RUNOFF
Well, I’ve been sitting on my hands for a week now.  Can’t go trout fishing because the rivers are all out.  I mean by that, I can’t fish the rivers because the Rocky Mountain snow pack is running off. The rivers are over their banks and look like caramel pudding. This is more than a little frustrating because some of the finest trout streams anywhere are within a couple hours of here.  Bro Johnny and I will run out to a lake west of here to try out his new pontoon boat tomorrow.  It’s a nice little lake, with  lakers, pike, and of particular interest to us, brownies.  In fact, it’s a bit of a trophy brown trout lake.  These fish are hard to get, but I remember seeing some rise to a caddis hatch many years ago – real lunkers too.   Johnny’s all excited about his new boat, and he’s spent the last month rigging it up.  It’s a fishin’ machine, for sure. Soon as the Bow clears enough for streamers we’ll float it.  I’ve got until 1 July, so if my lucks holds, we’ll get a float or two before I leave.  Meanwhile we’ll poke around these local lakes, and see what’s happening.  Maybe there’s a surprise just waiting for us.
