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“Northwest Fishing Guides hold licenses to fish more than 20 rivers, seven lakes and the nearby saltchuck.”
     Clint reeled slowly, trying to get just the right flutter on his spoon while intently peering into the shadows of a northern B.C. lake.  “I’ve got one following,” he whispered, as if a louder voice might scare away the 14-pound coho that was stalking his spoon.  Cosmo and I peered into the dark water, straining to get a glimpse of the fish.  We watched the huge coho follow the spoon almost to the side of the boat before turning away to head back to the boulder garden from whence it came.  Then, the fish turned and locked onto Cosmo’s spoon which was trailing Clint’s by about 10 feet.  Suddenly, the coho turned on the spoon and inhaled it.  We all roared with laughter as Clint good naturedly teased Cosmo about swiping his fish.  It’s easy to laugh when you have landed a dozen big fish, and know you will hook that many more before the day’s over.

     We were fishing a small river that feeds into B.C.’s legendary Nass River.  Our host, Cosmo Zavaglia, owner of Northwest Fishing Guides in Terrace, B.C. had promised us the angling adventure of a lifetime.  So far his promises had all come true.

     For five days, late last fall (1995), Clint and I traveled the Skeena region with Cosmo and his guides.  What we found was a salmon, trout, steelheader’s paradise.  Northwest Fishing Guides hold licenses to fish more than 20 rivers, seven lakes and the nearby saltchuck.  The list of rivers available is truly mind boggling.  Names that stir an angler’s imagination like the Skeena, Copper, Nass, Kitimat and Kalum are joined by others that hint of mystery and adventure to come like the Cranberry, Kasiks, Tseax and Exchamsiks.  All these rivers offer world class angling.  Most offer the ever rarer promise of solitude and unspoiled wilderness setting.

     In our five day tour of the Skeena region, we saw more world class rivers that we ever imagined could be crammed into one small region of the province.  We were escorted to rivers accessible only by shallow-draft jet sleds, and we drove to world class waters within 20 minutes of the lodge.  We heard of rivers only accessible by air or from the saltwater.  The region has so many rivers and so few people the locals take for granted angling the rest of us dream of.  To show you what I’m talking about, let me give you a quick rundown on our five days in Skeena county.

     We arrived via  a small prop airplane flown from Vancouver by Central Mountain Air.  The scenery was breathtaking as we flew over autumn colored hills and crossed rivers devoid of anglers.

     By the time we arrived at the Northwest Fishing Guides’ Lodge near Terrace, only a hour of daylight remained, Cosmo told us we could fish the nearby Kalum River until dark.  He said it had a few lingering coho and some early steelhead.  Cosmo drove us to a spectacular run with in minutes of the lodge.  We were the only anglers in sight.  We saw a huge coho roll but couldn’t  tempt it into striking.  Clint landed what we were to learn was a small Dolly in this part of the world.  It was about 17 inches long.

     Back at the lodge, we admired Cosmos’s many fiberglass reproduction fish mounts that cover almost every wall.  He spends the winter months mounting fish caught by his clients and many others who have heard of his skill.  Dinner, cooked by lodge chef’s Gail and Jackie, was to-die-for.  Our room, one of seven guest suites at the lodge, was large, comfortable and clean.  We knew that the only thing we needed to make this a perfect trip was some fish.  They came soon enough.

On day two, we met Jim Bonner, one of several outstanding guides on Cosmos’s staff.  Jim took us on an hour and a half drive to the Tseax River, which was rumored to be full of big coho.  It was!    The small tributary to the Nass was loaded with coho ranging from 15 to 25-pounds.  Low, clear water had the fish spooked as did the large black bear that kept coming to the river to dine on fresh coho and not so fresh chums.

     For three hours we worked the only deep enough water to hold fish.  Every few minutes we would see a fish squirting through the riffle above us, but we couldn’t tempt any into striking.  Finally, I switched to a number 10 pink Beau Mac jig.  On my second cast my float dipped under.  I set the hook hard and was instantly rewarded with the explosive eruption of an angry 18-pound coho.  This was maybe the largest and finest looking coho I have ever caught.  You will have to take my word for that, because in the excitement I forgot to load my camera with film.  Clint snapped away with my empty camera while I posed with the trophy.  Only after we released the fish did I realize there was no film in the camera.

     For the next half hour I was certain I had these Tseax River coho dialed in.  I hooked two others and a huge chum we estimated at 22-pounds.  Even Clint, who is far from enamored with jigs, was forced to admit that my jigs seems to be the only thing these fish wanted.  Then for reasons we anglers can never fully understand, the jigs quit working.  We left the Tseax with the score four coho hooked, three landed and several huge but ugly chum beached.

     Day three was scheduled for a small river Cosmo has asked that I not name.  We joined guide Pat (Pickle) Marshall for a jet sled ride up what was be the most beautiful river in B.C.  For 10 miles we wound our way upstream through mountain flanks that touched the river on both sides.  Slate gray rock faces confined the river to a narrow slot.  A thousand tiny waterfalls skittered down the rock faces plunging into the small river.

     When we had traveled as far upstream as we could go, Pickle beached the boat and told us to try our luck in a nearby broad tailout.  Within seconds Clint was hooked-up.  His silver spoon was attacked, almost the moment it hit the water, by a huge gay colored coho.  For the next hour and a half we hammered immense coho with an array of spoons and jugs.  Twice we had double headers.

     Eventually, torrential rain put the river out of shape and forced us back to the lodge.  We lost count of hookups and fish landed that day, but we all agreed we beached and released at least 15 coho ranging to 20-pounds.

     Most of day four was spent traveling to one of the northernmost rivers in B.C.  This time our group consisted of Clint, Cosmo, Jim and me.  We arrived with only an hour of daylight left.  We drove to the only place a road crossed the river and were disappointed to see another angler was in the run.  He was a local logger who told us he fished the river regularly, but only where the logging road crossed.  He told us he usually hooked at least six or seven steelhead in an afternoon’s fishing.  As if to prove his point, he hooked a steelhead while we talked to him.

     We quickly rigged our gear and waded to positions as near the logger as good manners allowed.  Within minutes Cosmo hooked a 12-pound steelhead on a fly.  He played the fish expertly and brought it to hand quickly.  Soon after that, my float was violently jerked under.  I set the hook on a monster steelhead that rolled on the surface and came unbuttoned.  As I was babbling about how big my fish was, the logger casually mentioned that he had taken a 22-pounder there yesterday.

     In the hour before dark we hooked two coho, two steelhead, several Dollies and an 18-inch rainbow.  Cosmo told us that tomorrow we would take a jet sled down the river from where it left the lake.  He told us he had never made the entire run from the lake to the logging road, but that he had seen several runs above the road that were literally choked with fish.

     That evening we made a run to Hyder, Alaska for dinner and maybe a few beers, Hyder is undoubtedly one of Alaska’s strangest towns.  It lies a few feet on the Alaska side of the boarder at the end of a dirt road.  Hyder is where B.C. residents go to buy cheap gas, fireworks, alcohol and whatever else may be legal in Alaska but not in B.C.  There is no border guard at the imaginary line separating B.C. and Hyder.  Even though Hyder is in the U.S.A., they use Canadian currency.  Hyder is a real honest-to goodness, anything goes frontier town.

     A local tradition in Hyder is to get Hyderized.  This requires that the inductee drink, in one gulp, a two-ounce shot of 151 proof grain alcohol.  The drinker gets a certificate that tells the world he or she has been Hyderized, but only if the alcohol stays down for at least a half hour.

     We rose a bit late on day five.  Several of us had been Hyderized.  One angler, who shall go unnamed, was Hyderized twice.  Clint was moving slow.  Fortunately, time was of no concern, Cosmo assured us that no one else would be on the river.

     We took the jet boat across a lovely lake, Cosmo told us teemed with trout and Dollies, to the mouth of the river.  We anchored about 50 yards from the outlet and began fishing.  Clint stuck with his silver spoons.,  I kept with my float and jig.  We both hit fish on our first cast, a double header of coho!  These were not chrome fish.  They had been in the lake a week or two.  But they were big, strong fish, and they were a blast to catch.  For the next hour we caught fish after fish.  Coho, rainbow, Dollies and sockeye entertained us in a real  life angler’s dream.  The only thing missing were steelhead.

     We slipped anchor and drifted down to the next run, which provided an instant replay.  The pool was choked with coho, and sockeye, as well as rainbow and Dollies that were waiting for stray eggs.  After a bit it got to be almost too easy.  Almost every cast resulted in a hookup, or at least a strike.  Most of the fish hooked were stale coho, but some were fresh rockets.  The rainbow were beauties ranging from 15 to 18 inches and the Dollies were huge.

     Clint took a Dolly that went a solid 20 inches.  We saw a large Dolly inhale a wounded whitefish that was trashing on the surface.  Cosmo told us he was sure the next run down would hold steelhead.  Clint and I voted to leave our sure thing for promise of a shot at steelhead.

     The next pool featured a huge semicircular tailout that looked to be about two feet deep.  We anchored well above the tailout to avoid spooking any steelhead that might be present.  Clint fired his silver spoon to the far side of the tailout and began sweeping it across the prime holding water.  Before his spoon had traveled 20 feet, a 15-pound steelhead inhaled it.  The chrome fish literally tore up that run.  it catapulted skyward five times, dashed upstream, then down, in a frenzy.  Then it started sulking and shaking its head.  The fish pulled every trick in the steelhead’s play book but to no avail.  Clint expertly worked the fish to the boat where Cosmo unhooked it.  Before I could get my jig down to the tailout, Clint had another fish on.  That tailout was stacked with steelhead!  For the next hour we fished in steelhead paradise.

     Clint and Jim used spoons, which proved far more effective than my jigs in the shallow tailout.  Several times Clint and Jim hooked fish before my jug reached the prime water.  Finally, in frustration, I left my gear in the water after Jim hooked-up.  Sure enough, once my jig reached the sweet spot, the float yanked under.  We had our first double header on steelhead.  We eventually landed both fish, snapped a few quick photos and resumed fishing.

     Before we left that tailout, we hooked 11 steelhead and pair of fat rainbows.  Our largest steelhead we estimated at over 15-pounds.  Clint hooked and lost a fish that was surely over 20.  If that’s not steelhead heaven, it’s as close as most of us will ever get.

     On the long drive home, Cosmo regaled us with stories of the many other fine fishing opportunities in the Terrace region.  He told us that several rivers host excellent runs of winter and spring steelhead beginning in November and continuing through May.  By May he fishes the Kitimat and Skeena rivers for Chinook that average 30-pounds and often exceed 60.  The lodge record is an amazing 83-pounds.  By mid summer anglers have their choice of Chinook, chum (that run as large as 35-pounds), pinks by the millions and sockeye.  Coho arrive in September.  The lodge record coho is an astonishing 27-pounds.  By October coho and steelhead compete for angler’s attention.  The lodge record steelhead is a 32-pound monster that come from the Kalum River.  As if that isn’t enough opportunity, the lodge also offers saltwater packages that target salmon, halibut and lingcod and limits of Dungeness crab.

      In case anyone should doubt the attraction Terrace has for the serious angler, consider this.  My friend, Clint, was so taken with the area he returned home, quit his job and moved to Terrace.  If you plan to visit Northwest Fishing Guides, you just might want to ask for their newest guide--Clint Derlago.

PLANNING A TRIP...
     The hardest part of planning a trip to Terrace is deciding when to go.  If you want huge Chinook plan on May through July.  For sheer number of fish, August might be your best bet.  If giant coho are you goal, try September or October.  Serious steelheaders will want to try November and December or March and April.  Look for Nick Amato and I  there in March of 1996.  If you want a legitimate shot at a 10 fish day  on Chinook averaging 35-pounds, plan to book a trip on the Kitimat River from late May through June.

     Northwest Fishing Guides house guests in a comfortable lodge near the Kalum river.  The lodge is roomy, clean and comfortable.  Their rates are $600 US per full guided fishing day including accommodation and meals.  Call them at (604) 635-2568 (which is also a fax number) Their Internet address is now: www.noelgyger.ca   Send $40 US for a full two hour “seasons highlights” video.

     Getting to Terrace from anywhere in the U.S.A. or lower B.C. requires an airplane.  It’s just too far to drive (15 hours from Vancouver B.C.).  I recommend Central Mountain Air.  They have very fast Beechcraft commuter planes that whisk you to Terrace in less than three hours.  Call them at 1-800-663-3905.
For all the details and more information please contact:

 For more information please contact:

Noel Gyger

Phone: 250-635-2568

E-mail: noel@noelgyger.ca
Website: www.noelgyger.ca 

SIGN UP… to receive his Weekly Fishing Reports via e-mail on his website at www.noelgyger.ca  Just click the yellow box (left side) 

  yder is a real hont-=to-goodness, anything goes frontie
