Harman 
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PRESIDENTS AWARD 

By Jim Athearn 

President’s Award 
 

 We have a few awards to give out at this time and I want to start out with something new this year that, hope-

fully, can be continued in the years to come.  I wanted to recognize those club members who have really stood out this 

past year for their endless contributions to our club activities - for their willingness to step up when and where we need 

them most.  Lacking an appropriate existing award, I have created one - several, in fact. 

 

 The first of what I have named the President’s Award that I want to give out tonight 

is for someone who has always been ready to step in and help - every year.  He has led the His-

torical committee and maintains our club archives which take up a fair amount of space at his 

home.  He also gave up his basement for all of our Runje Releaser assembly parties this year 

and is storing our inventory and supplies.  Most importantly to me, he has been there every day 

to help me at the Big Horn Shows, including when we set up and tore down.  And, of course, 

you guessed it, he also stores the club show material and provides the tables and chairs we use 

at the show.  I have thanked him more times than I can remember this year and, hopefully, this 

award will help him know how much I really meant it.  Congratulations to Leon Buckles.   

 

This is what the award says . . . .   

 

 In recognition of your outstanding dedication and devotion to the IEFFC, for going above 

and beyond in support of our activities, and for being a large part of what makes us special. 
 

  

 The next person I want to recognize is another one of our tireless volunteers who is 

always there when we need him.   I want to specifically recognize all of the help he has provided 

to one of our officers.  He has been by his side every month at the check-in table.  Unless you 

have been in the Treasurer’s position, it is not easy to appreciate what a tremendous help that is.  

You can all thank him for helping keep the check-in line moving along so you can get in to the 

bar and socializing.  I would like to recognize and congratulate Jerry Harms.   

 

 

 

 Another club member stands out for his dedication in leading one of our most important 

activities.  Most of you may not be aware that this is something he does throughout the year that 

brings us together tonight.   His committee has collected and organized what you are all hoping to 

win in the raffles and auctions.  He has a Christmas Raffle wing in his house where everything is 

stored and countless hours are put into organizing it so that tonight’s activities run smoothly.  Of 

course you know who I’m talking about - congratulations and thank you Gordon Olson.  

 

  

Finally, I want to recognize someone who has led one of our most important committees in 

accomplishing a number of noteworthy projects for which the WDFW thanked us with the 

very nice certificate we showed you at the last meeting.  Always the innovator, he has imple-

mented several creative approaches to organizing and carrying out projects this year.  There is 

one particular noteworthy thing I want to recognize him for and that is his initiative in starting 

the wet fly hour tying sessions.  We have had a lot of tyers in the past but none that I am 

aware of that donated a nice box of flies to be raffled during the meeting.  He started a prece-

dent that we were able to continue the rest of the year.  It has been a really entertaining part of 

our wet fly hour social to say nothing of the more than $1200 in raffle revenue this has gener-

ated.  Congratulations and please keep thinking of new ways to provide entertainment and 

excitement for our club activities - Jerry McBride 



POACH OF THE YEAR AWARD 

PAT KENDALL 

Inland Empire Fly Fishing Club—Spokane, Washington 

FLIES TO BE RAFFLED 

Tied by Jerry Harms 

This year our poacher, Tom Stralser, started a new tradition.  The Poach of the Year.  Since this 

was the first year, he allowed poaches from previous years to be submitted.  Of course, that meant 

that Pat Kendall could be included, even though he is living in Western Washington now, and of 

course, he was honored with the inaugural Poach of the Year award.  Here is the story that garnered 

Pat this prestigious award. 
 

“I believe you said that you would consider poaches/events from prior years in this inaugural  year. Under 

that scenario I would like to submit someone for an incident 2 1/2 yrs ago on Minnie Lake in B.C.. That per-

son is the perennially incautious Pat Kendall.  

While fishing out of his float tube Pat had a major poachable situation occur. He had devised "A Superior 

Propulsion Device Mount" for his float tube. This “wonderful” invention allowed Pat to mount his trolling 

motor on the front of his pontoon boat; BETWEEN his legs. That was "wonderful" because he did not have to 

reach back over his shoulder to operate the electric motor he mounted there! he could just relax and cruise at 

top speed . Who knows, he may have even envisioned hands-free operation once he got new waders with a 

zipper- (not impossible knowing Pat's reputation). At any rate while operating this miraculous invention on 

said trip, late on the first or second day, Pat experienced his "event".  The 

mount, and subsequently his motors attachment, failed in dramatic fashion. 

The motor dropped fully into the water between his legs and then began wildly 

whipping about in said area. Pat was terrified but unable to control the motor 

which was attempting to trim away fins, feet, legs, fingers and everything else 

in the vicinity of his crotch!  He soon resorted to trying to yank the power cord 

loose from the battery behind him, but, alas, THAT he had securely fastened. 

After several minutes, several close and painful encounters between various 

parts of his wildly frothing and diving electric motor and his wildly jerking and 

cursing self, he was saved from permanent injury. As the motor whipped 

about; under and above water, propeller up and down, left then right; suddenly 

it bounced across one of his legs where he could slow it long enough to grab 

the control handle and turn it off!!! Finally Pat got the motor up and across the 

pontoons and ROWED back in to collapse on the shore.” 

 
 

Poach of the Year recipients are awarded a full year reprieve from being poached and we thank Pat 

Kendall for being such a poachable individual. 

At the January meeting you will get a chance to move to the dark side.  Jerry Harms 

will have the infamous blob flies available to the lucky ticket holder.  They are similar 

to those pictured and reports are that they do work in a number of area fisheries. 

Those of you who are concerned should know that there is a lot of information being 

put forth as to why they work.  One theory is that the fish believe the fly to be part of a 

daphnia cloud.  They do seem to suck the fly in, just as they would in a mass of daph-

nia. 

At any rate...the flies will be at the meeting to see and Jerry will also be demonstrating 

the tying of the blob prior to the meeting.  Bring your money. 

Pat fishing for pink salmon 

near his current home. 



 

I am a fly fisherman, and I eat bugs. 

 

If you hung around fish as much as I do, you too may find yourself one-day munching mayflies, crunching caddisflies and 

salivating over Salmonflies. It started while I was working as a fly-fishing guide for an especially challenging client on 

Northern California’s Pit River. 

 

Why this snotty 20-something kid showed up for a day of fishing with a sour attitude is beyond me, but it was obvious he 

didn’t want to be there. His grandfather had hired me and was fishing too, but there must have been some kind of wrinkle 

between them. We hadn’t been in the water ten minutes before the complaining started. 

 

“Can’t we get out of the water and fish from that rock over there?” “Hey, I’m tangled… fix it.” “Shouldn’t I have hooked a 

trout by now?” “Were all the good guides busy today?” On and on an on he went- 

 

Just when I was about to suggest he probably didn’t need that wading staff, he plucked an aquatic insect from a midstream 

boulder, thrust it in my face and demanded, “What’s this?” What happened next surprised us both. 

 

Plucking it from his fingers, I held it up for closer examination. “That is an Isonychia mayfly exoskeleton,” I said in my 

most scholarly-sounding voice, “and… they’re delicious,” and I popped it in my mouth. 

 

Time hung suspended for an uncomfortable moment while the kid struggled to comprehend what he had just witnessed. 

 

“Did you just… eat that,” he groaned. “That’s SO GROSS!” 

 

Recognizing momentary weakness, I went with it. “Yep,” I said. “You gotta’ think like a trout, eat like a trout, be the 

trout!” 

 

“THAT’S SO DISGUSTING,” he shrieked. “LEAVE ME ALONE!” 

 

While that was the most welcomed suggestion I’d heard all day, I couldn’t quite do it since his grandfather was paying me 

to help the kid catch fish. But eating bugs quickly became my go-to weapon in our battle of wits. 

 

I soon discovered that every time the kid was rude or obnoxious, all I had to do was pop another insect in my mouth to 

really “bug” him. It seems desperate times do call for desperate measures. 

 

That day I sampled adult mayflies, caddisflies, and even a few nymphs. I couldn’t quite force myself to eat the 3-inch long 

Salmonfly nymph I dredged up from an underwater rock, though it would have been almost worth it to see the kid’s reac-

tion. At the end of the day his grandfather awarded me a generous tip, and I thought I saw something more than just a rye 

twinkle in his eye. 

 

The thing is, once you’ve eaten a dozen or so aquatic insects, the low vulgarity wears off and you’re ready for some real 

fun. Turns out I had acquired a new superpower. 

 

You never quite know how people will act when you pop a bug into your mouth. Reactions vary from wide-eyed amaze-

ment in some, to (my favorite) triggering a serious gag reflex in others. No one has ever actually thrown up when I ate a 

bug, but most are at least guaranteed bugs (butterflies) in their stomach. I’ve also learned not to tell my wife when I’ve been 

eating bugs if I wish to kiss her hello, goodbye or good night. 

 

The conversations around eating bugs are terrific too. People genuinely want to know how they taste, the biggest bugs I’ve 

eaten and, of course, about the crunch factor. 

 

Perhaps we ought to be glad we’re not bait fishermen. That would, after all, open a real can of worms. 

Inland Empire Fly Fishing Club—Spokane, Washington 

Munching Mayflies, Crunching Caddisflies 
By Chip O’Brien 
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CLAYTON FINDLAY (continued) 

When reading Col. Findlay’s litany of duty assignments it comes through loud and clear that there was no fishing during 

the war years, but afterward Clay and several of what can only be described as perfect duty stations for a fly fisherman.  

Numerous assignments to Great Falls led to untold outings on the Missouri and every other piece of water in that area.  

When not posted there it meant summer vacations spent there.  Some seriously good bass and bluegill fishing was in 

Georgia.  Anchorage meant unlimited access to salmon and steelhead fishing via the base flying club’s J-3 Cub.  Assign-

ment to McChord was doubly good because traveling to Great Falls meant going through Spokane, where fly-fishing 

buddy/brother-in-law/fellow officer, Cliff Slayton lived.  Take a fishing break in Spokane, then onto Great Falls for 

more fishing.  Not bad.  

You would never guess where the Findlays decided to move to after retirement, could you?  No, it was not Great Falls, 

but Spokane where Clay started a second career as a financial planner.  Like the Air Force, his second career required a 

lot of travel, but unlike the Air Force, NO moving.  

That permanence allowed Clay’s fishing universe to expand dramatically, one dimension of that expansion being our 

Club.  Clay joined in 1972, with sponsorship provided by Rex Gerlach.  From day one Clay has been an important 

player in the Club.  He went through the chairs, but his travel schedule prevented him from serving as president.  He was 

named Fly Fisherman of the Year in 1976, an honor he earned by helping with innumerable projects such as the infa-

mous Bayley Lake plugging effort, kids events of all kinds, like teaching full length fishing courses at Ferris High with 

Dave Holmes for several years, and by doing an awesome amount of fishing.  

Over a span of 24 years or so there could not possibly have been anyone who fished more than Clay.  He fished every-

where.  He fished constantly.  He fished with many club members.  He fished alone.  He fished for trout, salmon, steel-

head, saltwater species, warm water species, big fish, little fish, pretty fish and ugly fish.  He ate some and released a 

zillion more. And through it all there was no finer ambassador for our Club, or for the sport of fly-fishing, than Fisher-

man Clay Findlay  

The years have passed and Clay has slowed down some of late.  “Slowed down some” in his case still means a pace 

most 50 year olds would have trouble keeping up with.  He just returned from a singles cruise to Alaska aboard one of 

the Love boats where he “…met a lot of nice people and ate every kind of food imaginable.”  He is boarding an Amtrak 

shortly for a several day trip meandering to Colorado to see family, and for guided trips on the Roaring Fork and Frying 

Pan Rivers.  He still fishes Brown’s Lake and other local waters regularly.  

Best of all, start talking fishing with him and his eyes light up, that infectious grin spreads across his face, his hands start 

gesturing, he leans closer to you…and then comes that Clay Findlay laugh, a laugh which would gladden the heart of the 

Devil himself.  

2019 IEFFC OFFICERS 

Officers for the 2019 year were elected unanimously 

at the annual meeting.  We have a great group and 

they should be able to continue the progress made by 

the outgoing administration. 

President is Phil Beck and he will be assisted by Vice 

President Bob Schmitt.  Secretary is Bob Johnson 

and Treasurer is Jon Bowne.   

Our board will continue to have Gordon Olson and 

Mike Marshall serving, with Matt Andersen replac-

ing Virgil Emery as our newest board member.  

 

We had a great 2018 and this group is certainly capa-

ble of keeping our club running at full speed.   

 

Good luck to all of the officers and a huge thank you to these IEFFC members for stepping forward 

and serving. 

Matt Andersen, Phil Beck, Bob Johnson, Jon 

Bowne. (left to right). 
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FLY OF THE MONTH 
 

Ice Cream Cone Chironomid   January 2019    Kelly Davidson 

This pattern was developed by Kelly Davidson, from British Columbia, in 1992 as a simple, but effective chi-

ronomid.  It is easy to tie and can be produced in numerous colors and color combinations.  It is a very good fly to 

use in our area lakes in the spring and early summer. 

Fish it during a chironomid hatch about 12 to 18 inches from the lake bottom with an indicator.  Success will de-

pend on how close you match the size and color of the hatching chironomids. 

With winter weather causing a slow down in fishing, this is the perfect time to be increasing your chironomid in-

ventory.  

The video shows how to tie with the thread as the body and also by tying in superfloss to use as the body.  You 

can also use materials such as flashabou to form the body.   

The link to the video is:  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=chqbQscHKCU 

 
Hook: Mustad C-49s, size 10-18. 
 
Thread: 210 Denier FWN. or Black 6.0. 
 
Body: Thread or Super floss. (Can use many body products including flashabou, etc.) 
 
Bead:   White (glass or metal). 
  
Rib:  Fine Copper Wire. 
 
Coating:  UV Resin. 

 

 

  

Pinch the barb and put the bead on, small hole first.  Then place the hook in the 

vice. 

 

 

 

Start your thread at the bead and get a few wraps on the hook.  Now tie in the 

wire with the end either under the bead or doubled over so it is securely an-

chored.  Then gradually wrap covering the wire and moving to the bend of the 

hook. 

 

 

Wrap the thread around the hook shank forming a tapered body.  Then wrap the 

wire up towards the bead to form the ribs. 

 

 

 

Secure the wire with thread wraps on both sides of the wire and trim.  Whip fin-

ish and cut the thread.  For durability apply the uv resin and cure with the uv light 

or apply clear cement to the fly. 

 
Note: To use an alternate body material, tie in that material right after you tie in 

the wire.  The video explains it fully and is shown on the home page of our website 

as the featured video for this month. 

 



Submissions for publication in the Fly Leaf can be made by contacting the IEFFC at flyleaf.ieffc@gmail.com. Articles should 

be submitted by the last Friday of the month for inclusion in the following months newsletter.  

Northwest Youth Conservation  

and Fishing Academy 

 We are going a different direction with the shirt program as there have been supply, sizing and quality prob-

lems with the old program.  We have lined up someone who will sew the IEFFC patches on whatever item 

you have for a nominal fee.  You can now purchase a shirt of your choosing and then bring it to a meeting.  

The shirt will be given to the seamstress and then brought to the next meeting with the patch sewn on.  If you 

have a patch already the cost is $2.50.  We have patches available and for that service $2.50 goes to purchase 

the patch and $2.50 for the sewing for a total of $5.00.  This service will also include patches for Fly Fisher-

man of the Year and Past President with the patch provided free and only the sewing charge due.  You can 

also have the patches sewn onto your vest or jacket if so desired, as it does not have to be on a shirt. We are 

hoping this will eliminate some of the problems with the previous program. 

IEFFC FISHING SHIRTS 

STAN MILLER PICTURE 

During the transition from Gene Lorenson to Stan Miller as IEFFC artist, the painting usu-

ally presented to the Fly Fisherman of the Year was not given in 2016.  Jerry McBride and 

Jim Athearn corrected that issue at the annual meeting by having Stan Miller paint this 

amazing picture which was presented to Lee Funkhouser. 

Northwest Youth Conservation 
& 

Fly Fishing Academy 
JUNE 23 – JUNE 29, 2019 

 
The Academy is a youth education project of Washington Council of Trout Unlimited and is made possible with the help 

and support of Washington State Council Fly Fishers International. TU Chapters & FFI Clubs. It is held at Gwinwood 

Community Center on Hicks Lake - Lacey, WA. 

ACADEMY FEATURES 
 

Co-educational, ages 12 – 16. 

Curriculum focuses on conservation, natural resource stewardship, and fly fishing essentials. 

Fly fishing classes include fly casting, fly tying, knot tying, reading water, and water safety. 

Morning and evening fly fishing activities on Graham Pond and Deschutes River. 

On-the-water aquatic macro invertebrate sampling activity. 

Career discovery opportunities. 

Faculty and staff include wildlife resource professionals, northwest fly fishing and fly tying professionals and enthu-

siasts, and local fishing club volunteers. 

 

Cost, including food and lodging: $300 

Enrollment fee assistance is available. 

Application period January 1- April 15, 2019 

For additional information: 
Contact one of the following: Mike Clancy  (253)-278-0061 or Jim Brosio   (360) 943-9947 

Or visit our website: www.nwycffa.com 

(application is available by emailing IEFFC at mail.ieffc@gmail.com) 


