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	Fishing in Utah
September 12, 2007


I have been doing a lot of thinking about fishing lately.  I can be sitting at my computer and all of a sudden I can see myself up in the mountains sitting on a flat rock next to this quiet little lake.  My hook has been baited with some cheese and cast out into the middle of the lake.  My fishing pole is leaning against a forked stick stuck in the mud next to the shore.  I have a cup of hot coffee in my hand and there is a cooler close by which I’m pretty sure contains cold water and beer.  I’m in no hurry to go any place and truth be known, I’m not in any hurry to catch a fish.  At the moment, I’m more concerned about figuring out the meaning of life.  I’m surely not worried about any work deadlines or the many world problems.  As the sun peeks over the top of the pine trees, I can feel the warmth of its rays as I stand up to stretch my legs and remove my jacket.  It is a beautiful day and I look across the lake just in time to see three deer run across the opening into the trees.  I can just feel my blood pressure going down to its lowest level since high school and I haven’t felt this good for years.  I finally give up trying to solve the meaning of life and come to the conclusion that fishing is the most relaxing and healthy activity known to man.  About this time I hear a knock on my cabinet near my work area and I snap out of my trance and try to look busy as one of my co-workers approaches.  It is time to reenter the rat race! Yes, I now know for sure that retirement is not too far away and going fishing is at the top of my things to do list.

My dad was a hunter, a fisherman, and loved the outdoors.  He used to tell us about how he spent his summer vacations while growing up in Price.  His father was a sheep herder and he would take my dad up to the top of the mountain and drop him off.  He told him to take care of the sheep and he would be back to get him before school started in the fall.  He had a “home-made” single shot twenty-two rifle and a fishing pole and had to use them in order to survive the three months out in the middle of nowhere.  He usually told me this story when I was asking for money and I was starting to worry about spending my next summer vacation on top of some mountain.  My mother also likes to fish so when I was a kid most of our vacations and weekend outings centered around going fishing some place.  One of the first places I can remember catching some big fish was on the ponds near Loa.  Loa is located in South Central Utah and is a great place for fishing and sightseeing.  In addition to those fish filled ponds, you can fish on the Fremont River and Fish Lake.  Loa is also close to Glen Canyon and the many scenic National Parks in Southern Utah.  

As a rule, I don’t like to eat fish much but trout fried the way my mother does it is very good.  She would skin the fish and take out all bones and then put fish in flour and then fry it.  I guess I got spoiled since that's the only way I like to eat fish.
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	Mom and Dad


Later, my dad purchased a boat motor.  We never did own a boat but you could take your motor to one of the many lakes and rent a boat and just attach your motor.  We found that you could catch more and bigger fish out in the middle of the lake as to fishing from the shore.  Three of the lakes we used to go boat fishing were Deer Creek, Strawberry, and Scofield Reservoirs.  We had a good time and caught a lot of fish but there were some scary moments out there on those lakes.  Occasionally, storms would come up suddenly causing waves large enough to capsize the boat.  Then there were the times the motor quit working and I had to row the boat back to the harbor.
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	Deer Creek
	Strawberry
	Scofield


The closest fishing spot to our house in Pleasant Grove was the Waste Ditch.  I know that it doesn’t sound like a great fishing spot but it is actually a small creek that runs from the west side of town all the way to Utah Lake.  When the Mormons settled in Utah and established all these small towns, they setup this complex irrigation ditch system where each property in town has access to the water that come down from the mountains.  Every spring my dad would send me out to clear and dig the ditches above our property so the water could get to the garden.  I hated that job!!  Whenever it was our water turn (day or night), we would set the head gates to direct the water to our place and then make sure the water reached the end of each furrow and that the pasture got soaked.  Eventually all this irrigation water found its way into the waste ditch.  It had water in it year around and was planted with a lot of Rainbow and Brown Trout.  I could put a few night crawlers in a can and walk down to the ditch from our house and it seemed like I would always catch a fish or two.
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When my friends (Lew and Benny) and I got old enough to drive a car, the opening day of fishing season become a very important day in our lives.  We would spend weeks planning where to go and preparing for the two or three day camping trip.  The fishing part was important but the camping part was the fun part where we would sit by the fire, play cards, tell stories, and drink a few cold beverages.  We had tents and sleeping bags and never did have any problems with the wild animals up there in the mountains.  Sleeping in a tent next to a running stream is good for the soul.  
After moving to Hawaii and getting married, I really looked forward to my trips back to Utah and doing some fishing.  In Hawaii, I would go deep sea fishing every once in awhile and this was fun but I could not afford to do it on a regular basis.  I did catch one marlin and several mahimahi over the years.  Once I started taking my family to Utah, the place where we caught the most fish was a small lake up Fairfield Canyon called Gooseberry.  You could park your car or camper right next to the Lake and everybody caught a lot of fish.  My dad would always give a silver dollar to the person catching the first fish and I can’t ever remember winning one.  Whenever you got tired of fishing you could go hiking or just sit around, eat, visit, and watch the little prairie dogs play.  It was good fun.  
I’m trying to remember some of the places where I went fishing in Utah and here is the list I come up with:
	Lakes/Ponds
	Reservoirs
	Rivers/Creeks

	Bear Lake

Electric Lake

Fish Lake

Flaming Gorge Lake

Lake Powell

Loa Ponds

Mirror Lake

Moon Lake

Payson Lake

Silver Lake

Utah Lake
	Deer Creek 

Gooseberry 

Gunnison
Scofield 
Starvation 

Strawberry 

Willard Bay

Tibble Fork
	American Fork River

Bear River
Currant Creek

Fremont River

Green River

Hobble Creek

Provo River

Stinking Springs

Waste Ditch

Weber River


	My Biggest Fish
	A Little Fishing Humor
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	OLD FISHERMEN never die, their rods just go limp.
OLD FISHERMEN never die, they just get reel tired.
OLD FISHERMEN never die, they just smell that way.
A bad day of fishing is still better than a good day at the office!

Fishing isn't a matter of life and death.... It's much more important.

Give a man a fish and he will eat for a day...

Teach a man to fish and he will sit in a boat and drink beer all day...


I better rap this column up so I can get back to filling out my retirement papers and dreaming about my next fishing trip.
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