Date
Location

Time
Mid April
2 days in mid April
Bruneau River, Big Jacks Creek & Weather
Sunny
Little Jacks Creek
Fish Species Searching for Redband Trout
Size Range 6-10”
Fish Caught None
Flies Used
bead head pheasant tail
Comments
There is some amazing scenery in the Owyhee desert canyons but watch out for
Rattlesnakes, Poison Ivy and Tics which are all abundant. Avoid wet roads!

I knew the river would be dark and flowing high but I was going stir crazy and had to get
out into the outdoors to release the effects of the winter doldrums. I figured that fishing
would be a bonus on these trips.
I awoke at 5:00 am planning to get as much in on my day-off as possible. I traveled to
two locations south of Bruneau, ID along the Bruneau River. One was to see the remains
of the Indian Bathtubs and the other was to fish and see the canyon via BLM’s Roberson
Trail West. Directions for both of these locations can be found on BLM’s website:
http://www.blm.gov/id/st/en/fo/bruneau/recreation/hikes/bathtub.html
Later that afternoon I headed to nearby Big Jack’s Creek to try to find some native
Redband trout. They are a wild strain of Rainbow trout and don’t get very big in the
Owyhee Desert where they can be found in several tributaries. Fishing a desert river for
native Redband would be a first for me.
The Owyhee Desert Uplands have many tributaries that drain into three main rivers
before dumping into the Snake River. The Jarbidge, Bruneau and Owyhee Rivers provide
some very scenic canyon lands where only Bighorn Sheep, Antelope and Wild Horses
roam. OK and cows! It is some of the most remote country in the lower 48. These Rivers
including reservoirs produce Bass, Rainbow, Brown, Redband trout, Bull Trout, Speckled
Dace, Shiners, Pikeminnow, Suckers, Sculpin, Chiselmouth, Whitefish, Catfish, Crappie
and a few more surprises I’m sure. There are only a few easy access points so your
options for exploring this region include river rafting, jeep or motorcycle. If it’s not wet!
I started out by hiking to the remains of the
Indian Bathtubs that I had read about. You can
save your time because there is nothing left. The
hot springs have dried up leaving a dry gulch. I
did find a surprise as I hiked down Hot Creek
avoiding the Poison Ivy. In a lower hot spring
close to where it drains into the Bruneau River I
saw what appeared to be tropical fish. I imagine
someone released them wondering if they would
live.

Where Hot Creek flows into the Bruneau

Roberson West trailhead looking down on the Bruneau

I packed my fly rod for the 700’ descent in .62 miles to the floor of the canyon to wet my
fly in the Bruneau River. I started my adventure from the Roberson West trailhead. The
new spring growth hanging on the deep basalt cliffs was a beautiful site as I made my
way down the steep trail. I watched as several Raptors soared overhead including a
Peregrine Falcon.

As I reached the bottom I noticed the dark green water and wondered if I could get a fish
to see my fly. When I say fish I mean fish because I wasn’t sure what kind of fish might
take my fly in these waters. I was presently surprised that the river level wasn’t higher. It
was fishable but murky. I tied on a bead head pheasant tail and tried a few pools and runs
but to no avail.
It soon became apparent that it wasn’t going to be a stroll in the park trying to make my
way up or down the river. The brush was thick and you had to walk through Poison Ivy
and Wild Rose bushes in several places if you wanted to hike the bottom. I just put my
arms in the air and went. As a Boy Scout I learned that if I did get the oil from the leaves
on my skin I could wash within 10 minutes before the oil could bind to my skin and cause
pain. I wasn’t too worried as it was just stems I was walking through this time of year. I
just had to make sure I didn’t touch my clothes and that I washed my clothes as soon as I
got home. I came out of it without a rash but I had some scraped shins from all the brush
and thorns.

Carrying a fly rod became very annoying so I put it back in its case in my pack. I decided
I wasn’t going to fish unless I saw a fish or sign of a fish. I was actually more interested
in exploring the canyon under the current stream conditions. I didn’t pull my fly rod out
for the rest of the day.
I covered just over a mile of river bottom. It is some tiring hiking but well worth the
scenery. I’ll have to try the fishing at a more opportune time!

Bruneau River

Twin Buttes as seen from the drive in

Bruneau River Canyon

That afternoon I tried my luck on Big Jacks Creek. The water was running low and clear
but I didn’t see any sign of fish. The small stream was full of plunge pools that I’m sure
harbored trout from my eyes. I can’t say access to this area is easy but it is doable. I drive
a new small two-wheel drive truck and felt I was on the edge of pushing the limit.
As I arrived to the rim of the canyon, I finally found a way down into the narrow gorge
after several attempts. I didn’t break out the fly rod deciding instead to explore with the
time I had left. I’ll be back!
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The area is nothing short of spectacular and has now become one of the few places I wish
to return time and time again.

Well it didn’t take long because I was back the next week! I decided to explore several
locations and didn’t bring my fly-rod. Big mistake! I explored along the canyon rims of
Big Jacks and Little Jacks Creek. I did venture down into a narrow slot canyon on Little
Jacks Creek and sure enough there were the fish I was looking for. I even saw one rise to
a fly. Not to worry, I’ll be back soon. The roads got worse but the scenery got better as I
drove deeper into the desert.
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