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NAT GREENE CALENDAR 

MEETINGS & EVENTS 

July 12, 2011 -  Summer Recess; no meeting 

August 9, 2011 -  Summer Recess; no meeting 

September 13, 2011 -  Welcome back!  Annual End of Summer Get-Together at the gazebo/dock 
at The Guilford Wildlife Club at Lake Jeannette at 5026 Bass Chapel Rd, Greensboro, NC 27455. 
Food and drink will be provided. All are welcome. 6:30pm (directions) 

Membership: Everyone accepted       Dues: None!       Door Prizes at every meeting! 
  
==================================================== 
  
  

A Quick Trip to the Great Smoky Mountains National 
Park 
by Jim Brady  
  
This spring has been a difficult time for me at work. As soon as I wrapped up a recent 
project, I headed for the mountains. Listening to Ian and Charity Rutter at our March 
banquet made me think about returning to the Great Smoky Mountains National Park so I 
pointed the car west and switched on the cruise control. I established my base in 
Smokemont campground.  
  
As soon as my sleeping quarters were satisfactory, I jumped in the car to search out a spot 
to try along the Oconaluftee River, which parallels Rte 441. I found a long, shaded pool 
and donned my gear. I tied on a #12 yellow-bodied Adams, a pattern I discovered during 
my stint at Pennsylvania. It’s just like a regular Adams except the body is a pale yellow 
in lieu of the usual muskrat gray. It covers all kinds of hatches like Sulphurs, Light 
Cahills and March browns, all of which have bodies with creamy yellow undersides. 
With several kinds of light colored insects in evidence it seemed like a good choice. On 
my second drift I hooked a nice brown about ten inches long. Then I lost the fly in 
another good fish, my clinch knot having come undone. I had several more takes 
prospecting the pool until the calm water ended in some rather deep, rough pocket water. 
That was nymphing water for sure, not for dries.  
  
Despite some careful planning, I ate a cold dinner that night. I made red beans and rice at 
home before I left and packed everything in ziploc bags. All I had to do was heat up 
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dinner over the gas stove. Unfortunately, the tiny o-ring that seals the connection between 
the gas tank and the stove had rotted and fallen off. But I was hungry and thought I would 
try it anyway. Wrong. I clicked the lighter to ignite the gas at the burner and bright 
yellow flames shot out of every opening of the stove including the handle. Apparently I 
really needed that little sucker. At least I was able to shut off the gas without a grand 
detonation. The next day I found a hardware store down the road in Whittier (the sole 
hardware store in Cherokee closed three years ago). The o-ring cost twenty-seven cents.  
  
The next day I went over to Straight Fork, at the end of a winding road through the Big 
Cove region of the reservation. Since this is primarily pocket water, I rigged three flies 
for nymphing. I tied a number eight yellow stonefly nymph to end of the tippet. To the 
eye of the big fly, I added a foot-long trailer tipped with a beadhead pheasant tail. Finally, 
I tied a Royal Coachman wet fly as a dropper about twenty inches above the stonefly. 
This rig allowed me to search several depths on a single cast. The most useful technique 
was using the tuck cast without a strike indicator. I began to pick up small browns and 
rainbows. The fish showed distinct preferences for certain flies. The rainbows liked the 
pheasant tail and the Coachman whereas the browns almost always ate the stonefly. I 
worked the stream from the side opposite the road, drifting the flies through any likely 
water. I cast to a small, dark pocket against the roadside rock wall and something 
slammed into one of my flies. It turned out to be a twelve inch brown that put quite a 
bend in my rod before I removed the stonefly from its mouth. This was my largest fish 
ever from this stream.  
  
I had an unusual experience later that day. I went to a fly shop called the River’s Edge, on 
441 southwest of the center of Cherokee. I struck up a conversation with the shop owner, 
who noted I wore a Nat Greene Flyfisher’s hat. He said he used to belong to Nat Greene 
and introduced himself as Joe Street. I said that name was familiar and introduced myself. 
He replied he recognized my name as well. Then his expression brightened and he said I 
taught him to tie his first fly in 1989. I did serve as an instructor in a beginning tying 
course during the early part of 1989, in Paul Salazar’s outbuilding in Pleasant Garden. 
But I couldn’t conjure up a memory of Joe that long ago. The person I recall the most 
from that class is of course my wife Molly, because that is where we met.  
  
Having honed my skills at close-in nymphing without an indicator, I finished out the day 
in heavy pocket water on the ‘Luftee. Except for the low hanging tree branches, which 
seemingly had not been fed any flies over the winter, I did well. I caught several nice 
rainbows after adding enough shot to get the flies down. I worked my way upstream to 
some deep pockets above the bridge at the entrance to Smokemont where I finally caught 
a double of these beautiful wild fish with the rainbow eating the pheasant tail; the brown 
took the stonefly. Overall the rainbows preferred the wet fly over the pheasant tail about 
two to one.  
  
I spent a hot afternoon exploring Bradley Fork above the campground. The temperature 
soared into the low 80’s. Hiking in waders in such heat was not the way to have a good 
time. I walked about twenty minutes before looking for somewhere to begin. The water 
was low and yielded only two fish, one of which was smaller than the Woolly Bugger 



stuck to my fly patch. I trudged back to the car and stripped to hiking shorts and a tee 
shirt. While I enjoyed a cold drink, I noticed the sky was becoming refreshingly dark and 
the air suddenly chilled. I couldn’t waste the moment so I jumped back into my waders 
and headed for the water just downhill from where I parked the car. I didn’t wear my vest 
and decided this brief outing was a personal “one fly” contest: when I lost the fly, a 
yellow bodied Adams, my fishing was done. I proceeded to cover a pool below a set of 
culverts from bottom to top. I finally began exploring some shaded water along the far 
bank when I missed a good rise. It was raining now but I hardly noticed. Several casts 
later I saw a large fish turn and inhale the fly. It ran around the pool but had little chance 
against a 4X tippet. I beached the brown and taped it at 14.5 inches. This was the largest 
trout of any species I have ever caught in the Park. It had large, sharp teeth that shredded 
my left thumb as I tried to remove the fly. We were both bloodied by the encounter.  
  
A few hours of my last morning was spent back on Straight Fork with poor results. I 
decided to fish casually in some of the beautiful pools along the road. I had a whopping 
total of three takes, all of which I missed. These pools are so inviting they must get a lot 
of pressure, including from those who ignore park policy by using live bait (all fishing is 
with single hook artificials). In one pool I retrieved a white and red float clipped to heavy 
mono with a size six bait hook. Garden hackle, anyone?  
  
Whenever I think about fishing in the park, I always bear in mind that it’s not the size of 
the fish that mark a successful trip. It’s the sheer natural beauty of the place. I look 
forward to being enveloped by the magnificent solitude of the huge trees, moss-covered 
rocks and streams in near-pristine condition. On this trip I was entranced by literal clouds 
of black and yellow swallowtail butterflies. Hundreds of individuals fluttered about 
conducting their lepidopteran business. I have no idea why there were such large 
concentrations of these animals but I saw them in many places. Their bright colors almost 
fluoresced against the background of forest greens. Some of the blacks exhibited a 
behavior new to me by dining on horse dung. I’m aware of butterflies drinking from 
puddles of rainwater, this enables them to uptake minerals dissolved in the water. While 
they must be some deriving some nutritive benefit from the dung, whatever it is appears 
to be, well, a pretty shitty proposition. Just another unsolved mystery of the insect world.  
  
Although the temperature was unseasonably hot, this trip was my most successful venture 
to the park. I have read and re-read Ian Rutter’s book on fishing in the park and 
concluded his book was written from experience. He suggests wearing clothing to blend 
in and making short, accurate casts. He also prefers fishing pocket water where the fish 
are much less difficult than those picking flies off the surface of glass-smooth pools. The 
only claim he made that I could not verify (and I think he is correct based on experience 
elsewhere) is catching larger fish is easier under high, off-color water. Murky water 
decreases light penetration and makes the bigger fish less hesitant about actively feeding 
during the day. That is one scenario I look forward to researching. In the meantime, I can 
say fishing in the park before the summer season was good to excellent. I had my choice 
of campsites and traffic was minimal. Even better, there were few other fishermen to 
compete with. Most fishermen were on the reservation fee water. They can have it. My 



rewards come from the ambience of the park and holding gorgeous, stream-bred fish in 
my hand. Touching the natural world creates memories I enjoy again and again. 
  
==================================================== 
  

Swain County angler earns spot on U.S. Fly-Fishing 
Team 
www.USNFFC.com 
  
CHEROKEE — Western North Carolina produced a winner at the U.S. National Fly-
Fishing Championships last weekend, which were based in Cherokee, the first time the 
championships were held in the Southeast.  
  
The top 15 out of 60 anglers from across the country won a spot on the U.S. National Fly 
Fishing Team. Lance Egan, of Lehi, Utah, was the gold-medal winner in the three-day 
tournament, which took place on various rivers. Devin Olsen, of Idaho Falls, Idaho, won 
silver and Norman Maktima, of Pecos, N.M., took bronze.  
  
Chris Lee, of Bryson City, also earned a spot on the U.S. Team, a first for this Swain 
County native. He and the rest of the team will represent the United States at the World 
Championships in Italy this August.  
  
For more on the competition, visit www.USNFFC.com. 
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