On Saturday Dec. 11, I went on a blast and cast with Karl (friend and co-worker) and
Carl (Karl’s friend that is a fish biologist) and both of their dogs. The plan was to head up
in the hills north of Mountain Home to hunt for Hungarian Partridge and then head over
to the South Fork of the Boise to hunt for Chukar and fish for a Bull Trout that Carl was
trying to catch. Carl was trying to gather data on a fish that he had recently inserted a
transmitter into for his work.
We arrived at the hunting
spot north of Mountain Home
and everything was going
great until Karl had to say
those famous words “I’ve
never been here and not seen
a bird”. I instantly thought of
the curse that surrounds me
when I’ve heard those words
going Salmon or Steelhead
fishing. I told Karl that he
had just cursed us and sure
enough it ended up being a
long nature walk around the
hill. After we had walked a
ways, Karl told me that there
wasn’t enough snow to drive
the birds down onto these
south-facing slopes. I knew
he was right but continued to
tell him of the curse and the
Z and zoe
many fishing trips I had been
on for Steelhead the previous
year and to no avail.
After walking further, and with no luck, the conversation digressed as it usually does as
you get lulled into that frame of mind due to lack of action. Keep in mind that I was
having a great time watching the dogs and feeling good about getting some exercise and
just being out in nature. Karl suddenly pops off “Hey Carl, I think Jason is almost as bad
a shot as you are”. Now I realize that trying to hit a swift, fast, small, always eager to fly
out of range Chukar makes me look bad and its harder than hitting a duck or pheasant
like I grew up hunting. Once Carl was through telling me of the pheasant he missed off
the end of his barrel the last time they went hunting, which is what spurred the comment,
I reminded him of the first time I shot a Chukar, which was with him on a hunt last year. I
replied with a chuckle, “How many Chukar fell as the smoke cleared when I shot my first
Chukar”? I reminded him that three fell as I heard him yell, “Can you say lucky”. Yeah!
Yeah! I replied. It was definitely time to hit the next ridge.

The first hunting spot north of Mountain Home

We then headed to some higher elevation to get into the snow. Karl took us to a spot that
he had successfully hunted and it ended up being a perfect south-facing slope open to
new shoots of green grasses surrounded by snow and perfect bird habitat. We walked
across the hill for a while with the dogs and I felt the urge to get even and say “Hey Karl,
where’s the Huns”, knowing that there was plenty of snow surrounding the hill. He
replied with a Ha! Ha! We wondered where they could be and just decided to head over
the hill and try to catch that Bull trout. I did get to see a Snowshoe Hare in this area,
which I had never seen before.
We followed Carl to a spot not far down river from Anderson Ranch Dam. He pulled out
his telemetry equipment and held the antenna out his window as we drove down river
waiting for the signal to let us know when we had found the fish. It didn’t take long to
find it. Carl mentioned that it had moved a little ways up river since the last time he
tracked it. Carl pointed to the general vicinity to where he thought the fish would be and
we began casting away. Karl and I were using big bright streamers and Carl was using a
lure on his bait-cast reel. We fished for a while and Carl would check to see if the fish
had moved. We tried this for a couple of hours and had no luck catching the Bull Trout.
It’s too bad because I wanted to see the data collection process and besides that, I have
never seen a Bull Trout.

Trying to catch a Bull Trout with a radio transmitter on the South Fork Boise River

Karl and I decided to move down river and do a little more fly-fishing with the few hours
of daylight that we had left. We both fished for a while and Karl then decided to go hike a
nearby ridge for Chukar. I stayed to try and hook into one of the large South Fork Bows. I
was fishing a Stonefly Nymph and Gold Ribbed Hares Ear. I ended up hooking into four
fish but only landed one large Whitefish. It was overcast and there was actually a small
hatch of mayflies but I didn’t see any fish rising so I didn’t try a dry fly. When we were
trying to catch the Bull Trout, there were fish rising to a hatch but I was targeting the Bull
Trout and didn’t attempt trying to catch the rising fish. It’s amazing to see rising fish
when you see snow on the riverbank. There were a half-dozen vehicles parked along the
river. The river was packed when I came up here in the spring.
I’ve heard winter nymph fishing can be great on the South Fork on blustery winter days.
You not only have the river to yourself, but the fish aren’t as pressured and you can
occasionally fish dries as I could have done earlier in the day. We didn’t come home with
any birds and only landed one fish but it was still a nice day to get out in December and
keep the cabin fever from setting in.

