
Jim's Big Slam, August 2015

The report said, “The Grayling were feeding on 
the surface at Joe Wright,” which was the not the 
case for me the previous week. These fish 
disappear to the fly fisher as soon as the lake 
begins to drop, so I saw this as the last chance this
season. I would go for it, not only that, but go for 
a five fish slam, Rainbow, Brown, Brook, 
Cutthroat, and Grayling.

In the Cameron Pass region, the Grayling and 
Cutthroat are the key fish. Knowing this, I was on
the water at Joe Wright by 7:30AM. It was dead 
calm. There were no fishing rising, and I couldn't 
bring one up. Fishing up the inlet creek looked 
like a good idea. Again I drew a blank, no sign of 
a fish present, until I came across a large pool. If 
there was a fish, it would be there. The second 
cast stripping a Hare's Ear and Pheasant Tail 
produced a strike and a “What the heck is that?” I 
had caught a Tiger Trout – the first I had ever 
seen.

A local unnamed fly shop manager looking at the 
pictures observed, “You are wearing fleece in the 
first picture. What is that all about?” I replied, 
perhaps in your experience you don't realize that 
it is chilly in the mountains at 10,000 ft elevation 
at 7:30 AM, which requires leaving the house at 
5:15 AM, and getting up some appropriate 
amount of time before that. Early birds get the 
worms, which I didn't use to catch fish, but I did 
see the birds, not to mention deer, sheep, and 
moose. Damn near hit a deer, way too close. For 
you, young lady, who might experience lingering 
doubt, note the scab on my wrist in all six 
pictures. 

Moving on, I gave up on Grayling and headed to 
Long Draw. It almost always produces Cutthroat 
for me. A Royal Wolff and Goddard Caddis still 
hung on the line, and quickly produced a strike, 
which I missed, just like I missed the next four.

Fishing with a purpose like getting a slam 
changes your perspective. You think, “I can't be 
tempting fate. What if that was my last strike?” It 
raises the intensity on the stream as you approach 
a pocket thinking, “I have to do this right. It may 
be the only chance.” Ah, but the release of tension
a landed fish brings when you know you can relax
for a while.

The fifth strike did hook up on the Wolff and put 
a fish in hand. Turned out to be the last strike on 
Long Draw, but I could check off the Cutthroat. 
Brook Trout were not far off.

Corral Creek is a classic Bookie stream with 
pocket water and meandering meadow oxbows. It 
seemed to me that if your get a Brookie, you 
ought to get at least twenty for it to count. I could 
always degrade my aspirations later if need be. 
Corral didn't let me down. I lost count at fifteen, 
but landed many after that. Check off the Brook 
Trout.

There was one more self imposed rule, no 
targeting stocked fish. This ruled out Trap Lake 
for Bows. I had heard that it had been stocked in 
the last week. But, there is a small stream in the 
area that holds Rainbow even though it looks like 
Brookie water. It remains unnamed.



After a lunch and some miles on the truck I 
approached the stream with my Cupboard Ant 
pattern. A fish lying in the current caught my eye, 
and the second flip, couldn't call it a cast, put the 
fly in its line of sight. How cool is it to watch the 
show deliberate rise to the surface, mouth opened 
to let the fly in, and descent downward? Check 
off the Rainbow, and let's catch a few more before
leaving. Two, three, well look at that, it's a 
Cutthroat, and I believe a Greenback – much 
prettier than the Long Draw Cutt. Two or three 
more of each and it was time to go.

Early afternoon left plenty of time to try for a 
Grayling again, and still get a Brown in the 
Poudre. A little warming of the surface water 
woke up the fish or the insect, but there was 
something about lakes that day. I bagged a 
Grayling on the sixth strike after missing the first 
five. This time it was the Goddard that hooked the
fish. Check off the Grayling and the 
accompanying anxiety of missed strikes. Another 
thirty minutes only produced one more missed hit.

At that point I was on such a roll that I had time 
to try new water, and maybe get a Brown. Joe 

Wright Creek flows out of the reservoir, and 
under the highway before it reaches Chambers 
Lake. I gave it a try upstream from the road. It is a
slippery stream to wade, and has few fish, but the 
ones that I did get were nice size Rainbows with 
little color to show. I will keep it on the to-be-
fished list.

The Poudre was running higher than I expect this 
time of year, but the fish are still there, in the 
pockets and close to the bank. It didn't take long 
to check off the Brown.

A cowboy once said, “It's not bragging if you can 
do it.” In my case it's bragging. I may never catch 
another Tiger Trout, and I can't always assure the 
Grayling, but I believe I can do the Brown, 
Brook, Bow, and Cutt.


