THE RECKONING.
“Tell ‘em we’re coming!” said bro Billy.  “Tell ‘em we’re coming and hell’s coming with us!”.  Our deep incursion into the northern Saskatchewan wilderness involved getting four boats and gear into the furthest recesses of a network of waterways where we had heard re[ports that the poor defenseless whitefish were being terrorized by a nasty gang of big pike.  What we didn’t know was that even further down the food chain there was a whole other horror story unfolding.  A population of suckers was also getting the shit kicked out of it daily.  Our coalition of the willing were determined to set things straight.

We did too.  But I have a new found respect for esox, the old ‘slough shark’ that I’ve ignored as fly rod quarry for pretty much my whole life.  And the lake trout were great, too.  These fish were in shallow water, took flies with enthusiasm, and give nothing away to brown trout of the same size as far as ‘game’ qualities are concerned.  They run and pull like stink.  My old RPLXi 990 was hooped to the handle on every laker, and there were lots of them along the drop offs.  The lakers ran to about 6 pounds, and the pike to 15 or 16.  We missed and lost some bigger, but these were big enough. The pike were great sport.  We found them lying in shallow flats and could sight fish them, just like saltwater flats fish.  To see one of these fanged torpedoes begin to move toward your fly was high excitement, for sure.  Just releasing these things was a dicey proposition too. My hands look like I’ve been doing macramé with razor wire.

By the way, I was very impressed with the hooking and holding properties of the Partridge Absolute Pike Hook.  I lost almost no fish on this beautiful hook, and they made releases a lot easier on both me and the fish – especially those that gorged the fly.  The only fish I lost were because of my habit of ‘trout setting’ on the hook up. Once I managed to control that and strip-strike the fish, the hook always went home and stayed stuck. The usual rig Sfor pike in these parts is a big Len Thompson ‘five of diamonds’ spoon with a nasty big treble hook.  Lots of injured and dead fish is the result – and C&R is strictly enforced, so there’s really no excuse for using trebles. 
More on the board later.  Fantastic trip, but I’m completely bagged.
