DATELINE: SUDAN

Subscriber Report
A Multi-Species Trip with
a Focus on Triggers

Editor Note: As of late, subscriber Brian
Griffith has become our trusted reporter

on all things Africa. This month he has
provided us with a great report on flats
fishing in the Red Sea for a myriad of
species, including triggerfish and trevally.
Thanks for the report, Brian!
have a little game I play in fly fishing,
to see how many species I can catch
on a fly pattern that I have come up
with. When I was in Lesotho in February
of 2018, Tourette’s fishing guides were
aware of this obsession and suggested I
try the Nubian Flats in the Red Sea off the
coast of Sudan. They assured me I would
be able to add eight to ten species on it
and that it was a world-class triggerfish
destination, so I decided to give it a try. I
am happy to report that it was a great idea
and I am extremely glad I listened to their
advice.
The trip got off to a weird sort of start
when 10 days prior to my departure the
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long-reigning president of Sudan abruptly
resigned and was immediately arrested as
the military took control of the country.
Borders and airspace above Sudan were
closed for 24 hours. Not wanting to fly
into the middle of a military coup or a
civil war, I had a few sleepless nights until
Rob Scott and Keith Clover assured me
that the first group to fish after the coup
got into the country and more importantly
the departing group got out without
incident. They kept us all well informed
about the situation on the ground, so
I flew off to Dubai without too many
reservations.
I generally like to have an extra day
before setting off on the actual fishing
trip, and a day in Dubai is easy to take.
I chose to fish the afternoon with Ocean
Active Fishing owned by Nick Bowles.
They are the only fly-fishing outfitters
in Dubai, and the primary quarry is
queenfish. The afternoon was a little
slow, but we did catch fish using a teaser
and chasing birds in their skiff. The
skipper and mate spoke excellent English
(although heavily accented) and were
good company. Fly rods and reels, as well
as flies, are supplied. The weather was
beautiful and fishing in front of the Dubai
skyline is a bit surreal. It’s an excellent
way to brush off the jet lag and get ready
for a week of flats fishing. I will definitely
use them again when in Dubai. (They can
be reached at https://oceanactivefly.com.)
On Monday morning, I got to the
airport and we had a smooth two-hour
flight to Port Sudan. We were met there
by one of Tourette’s agents on the ground,
who whisked us through customs and
immigration. It was a bit unsettling to
hand over our passports to a stranger and
not get them back for a week, but it is
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necessary to get the actual visa placed
inside. Tourette did all the preliminary
paperwork, and we were advised this
would happen, so it wasn’t a surprise. We
all got our bags and loaded up on a funky
little bus that made its way through the
actual city—a chaotic blend of African
and Arabic cultures. It’s a busy, noisy
place that held little appeal for me, but
might be something of interest to some
travelers.
The bus ride takes the coastal road
north for about four hours through the
bleakest, driest landscape I have ever
seen. Sand drifts across the road, and
camels are a common sight. This is the
Nubian Desert. The place looks like
Mars; it is stunning in its emptiness. We
eventually arrived at the sad little fishing
village of Mohammed Col, where our
home for the next week, the My Scuba
Libre, was anchored.
We transferred all our gear to the
converted dive boat and settled into our
bunks. The Scuba Libre is a 60-foot
catamaran that sleeps six anglers, three
guides, plus a Sudanese crew of five. It’s
not the most modern boat I’ve ever been
on, but it was comfortable, and as long as
everyone gets along, it’s perfectly suited
for its task. We were introduced to the
owner, Federico, or Feddie (from Italy);
Tourette’s guide Brent Poultney (from
South Africa); and Cedric GalarneauBerube (from Quebec), who works for
Feddie’s company Wild Seas Expeditions.
We had dinner after a brief orientation and
got to know each other a bit better, then
we were off for a good night’s sleep.
The mornings are leisurely.
Generally, the boat’s engine starts up
between 5:30 and 6:00, which is an
effective alarm clock. The two cabins for
three anglers each have a bathroom with
a shower, sink, and toilet. This is living
on a boat, so spaces are a bit cramped, but
no one seemed to have much of an issue.
Breakfast is at 7:30.
On the first day, we all got our gear
sorted out and rods strung up immediately
after breakfast while the boat moved to its
next anchorage. By 8:30 we were in one
of the two 25-foot tender boats (powered
by 40 hp Yamaha engines) that get towed
behind the mothership, and we headed out
June 2019

to the flats.
On the first morning, we were to
fish the flats surrounding an island, a
15-minute ride from the Scuba Libre. My
partner for the week, Tom Camp, and I
went with Brent to our area and almost
immediately started seeing triggerfish.
It wasn’t long before I had one in my
sights. I made a decent cast, the triggerfish
promptly moved to follow the fly and
soon took it and began its run. A few
moments later I had my first yellow
margin triggerfish in hand and thought,
“This isn’t so tough.” I found out that’s
something you just cannot afford to say
with regard to triggers.
The water is absolutely gin clear
(the Red Sea is a world-class scuba
destination) and the wading on these flats
is generally pretty easy. It seemed for
most of the week, that we were wading
in knee-deep water and once you got
the hang of spotting the fish (often times
tailing) it was not too much of a problem
to get into casting range. The winds were
not terrible, and actually the days it tailed
off the triggers got even spookier. The
flats here are immense. There were three
groups of anglers, and the only time we
saw anyone else was at lunchtime.
That morning, I landed three triggers
and lost another—all yellow margins—
and had a good-sized bluefin trevally
take my fly and straighten the hook. Tom
missed a yellow margin, and we both
thought we were in for a great week of
catching fish. After lunch, we continued
stalking triggers. Tom got two, but they
were definitely a bit spookier and not
nearly as aggressive. When we got back
to the ship we discovered the other groups
were not as successful as we were, and
no triggers were netted among the four of
them.
The following day, the triggers were
definitely off. We saw fish but even with
a great cast they generally ignored our
crab patterns or took off when we made
so much as a step toward them. We were
walking along some low cliffs, which
gave us a little better visibility, but there
just were not a lot of fish within range. We
tried a flat later in the morning and one
trigger broke Tom off, but they were still
not being very cooperative. I caught a few
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small fish of assorted species.
After lunch, Tom continued looking
for triggers, but I went out to the coral
heads and fished for small reef fish with
my fly and had an absolute blast. I only
had a 9-weight (plus the 12 you always
carry in case of a GT), so I was a little
over-weighted—a 6-weight would have
been perfect, but I still probably landed
100–125 fish of assorted species.
At dinner, I found that two of the four
fishermen got one trigger each and it was
the same story. Very spooky fish, a few
follows but just no aggression. These fish
are really difficult to figure out. As Brent
said, “No one figures triggers out and no
one ever waxes these fish day in and day
out.” We were beginning to believe him!
The third day, the fish were a bit
more on and I was able to catch both a
yellow margin and a titan triggerfish and
Tom had two come off close to the net.
After lunch, we walked the flats a bit
more but then decided to try teasing at the
reef’s edge. We were with Feddie that day
(the guides rotate daily), and he explained
how it worked. The idea is to stand on the
reef before it deepens up, cast the teaser
out a long way, and when it’s in range
cast your 12-weight to intercept it. Sounds
simple—except for the three- to five-foot
waves crashing into your chest as you try
to make a cast and then strip as fast as you
can, often on shaky footing.
On the first tease, a GT that was
well over a meter long came surfing in
on a wave not 15 feet in front of us. I
was absolutely awestruck, as the fish was
in the wave and at eye level. The fish
didn’t take but on the following tease, I
did get a hookup, and the fish promptly
straightened a Tiemco SP 600 6/0 hook.

That sounds improbable, but here you
fish with your drag locked down as tight
as you can get it and a leader of straight
150-pound fluoro to try to keep the fish
from going over the drop-off and breaking
you off (often with the fly line in tow).
Tom landed a three-foot barracuda with
this method, and I caught an orange
spotted trevally. We had multiple bluefin
trevally follow the fly, but none were
willing to commit. This was an absolute
adrenaline rush! You can only do this
for an hour or two at a time, as it is a
physically demanding style of fishing,
but seeing that many fish that close all
lit up
from

excitement is not something easily
forgotten.
On the boat ride home, we would
often troll (for dinner) and that night we
lost a kingfish and a 60-pound blackfin
tuna right at the boat. Just another average
day on the Red Sea.
The rest of the week followed much
the same pattern with varying degrees
of success. I was dead set on catching a
decent bluefin trevally and on the nextto-last afternoon while teasing I got a
15-pound bluefin. This was caught teasing
on the reef edge and the take happened 10
feet in front of my rod tip. It was electric
blue and despite a locked drag it still
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managed to take 10 yards of line off my
Tibor reel. I’ve caught a lot of 15-pound
fish in my life but have never felt such
power from a fish of that size. After lots of
photos, we released it and both Cedric and
I screamed like kids on a roller coaster. It
was the fish of the trip for me. One of the
more memorable things to happen while
teasing happened on day four, when Tom
hooked a four-foot-long barracuda that
jumped 15 feet in front of me. When it
hit the water two immense GTs came
up in the surf and just smoked it. They
literally bit the fish in half! That’s just not
something you see every day.
The last day I focused on finding
GT’s but had no luck, although I did have
a four- to five-foot blacktip shark follow
my fly on the flats until it got so close
that both the shark and I got nervous. I
finished my week fishing for reef fish with
my fly (I used it all week and caught all
but one fish on it) and ended up the trip
with 17 new species, bringing my total to
68. That far surpassed any goal I had in
mind. I honestly believe if I concentrated
on the inside and outside edges of the
reef I could have added a lot more. The
Australian angler, Jack, did land a GT of
95 cm that afternoon.
I have fished flats a number of times
and can say I’ve never been a huge fan of
flats fishing (they all look alike to me), but
this place was different. You won’t catch
a hundred fish unless your fishing for
little reef fish, but the water is beautiful,
the corals colorful, and the fishing is truly
riveting. Catching these triggerfish is
rewarding beyond belief. A friend of mine
who used to guide there always said that
you develop a personal relationship with
every trigger you fish to. He was right.

Stalking, and sight casting to large wild brown trout in crystal clear waters •
Award winning luxury lodge surrounded by 3 National parks and dozens of
rivers & streams • Heli-fishing into remote pristine wilderness a specialty.

See Angling Report Dec 2010 Vol 23 no.12 or send for our free DVD • info@stoneflylodge.co.nz • www.stoneflylodge.co.nz
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The food on the boat is good
although not fancy—kind of an ItalianSudanese fusion served family style. It
was a little heavy on starchy foods. There
is always at least two meat/fish dishes. We
had lobster twice, fresh fish a couple of
times, and the chicken was as good as I’ve
ever had. No one went hungry here.
The crew is friendly and they could
not have been more helpful, although
their English is very limited. Because
both Tourette and Wild Seas Expeditions
book trips on the My Scuba Libre,
there’s a wonderful international mix
of clients. We had a diverse group of
anglers—two Americans, a father/son
pair of Ukrainians, a South African, and
an Australian. Evenings in the salon were
fun, and the conversations interesting.
The season on the Nubian flats
begins in early March and continues until
mid- to late May. March is cooler but

windier. The temperatures often reach
above 100°F as the season progresses
(we were quite lucky and it never got
above 85). According to Feddie, who has
been doing this for seven years, he sees
little change with varying moon phases
and the tides in the Red Sea are minimal
(6–12 inches), so they really have little
impact. The big determinant is the wind
and its direction: too little and the triggers
are incredibly spooky, too much and the
visibility suffers and casting becomes
an issue. A north wind is favorable, a
southerly not as good. The seas were
generally not too rough, and no one felt
any significant seasickness. Nighttime
anchorages are generally in the lee of
islands and for two nights we stayed
inside a large lagoon that was as quiet as
a pond.
As I stated earlier, the boat is not
fancy. If you are looking for elegance,

DATELINE: GALAPAGOS

h a t s e r e n d i p i t y ! Yo u
announce a contest for
“best fishing report” just
a couple of days before I took my
20-year-old son, Wylie, on a five-day
mission to what is undoubtedly the
best “undiscovered” spot for the largest
Pacific blue marlin on the planet. But
I’m getting a bit ahead of myself.
Background and Introduction
to the Galapagos
The story begins about three or four
years ago at the Fort Lauderdale Boat
Show. There, I met Braden Escobar, a
charismatic pioneer of the incredible
Galapagos Islands, nearly 600 miles due
west off the coast of Ecuador. Straddling
the equator, this string of islands is
one of the world’s most treasured
biodiversity zones, subject to stringent
conservation laws and regulations.
Ninety-seven percent of the land
mass and 100 percent of the surrounding
waters today are protected national
parkland and marine reserve. In order
to safeguard these delicate and unique
ecosystems, nowadays, all human
activities in the Galapagos are strictly
controlled.
Several oceanographic, geologic,
and regulatory factors coalesce in the

Subscriber Report
Trolling Darwin’s Backyard
for Grander Marlin

Editor Note: The following report by
subscriber Bob Berg is, in essence,
what The Angling Report is all about. It
features the details and highlights of a
recent exploratory trip to the Galapagos
Islands to fish a remote area for giant
marlin. This report is a master class
on traveling to the Galapagos Islands,
and Bob’s story is full of great details,
events, and characters that make it
one “old man” away from being the
beginning of a great novel. –Seth Fields,
Editor
June 2019
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well-presented gourmet meals, or a
chocolate on your pillow at night this is
not the trip for you. However, if you want
to see a remote and isolated flats fishery
with maddeningly tricky fish, I could not
recommend it more highly. To paraphrase
Tom (who is an avid flats fisherman) this
killed bonefishing for him. They’re just
too easy. I have to agree with him on that.
I enjoyed the group, the guides, and
the fishing, and the entire trip was a truly
memorable experience. So much so that
I have already spoken with Rob Scott at
Tourette about a two-week trip next year,
and that’s the best recommendation I can
give any of you. The price this year was
$4,100 per angler per week. I booked this
trip through Mark Cowan of Pescador
Solitario (575-770-0440 or cowan@
taosnet.com). If you have any questions
please feel free to contact me at traydog@
enter.net.
Galapagos to make the Galapagos
Islands one of the most extraordinary
locations on the planet to fish for
three species of marlin—striped marlin,
Pacific blue marlin, and black marlin.
First, geologically, the island chain is
surrounded by deep ocean waters that
plummet to 11,000-foot depths to the
west and to 6,000-foot depths to the east.
Second, the islands are swept by three
powerful ocean currents, which vary in
intensity depending upon the season:
the Humboldt from the south and
Antarctica, the Panama from the north,
and the Cromwell current out of the
west. When these differentiated waters
reach the steep underwater topography
of the Galapagos, massive, nutrient-rich
upwellings occur.
Theses ocean currents, interacting
with the topography, bring incredible
amounts of baitfish, plankton, and
krill to the Galapagos waters, which
then attract the amazing quantity and
diversity of marine life to the area.
Whales, sea lions, seals, shark, marlin,
yellowfin and bigeye tuna, wahoo, mahi,
swordfish, manta rays, tropical penguins,
whale sharks, marine iguanas, lobsters,
and hundreds of species of fish abound
in these rich waters, with particular
Volume 32, Number 6
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species appearing seasonally as water
temperatures and food availability
dictate.
This abundance means a worldclass, geographically isolated fishery
for marlin, tuna, and other pelagics,
as well as incredible bottom-fishing
opportunities. But given the mission
of the National Park and the Marine
Reserve (established in 1998)—to
protect, enhance, and restore one of the
world’s most important, bio-diverse
environments—the terrific sportfishing
opportunities might appear, at first
glance, to be antithetical to the National
Park’s conservation goals.
Indeed, the fecundity of these
waters attracted increasing numbers
of Ecuadorian commercial fishermen,
whose activities began to rapidly
deplete certain marine resources, most
notably sea cucumbers, lobsters, and
sharks. With the 1998 establishment
of the Marine Reserve, industrialscale commercial fishing was banned
in Reserve waters, which comprise
a 40-nautical-mile buffer zone
surrounding the archipelago. Traditional
sportfishing was simply not permitted
at all. But recognizing the economic
needs of the resident commercial
fishermen and their families, who largely
settled the islands, the Special Law
creating the Marine Reserve permitted
limited “artisanal” fishing by registered
Ecuadorian commercial fishermen who
legally reside in the Galapagos.
Sportfishing with Ecuagringo
in the Galapagos
Against this challenging backdrop,
Braden Escobar, of Ecuagringo

S p o r t fi s h i n g ( w w w. e c u a g r i n g o .
com), sensed an exciting opportunity.
Braden and others lobbied the National
Park management to allow limited
sportfishing within the protected Marine
Reserve, within the parameters of the
“artisanal” fishing provision of the
Special Law, as a way of diverting the
commercial fishermen from some of
their more destructive fishing practices
and toward higher-paying, more
sustainable fishery jobs in recreational
sportfishing. Somewhat miraculously,
Braden and his peers were successful.
Ultimately, the National Park
management agreed to permit very
limited catch-and-release sportfishing
for marlin along with associated fishing
for pelagics and bottom species in
most Marine Reserve waters within
the “artisanal” fishing regulatory
framework. Certain waters are restricted
as research or conservation areas, while
others are reserved for tourist or scuba/
snorkel use only.
Today, there are about 1,100
licensed commercial fishermen in
the Galapagos, but only about 450
are active. Most of the commercial
fishermen target lobster on inshore
waters from small vessels and pangas.
Only a handful of sportfishing
operations exist in the Galapagos.
Most of them are conducted from
unsuitable vessels and with inadequate
fishing equipment, with captains and
mates who lack big-game skills. These
captains will typically troll a couple of
lures using light trolling gear for small
tuna, wahoo, and mahi on the inshore
grounds for a short, several-hour trip on

a small outboard-powered boat or panga,
charging several hundred dollars for the
excursion.
Ecuagringo, however, one of the
sportfishing pioneers of the Galapagos,
differentiates itself from the others by
virtue of Braden’s lengthy big-game
experience, professional management,
top-notch equipment, and personal
oversight. Ecuagringo has established
its base of operations on San Cristobal
Island. Braden, a US citizen, spent
much of his youth in Ecuador, where
his father operated shrimp farms. After
graduating college in the States, Braden
began to build a business outfitting and
guiding anglers and hunters in Ecuador,
eventually expanding to the Galapagos
once the Special Law permitted the
“artisanal” fishery.
The mainstay of Ecuagringo’s
business over the past 20 years has been
the unbelievable striped marlin fishing—
available year-round but reaching
explosive levels during the Decemberto-May warm season. The striped marlin
are found in huge schools balling bait on
two relatively shallow banks, one being
the Espanola Bank, about 30–50 miles
off of San Cristobal’s town of Puerto
Baquerizo Moreno. On a typical day
during the season, Braden’s captains
raise from 10 to 75 striped marlin per
day, landing several to a couple dozen
between 200 and 300 pounds. Simply
put, there’s no better place in the world
to consistently catch huge numbers of
large striped marlin than out of San
Cristobal during the height of the season
when bait is present.
The Teaser: The Prospect of Catching

WHERE ARE YOU FISHING NEXT?

ALASKA,ARGENTINA, BAHAMAS, BELIZE, BOLIVIA, CANADA,
COSTA RICA, CUBA, CHRISTMAS ISLAND, GUYANA, MEXICO,
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Giant Grander Blue Marlin Fishing
off of Isabela Island
Though the waters of San Cristobal
are a draw for many, my son and I
went down to Ecuador in late March
2019 with a different goal in mind. An
email Braden sent to his mailing list on
February 10, 2019, intrigued me. The
email started off: “Looking for up to 5
anglers to share or private fish 5 days
Isabela Island, Galapagos for grander
marlin?” Well, that lead-in certainly
got my attention! The email continued:
“We have 5 days of prime fishing in
March 26 to 30, 2019, to fish the FAD
and drop-off from Isabela Island. This
is the area in the Galapagos producing
the largest marlin.” And, the price was
right: the trip was offered for $4,850
per angler—including five full days
of fishing for marlin, one night at a
hotel in Guayaquil, six nights economy
lodging on Isabela Island, breakfast,
lunch, domestic airfare to and from
the Galapagos, transfers to and from
Isabela Island, guides, hosts, and airport
reception.
I called Braden on the phone, and
he explained the fishing itinerary: a fiveday exploratory fishing trip based out
of Puerto Villamil, Isabela Island’s only
town, to target giant Pacific blue marlin.
Braden explained that a FAD (fish
aggregating device) buoy is anchored in
about 6,000 feet of water about 14 miles
southwest of Puerto Villamil. Tuna,
mahi, and other baitfish are attracted to
the FAD, thus providing a ready food
source for giant blue marlin. In addition
to the FAD, Braden added that there’s
a contour line defining a sharp drop-off

June 2019

to abyssal depths of 10,000 feet nearby.
The FAD and the drop-off attract bait,
and the bait attract giant marlin and tuna.
Now, as stated earlier, this
is a virtually untapped and largely
unexplored fishery. There has never been
a directed sport fishery here for giant
marlin. Only a few artisanal fisherman
on Isabela Island travel the relatively
long distance (14 miles) to the FAD,
where they usually concentrate on
fishing for tuna.
Yet, according to Braden, a few
local fishermen have, over the years,
caught a number of gigantic blue marlin
and a lesser number of black marlin in
these waters. But no sportfisherman had
ever dedicated the time and effort to
explore the remote waters off of Isabela
Island to test their potential for giant
marlin.
Braden believed, and intended to
prove with this exploratory trip, that
this area off of Isabela Island is one
of the world’s best locations for giant
“grander” Pacific blue marlin; with an
emphasis on quality over quantity. At
most, Braden said, we might raise one to
five marlin per day, but he projected that
they would all be huge.
Braden cautioned me not to expect
nonstop action like on his striped marlin
trips off San Cristobal, but he did say we
would likely catch tuna and mahi, and
could bottom-fish for grouper, snapper,
and even swordfish, but our emphasis
would clearly be on giant blue marlin.
My 20-year-old son, Wylie, and
I are veterans of exotic fishing trips
around the world. We had also traveled
to the Galapagos about 12 years ago
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with my wife and daughter on a sevenday nature cruise. So I remembered well
the richness of the marine environment,
the biodiversity of the unique
archipelago, and the jumping schools
of fish. The prospect of sportfishing
the Galapagos was simply tantalizing,
especially for grander blue marlin.
Given the remoteness of the locale,
the price was also very reasonable for
five days of giant marlin fishing on a
well-equipped sportfishing vessel. Well,
I saw this trip as an incredible once-in-a
lifetime opportunity to catch a grander
blue marlin.
My son happens to be a fishing
guru. Ever since he could talk, he’s
been going fishing with me a couple of
times per week. Now, he runs his own
business, Jillybird Fishing Charters
out of Miami. Given the opportunity
to fish the Galapagos, my son quickly
rearranged some charters, and got one
of his friends to cover another, and
signed on. We then convinced my friend
Shelley and another gentleman from
Missouri to join us.
Getting to Isabela Island,
Galapagos, is not the easiest thing in
the world. First, there is a flight to
Guayaquil, Ecuador. You stay overnight
there and leave on an early flight the
next day to Baltra, the main airport in
the Galapagos. Braden will handle the
accommodations for the overnight in
a nice Guayaquil hotel. All guests are
met by his highly competent, Englishspeaking associate, Loretta.
For us, things got a little hairy
on the flight to Baltra. LATAM, the
local airline, had overbooked the flight

Volume 32, Number 6

THE ANGLING REPORT
and bounced Shelley from the flight.
Apparently, overbooking is common,
and Galapagos residents are given
preference for seats over tourists. So
Shelley got stuck for another full day
in Guayaquil, while we flew on to the
Galapagos. Shelley thus had to miss the
first day’s fishing.
Once in Baltra you pay a $100
cash National Park fee and a $20
cash immigration card fee per person,
followed by baggage inspection and
disinfection. The Galapagos have a
sorry history of infestation by nonnative
invasive species, and park officials
do what they can to minimize further
damage. Note to travelers: the police
at the airport in Baltra and at the ferry
landings on the Galapagos use dogs
to sniff out illegal drugs and other
contraband (such as fruits, vegetables,
and foodstuff) that might contain
invasive insects or pests. Be forewarned.
The trip from the Baltra airport to
Puerto Ayora can be a true adventure in
itself. After a five-minute bus ride to the
dock, we took a “ferry” (loosely defined)
across the very narrow Itabaca Channel
to the major island of Santa Cruz. The
ferries are actually just converted threemeter-deep vee-hull sportfishing boats,
powered by triple outboard engines. At
Santa Cruz, our driver loaded our gear
into a pickup truck, and we headed out
on the island’s sole real highway to
the major port town of Puerto Ayora to
meet another “ferry” for the trip over
to Isabela Island that afternoon. Santa
Cruz is a large volcanic island topping
out at about 2,800 feet in elevation. The
road from the ferry dock passes through
semiarid scrublands before climbing the
flank of the shield volcano. Descending
the volcano toward the port, one passes
through the park boundary, and enters
into verdant farmland, which is privately
owned. The highland village of Santa
Rosa is also giant tortoise country,
making the giant tortoise reserve and
farm a must stop. These giant tortoises
range from 15-pound youngsters to
several-hundred-pounders that may be
100 years old or more.
Close by is a remarkable kilometerlong underground lava tube through
June 2019

which visitors may hike and scramble—
and crawl at one particularly tight place.
The bustling port town of Puerto
Ayora is the hub of commercial and
tourist activity for the Galapagos, as well
as the headquarters for the National Park
and the location of the iconic Charles
Darwin Research Station. From here
you take another “ferry” ride to Puerto
Villamil on Isabela Island; actually
it’s about a 50-mile boat ride. In the
Galapagos, the public ferries run twice
daily, and the scene at the public dock
is a bit chaotic, with passengers and
luggage everywhere. About 15 to 20
passengers are crammed onto each
boat—wisely, donning the mandatory
life jackets—and then it’s off to the
races. These quick boats travel over
open ocean waters, which can be rough
at times, so the crew passes out plastic

bags at the outset of the voyage—they
are not meant for garbage. Our trip,
with a following sea, didn’t beat up the
passengers too badly. It took about two
hours, skirting volcanic islets while
being popped along by the southerly
swell.
We arrived at the harbor in Puerto
Villamil around 4:00 p.m. With spiky
lava outcroppings scattered about
the shallow anchorage, only daylight
navigation is recommended. Several
Galapagos penguins, the world’s only
tropical penguins, dried themselves
on the rocks. They are present here
only because of the cool waters of the
Humboldt current from Antarctica.
Meanwhile, young sea lions frolicked
in the water, while a big bull lumbered
onto the deck of moored boats,
befouling their cockpits. Swimming
in the shallows are weird, prehistoriclooking marine iguanas, all seemingly
unconcerned by the human intruders in
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their midst.
Our ferry pulled up to a mooring
ball, and waited for the water taxis to
arrive. The town dock cannot handle
larger boats, so water taxi transfers are
de rigueur here at $1 per passenger.
Once on the dock, we endured another
police dog luggage inspection, with
the dog yapping excitedly at another
unlucky passenger’s bag. Then it was off
to pay the tax man. The municipality of
Puerto Villamil charges visitors a tax of
$10 per person for landing on the island.
Finally, we met Braden’s representative
and loaded our bags into the pickup
truck for the three-minute drive to our
hotel in town.
We spent the night at a lovely
beachfront boutique, the Drake Inn,
which had a kitchenette, two bedrooms,
a small living room, a modern bathroom,
and air-conditioning. The temperature
this time of year is at its peak in the mid80s and humid. The main house had a
very nice breakfast room on the second
floor, outside of which was a sundeck
overlooking the beach and a hot tub.
Our building also had a sundeck, and
overlooked a mangrove swamp with
Galapagos flamingos and endemic ducks
in the muck.
The beachfront town of Puerto
Villamil is exploding with growth, with
new construction sprouting everywhere.
Yet the town center retains a certain
quaintness around its main square, just
off the beach. The town is filled with
bars, restaurants, small hotels, and
hostels, along with booking agencies
selling day trips. The friendly island
residents mingle with tourists from
all over the world. Puerto Villamil is a
virtually crime-free paradise. My son
also enjoyed the good fortune that a
group of his friends from the University
of Miami were spending their semester
abroad at the university’s marine science
Galapagos study program, which is
based in Puerto Villamil. What a small
world!
Finally, What We’ve Been Waiting
For: Five Days of Marlin Fishing off
of Isabela Island
On Tuesday morning, March 26,
after a nice breakfast at the inn, we
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were picked up around 7:15 and driven
to the town dock. A 20-second water
taxi ride brought us out to the On the
Hook, an Ecuadorian-made convertible
sportfisher, 36 feet in length, powered
by twin Mercury four-stroke outboards.
It had a flying bridge helm, a good pair
of outriggers, and a decent-size cockpit
outfitted with a solid fighting chair. The
cabin included a galley, a roomy head,
a forward v-berth, and mid-cabin bench
seating. The vessel seemed about twenty
years old but was in solid, seaworthy
condition.
We boarded and met our crew,
including Gus, who is Braden’s normal
number one captain and Galapagos
partner. Gus directs Braden’s entire
operation from the San Cristobal base.
Along with Gus came Rafael, who
mates on the striped marlin trips. For
this special exploratory giant marlin
trip, Braden wisely hired local Isabela
commercial fisherman Oscar. Oscar
has commercially fished these waters
for many years, and he likely has the
greatest knowledge of anyone as to
where to find the big pelagics. Oscar is
also the local fisherman with the greatest
number of giant marlin to his name on
Isabela Island.
The week before, March 18–22,
Braden’s first ever giant marlin charter
to Isabela proved to be a good prelude
to ours. One of the American anglers
on that trip hooked up first and fought
a blue marlin estimated at well over
1,000 pounds. The next day, the other
American angler hooked up with a
1,000-plus-pound blue marlin, and
brought her to the boat within 25
minutes for a leader touch. Over the
five days, those two anglers caught and
released two blue marlin, the 1,000-pluspounder and a small one about 150
pounds. They were so excited about their
trip that they rebooked for next year.
Starting our first day of fishing,
we headed out of the harbor at Puerto
Villamil in calm seas, passing the
Galapagos penguins perched on the
volcanic rocks. Once beyond the
entrance buoys, we throttled up to
cruising speed—about 20 mph—and
headed southwest to the FAD, 14
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miles away. The FAD is a standard,
yellow, special-purpose buoy tethered
by cable to an anchor of several tons of
cement block dropped in 6,000 feet of
water. The FAD was deployed by the
Park Service in conjunction with the
local artisanal fishermen cooperative
of Isabela Island. Oscar, our mate, was
one of the local fishermen who helped
deploy the FAD, and he often ties up
to it to fish for tuna. The purpose of the
FAD is to provide the local fishermen
with a productive location to catch
pelagics like yellowfin, big eye tuna, and
swordfish relatively close to port, as well
as to keep the fishermen aggregated for
safety purposes. For sportsmen, a FAD
is a pelagic oasis in an often barren open

ocean, for the FAD creates a bottomup ecosystem, attracting an entire food
pyramid, ranging from zooplankton to
baitfish to chick mahis to skipjack tunas
to yellowfins to giant marlin, shark, and
swordfish.
When we arrived at the FAD it was
quiet. We deployed Braden’s standard
marlin spread—two dredges right
behind the boat, one mimicking a large
bait ball, and the other with a slightly
smaller shad-style dredge. Braden only
trolls lures for marlin, and says he
doesn’t use live bait in the Galapagos
because there’s so much life in the water
that the bait gets hit by too many tuna
and shark.
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The basic spread consisted of
the two dredges, two teasers set out
from teaser reels off the flybridge, and
two Mold Crafts and two Ilanders (or
sometimes bullets or jets) set out from
the cockpit. The number of lines in the
water is kept to a minimum because
when a giant strikes, the other rods have
to be cleared as quickly as possible to
avoid crossovers, tangles, and other
disasters.
The water around the FAD was
78 degrees, fine for the big marlin, and
it was generally a gray/blue color. So
many nutrients are in the water that the
clarity in the Galapagos is notoriously
poor. At the FAD, we could see down
maybe a couple of feet into the water
column. Hugging the FAD were some
small mahi, but no tuna were around,
nor did we mark all that much bait.
We trolled at a speed of about 6 mph,
and made several passes around the
FAD, picking up just one small mahi.
We then trolled along the canyon edge
in 7,000 feet of water. After about two
hours, suddenly, a huge shadow came up
behind the starboard dredge. The big fish
slipped back into the wake and engulfed
one of the Ilander lures, as Braden
screamed “Marlin. Big blue marlin!
We’re on!”
As is usual during marlin fishing,
everyone went from comatose to panic,
as Braden shouted “Clear the lines.”
“Somebody grab the rod with the
fish and get in the chair.” Well, I had
picked the “high-value” card from the
deck that morning, so I was first in the
chair. I climbed in, holding the rod
while the line was screaming out of the
Penn International 70 reel. The others
sprang into action, furiously reeling in
the dredges and the other rigs. All of a
sudden, the giant blue leapt out of the
ocean, a massive 900-plus-pounder in
all its glory. This beast then began racing
across the water, stripping line from the
reel at a very alarming rate.
I yelled to Braden that we were
losing line too quickly, and he tried to
back down on the fish so I could gain
some back. That worked briefly—very
briefly—as the ocean water poured
over our outboard cowlings and over
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the transom into the cockpit. But then,
the big fish started to arc forward and
tried to run in front of the boat. Despite
the huge bow in the line, more line
screamed out of the reel, bringing me
dangerously down to being spooled.
I shouted to Braden on the flying
bridge to run up on the fish so that I
could recover line. He did, and as I
was frantically reeling in line—finally
getting a comfortable amount back on
the spool—the huge marlin again flew
up into the sky and crashed back into
the water. Sadly, this time, the beast fell
onto the line, busting it, and the fish was
gone, with an Ilander souvenir in its
mouth. Well, that’s giant marlin fishing;
15 minutes of heaven, and one hell of a
way to start the trip. I was certainly sold
on the idea that this was the Land of the
Giants.
We reset the spread, and continued
trolling. Back near the FAD, Oscar cut
up the mahi into a tasty ceviche lunch.
We trolled and trolled and trolled for
hours more, finding some working
boobies and some porpoises and a few
tuna on some bait, but couldn’t get a
strike from anything. As the sun started
to head down to the west, around 3:45
p.m., we headed back to port. Not a bad
start—one 900-plus-pounder on for a bit
and lost.
Back in town we checked into our
new hotel for the remainder of the week,
the lovely beachfront Hotel Albemarle.
At about the same time, Shelley arrived
on the island, having finally flown out
of Guayaquil that morning. The Hotel
Albemarle is just down the beach
from the Drake Inn, in the heart of the
town. The hotel is a modern structure
surrounding a pleasant flower-filled
courtyard, a tiny swimming pool, and
the breakfast area and kitchen. The guest
rooms are arrayed around the courtyard,
with the more expensive ones facing
the beach. The rooms feature large
modern bathrooms, comfortable beds,
and excellent air-conditioning. Breakfast
begins at seven o’clock, and includes
a buffet of cheeses, meats, breads,
muffins, cereals, fruits, juices, and eggs
and bacon. The hotel provides free WiFi, but the service on the island is poor,
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and it works best in the wee hours of the
morning.
Day two, Shelley’s first fishing
day, turned out to be a bust. A full day’s
trolling brought us no raises at all. The
tuna were absent, the water color was
gray, and the water temperature was a
bit cooler than the day before. While we
marked plenty of bait, the bait stayed
down deep. That’s the thing with giant
marlin fishing—it’s definitely not a
numbers game; patience and pounding
likely grounds is the only way to score.
Conditions change constantly, and the
key to success is using every sense
to find the best combination of water
quality, bait, structure, temperature, and
depth.
Day three, Thursday, after the

frustrations of the previous day, we
decided to bottom-fish for a couple
of hours to bend some rods before
heading out to the marlin grounds. We
ran southeast a couple of miles to a
small island, Tortuga (the Turtle) which,
in reality, is just the top half of the
collapsed caldera of a sunken volcano.
We dropped some jigs and some baited
hooks to the sticky, lava-laced bottom
and hooked up with some sort of small
Pacific tilefish. We cut up the tilefish
for bait—even though it is purportedly
excellent to eat. After catching several
more tilefish we moved to deeper water
and caught a number of “camotillo”—an
endemic Galapagos white-spotted sand
bass. We later moved to water 500–600
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feet deep, where we deep dropped,
using the LP electric reel. Here, we
had success with what the crew called
the “witch doctor fish,” and several
mottled scorpion fish, locally called
“brujo.” Despite their hideous features
and venomous spikes, these scorpion
fish yield delicious meat. After a few
hours scouting around the rocky ledges,
volcanic outcroppings, and drop-offs,
it was time to head off to the marlin
grounds.
On our way, Braden spotted a huge
whale shark sunning itself on the surface
of the ocean. The whale shark is gray
in color with a white belly and large
yellow spots on its back. It made for
an absolutely stunning sight, especially
from the flybridge, which gave us the
height to take in the full magnificence
of this creature swimming gently around
the boat. We contemplated jumping in
to swim with it, but none of us had a
diving mask, and the boat didn’t have
a boarding ladder. So, despite our
enthusiasm, common sense took over
and we stayed onboard and just stared
with delight.
Eventually, the whale shark grew
bored with us and dove to the depths,
and we throttled up and away. A few
miles farther along, we spotted a
300-hundred-pound swordfish also
sunning itself on the surface in a few
thousand feet of water. Swordfish will
often rest on the surface during the
daytime to warm their blood if they have
been diving several thousand feet down
in the freezing ocean depths.
This particular sword just wanted to
rest. My son tried to excite it by casting
a plug, but he only hooked the plug in
the sword’s dorsal fin, which the fish
quickly shook off and resumed its “nap.”
We tried for about a half hour to interest
the sword, but it only wanted to warm
itself, so we continued out to the marlin
grounds off the FAD.
We set out the spread once again,
and trolled and trolled. The hours melted
away. A striped marlin came up to check
out the spread but did not chew. Finally,
at around 3:45 p.m., we called it a day,
retrieved the spread, and headed back to
port.
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That evening, Oscar, our mate and
a local commercial fisherman, cleaned
our catch and brought all the fish to his
friend’s house. His friend’s wife cooked
up the catch, and we all enjoyed a
traditional Galapagos fish dinner in the
hospitality of the local community.
Friday, day four, Braden convinced
us we needed to get serious and dedicate
the day exclusively to marlin fishing.
Since our whole purpose on this trip
was to land a grander marlin, we agreed.
We ran directly to the FAD to begin our
troll, set out our usual spread, and began
our day. We trolled and trolled, looking
for birds and other signs of life. Once
again, the tuna were not abundant, but
we marked lots of bait on the sounder,
and the water was much bluer and
clearer than on the prior days. Finally,
one of the flat lines got struck, and Bob
from Missouri maneuvered into the
chair. The fish jumped and we could see
a big cow mahi on the hook. The mahi
was not quite the striped marlin Bob was
hoping for, but she was a nice beautiful
25-pounder, which made it into the
cockpit.
After a few more hours, a big
marlin rose out of the depths and into
the spread, checking out the offerings.
Braden cried out, and the crew quickly
began retrieving the dredges. The marlin
slid back and engulfed one of the Mold
Craft lures and the line screamed off
the reel. Shelley was up this time. He
scrambled into the chair and the crew
harnessed him in while the remaining
lines were hurriedly cleared from the
water.
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Through Braden’s expert driving of
the boat, including backing down into
the seas, Shelley was able to recover
line and remove slack. Once he got
tight on the fish, we could relax a bit.
Shelley fought the fish steadily and
professionally, retrieving line when he
could, and watching it slip away when
the big marlin decided it didn’t like
being pulled toward the boat. During
its first series of jumps, we could see
that the fish was a solid mid-weight
blue marlin—about 400 pounds or so.
The nice part about a fish of that size
is that you can actually fight it and
control it to some extent on the Penn
70s we were using, rather than just
holding on for dear life. After a fight of
about a half hour, Shelley was able to
bring the big marlin boat side, where
the mates leadered it. This marlin was
tuckered out (so was Shelley), so it
stayed calm at the boat when it was
billed, and we were able to photograph
it, remove the lure, and slowly revive
it. Once the color returned to the fish,
the magnificent marlin swiped its tail
and we let her swim off into the depths.
What a beautiful site! A great catch by
Shelley, Braden, and the team. We reset
the spread and continued to troll.
About an hour or two later, another
flat line got slammed. It was my turn.
I popped into the chair and grabbed a
hold of the rod. The fish pulled line at
a steady pace, but it lacked the power
of the big marlin, and it didn’t jump. I
got tight quickly, and began cranking.
I fought the fish steadily, but was able
to handle it reasonably well. As the fish
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neared the boat, we all peered into the
water wondering what type it was. As I
brought it to the surface, the fish showed
itself to be a feisty 150-pound mako
shark. At boat side, the mako gave us a
characteristic corkscrew jump skyward
and we broke her off, no one wanted to
brave it and lose a hand to retrieve the
lure.
Saturday, day five, dawned—our
last fishing day and our final opportunity
to get that grander marlin. This time
Wylie had first dibs on the chair and
the fish of the day. Upon arrival at the
FAD, the area was quiet once again. To
be honest, the FAD was surprisingly
quiet all week. Remember, this is the
only surface structure around, anchored
by a cable 6,000 feet to the bottom
of the ocean. I had been expecting an
aquarium around the FAD, but we never
found much more than a couple of mahi.
Braden assures me that when the tuna
are in, the FAD is just loaded with life.
In any event, it is always a good
place to start the troll. We trolled for
about two hours when we finally saw a
single bird in the distance. The first sign
of life—so we headed in that direction.
We remarked: “Wouldn’t it be nice now
to see a big marlin come up into the
spread!” Well, just a couple of minutes
later, lo’ and behold, as we stared at the
spread, we saw a huge black shadow
come up right under the starboard
dredge. “Marlin in the spread,” Braden
shouted. And he yelled at Wylie: “Get
down to the cockpit, rip out that rod
from the rigger, and tease that fish right
now.”
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Wylie basically jumped off the
flybridge and into the cockpit. He
grabbed the rod with a lure. Braden
screamed: “Shake it. Jerk it. Keep that
marlin in the spread!” Wylie responded
instantaneously. With a couple of quick
jerks and pops, the lure came to life
and the marlin focused in, and its color
changed to a deep purple as it visibly lit
up. The marlin was huge and hot. The
next few seconds were the whole game.
Wylie dropped the lure back a couple
of feet, the marlin opened its massive
maw and engulfed the big lure. Wylie
waited a second or two and then struck,
setting the hook. The giant beast took
off, heading for Hawaii. And then it
exploded out of the water completely.
We all screamed in shock. This marlin
was truly the fish of a lifetime—the fish
we had flown thousands of miles to find.
Braden estimated the marlin’s weight at
1,200-plus pounds. The beast looked to
be about 14 feet long. Oscar, who has
landed more granders than probably
anyone, guessed it was over 1,300
pounds. The huge marlin leaped clear of
the water three times in a row and then
screamed away.
Wylie and Braden worked together
flawlessly, trying to get the line tight
on the reel. Whenever he could, Braden
backed down, and the ocean water
poured over the outboards and into
the cockpit as Wylie reeled as fast as
he could. Between backing down and
the fish running, Wylie soon got all
the stretch out of the line and became
tight on the fish. At this point, the battle
was fully joined. It was a tug of war,
with Wylie fighting for every couple of
feet. Every time Wylie thought he was

gaining the upper hand, the beast would
streak away, ripping hard-fought line
right back off the reel.
Remarkably, Wylie and Braden’s
teamwork was so good that in forty-five
minutes, the leader came into view, and
Oscar was able to leader the marlin. We
had an official catch of a 1,200-pluspound Pacific blue marlin. Wylie
became the newest member of that
exclusive club of expert fishermen—the
grander club. But that fish was nowhere
near done. It was still very green, and
there was no way to manhandle it at
boat side. The marlin ripped away from
the boat and dove back into the depths.
Wylie worked that fish hard, fighting
again for every foot, with Braden’s help.
Wylie brought the marlin back to the
boat for another leader, but it was still
too hot to handle. Back down it went.
The minutes turned to hours—one
after another. Nearly five hours after
hooking up, we had leadered the beast
six times at boat side, but still could
not control it. Unfortunately, the water
was not clear enough for decent photos.
Even though the fish was perhaps six or
eight feet below the surface of the water,
only its blue shadow was visible.
At this point, the sun was getting
low in the sky. We were about 12 or
14 miles out of port, and Braden said
we’d have to land the fish soon or cut it
off because we could not stay out after
dark. So, it was now or never. Wylie
cranked down even harder and brought
the giant marlin boat side for the seventh
time. He was five hours into the fight.
The crew tried one last time to control
the fish at boat side, but the fish had
the last laugh—it finally broke the line,

finishing one of the epic marlin battles
of all time.
We screamed, hugged, high-fived.
And then, with a setting sun behind
us, we roared off to Puerto Villamil to
celebrate this wonderful catch and the
discovery of what I believe to be one of
the greatest marlin fisheries in the world.
We enjoyed a celebratory dinner
with Brandon, his captain Gus, and mate
Rafael. The next morning, Shelley went
off on a horseback ride to the rim of
the volcano, while Wylie and I went on
a snorkeling expedition on Tintoreras.
That evening, the three of us ate at the
best (perhaps the only good) restaurant
on the island, and Shelley headed home
the next morning. Wylie and I stayed
for one more day, this time enjoying the
outstanding snorkeling at the Tunnels.
The following day, we flew to Quito—
an all day affair. And the day after,
Braden arranged for a private driver/
guide, who drove us to the famous
market town of Otavalo, a visit to the
true equator, and then a full tour of the
World Heritage site Old City of Quito,
Ecuador’s capital. At midnight, after an
incredible adventure, we boarded our
flight to Miami.
Our trip validated Braden’s belief
that the waters off of Isabela Island
in the Galapagos harbor some of the
world’s largest blue marlin. This is truly
an untapped fishery in a remarkable
location. We look forward to our next
visit.
Fo r f u r t h e r i n f o r m a t i o n o n
arranging your own trip of a lifetime,
contact Braden Escobar at info@
ecuagringo.com. Telephone: 754-7031991.
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Things to Do . . . Places to Go . . . New Developments
I had a professor back in college
who once told our class, “The hardest
part of art, is making it.” Coming across
as a joke to most, it elicited a few
laughs around the room. At face value,
it could be construed as a joke, but he
was actually quite serious. Art, in its
many forms, is quite easy to “make,”
but “making it” in the art world is
another matter. Artist and illustrator, Ed
Anderson, whose artwork adorns the
pages of this very newsletter each month
could probably tell you more than I ever
could that the art world is a game of
persistence and discipline—and not to
mention, skill.
Ed’s illustrations are just one small
part of his multi-faceted approach to
sporting artwork. Most people know
Ed from his much larger paintings and
murals within the hunting and fishing
world, his published stories, and his art
journals he shares from his travels.
Originally from Minnesota, where
he studied art at St. Thomas Academy
and the University of Minnesota, Ed
now resides in southwest Idaho just
off the Boise and Snake Rivers. Ed’s
passion for fly fishing and hunting,
interlaced with his talents and
instruction in fine art, have manifested
themselves into a style and subject
matter that are known the world over.
His artwork has been featured in many
publications and has even graced
the covers of titles such as Gray’s
Sporting Journal and Tail magazine,
and he often works with conservation
organizations such as Bonefish Tarpon
Trust, Backcountry Hunters & Anglers,
the Rocky Mountain Elk Foundation,
and more.

off ‘Ding’ Darling 75th anniversary
celebration
Working from his studio at Blind
Pass on Sanibel Island, wildlife artist
Ed Anderson from Boise, Idaho, will be
participating in an eight-week artist “in
residence” educational program at the
J.N. “Ding” Darling National Wildlife
Refuge. “Ding” Darling Wildlife
Society-Friends of the Refuge (DDWS)
is hosting the program as part of the
refuge’s 75th anniversary celebration
running through Dec. 1, 2020.
“Our refuge was created by
conservation artist Jay Norwood ‘Ding’
Darling in 1945, so it’s more than
fitting that we begin celebrating our
75th anniversary with interpretive art
programs,” said supervisory refuge
ranger Toni Westland. “Darling, who
created the Federal Duck Stamp
program, designed the first duck stamp
and the refuge system’s Blue Goose
logo. He won the Pulitzer Prize twice for
his popular political cartoons throughout
the 1920s and 30s.”
Anderson arrives to the island
on May 15, 2019, and through July
1 will be involved in a number of
projects focused on modern-day wildlife
and travel journaling art. He will be
mentoring children and engaging them
in mural and journaling projects during

that time.
The refuge plans to establish popup studio locations along Wildlife Drive
throughout Anderson’s stay, so that
visitors can informally meet and learn
from the artist. He will also conduct
formal art and journaling workshops and
demonstrations.
Anderson’s work this spring and
summer will culminate in an exhibition
of his journals and art starting in midFebruary 2020 in the “Ding” Darling
Visitor & Education Center auditoriums.
The Refuge Nature Store will also
be turning his art into one-of-a-kind
souvenirs to benefit conservation and
education efforts at “Ding” Darling.
“I am excited to be inspired
by some of ‘Ding’ Darling’s most
famous conservation cartoons as part
of my body of work at the refuge,” said
Anderson. “Darling could be considered
one of the original wildlife doodling
storytellers, and that’s essentially how I
work.”
For more information about the
artist-in-residence program go to https://
www.anglingreport.com/wp-content/
uploads/2019/05/EdAnderson-DeckDing.pdf or view some of Ed’s artwork
at edandersonart.com. To keep up to
date on the refuge’s 75th anniversary
celebration or to donate to this program,
visit ding75.org.

Ed is currently in southwest Florida
through an artist-in-residence program
with the J.N. “Ding” Darling National
Wildlife Refuge on Sanibel Island,
and we couldn’t be happier for him.
Congratulations Ed! Here is a word from
the Wildlife Refuge about the program:
Artist ‘in Residence’ program kicks
June 2019
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The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly
This section of The Angling Report is based entirely on subscriber-written Fishing Trip Report Forms. Our policy on these forms is to publish excerpts in the newsletter
of Angler Network Forms as received, without censorship. Agents, guides, lodge operators, and/or outfitters who disagree with any comments in this section are free
to submit a rebuttal. As a subscriber, you can help extend the reach of this program by filing a Fishing Trip Report Form yourself. You will find one online at www.
anglingreport.com, and clicking on File a Trip Report.

Editor Note: David Cargile has
provided us with a report from the
San Juan River where he and a friend
caught over 100 fish a piece in three
days, including a really nice brown
trout! Thanks David.
I started my year off by fishing
for three days on the San Juan River in
Navajo, New Mexico, in late January.
We fished out of the Soaring Eagle
Lodge (https://soaringeaglelodge.
net/) on a trip arranged by Wild on the
Fly (Bob Marriott). Bob Marriott was
scheduled to be on the trip with us but
had to cancel at the last moment due to
an injury (he is fine now). We flew into
Denver and then took a connecting
flight to Durango, Colorado. Next time
I would fly into Albuquerque and drive
from there to eliminate one flight. We
spent the night in Durango and after
a little touring the next morning, took
a rental car the next day to Navajo,
which was about a two-hour drive. The
snow was knee deep in Durango, but
as we traveled south it was clear by
the time we got to the lodge.
We fished all three days with
Nathaniel Jacquez (DonoftheJuan).
Nat is an excellent guide with
superb technical skills and is simply
great company in a drift boat. We
renamed him Luigi due to his highly
entertaining rendition of “When the
Moon Hits Your Eye Like a Big Pizza
Pie” and various other Dean Martin
hits!
As for the fishing, the weather
was cold . . . damn cold. First day out,
the air temp was 7 degrees and the
wind chill made it minus 5, but the
San Juan, being a tail-run stream, had
June 2019

a fairly consistent temperature of 40
degrees.
We launched each day at the
Texas Hole, which is in sight of
the dam, and drifted down stream
from there. There were lots of other
boats doing the same, but everyone
cooperated and there were no issues
or unpleasantness. This was all Blue
Ribbon Water. There is private water
for Soaring Eagle Lodge but the river
level was too low to access that while
we were there.
There were midges coming
off the water and the trout were
actively feeding all three days. My
fishing partner and I each caught over
100 trout in three days. Most were
rainbows in the 12- to 16-inch range,
but there were enough browns and
rainbows in the 18- to 20-inch range
to keep it interesting. I did also get the
30-inch brown shown in the photo.
Most of the fish, including the
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big brown, were caught on dropper
rigs with an indicator (airlock) and a
size-16 egg pattern trailing a size-22
midge that was simply a hook with red
thread and gold ultra wire. Most of the
fish took the midge, although the big
brown took the egg.
I was fishing an Orvis Recon
9-foot 5-weight rod and a Lamson
Lightspeed size-2 reel and 5x tippet.
This gear was perfect, although the
big brown got into the backing and
actually towed the boat upstream
briefly. The three who were most
surprised that a 5X tippet held while
the boat was towed were the guide, the
fish, and me.
On the third day, I switched
to a 6-weight and a 3x tippet and
fished streamers (Olive, Brown, and
Black Bead-head Buggers). It was a
bit challenging, as the water would
literally freeze in the guides while you
were stripping, but a dunk in the river
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would fix that. My partner continued
with the dropper rig and caught more
fish that day than I did, but my average
fish was larger and I had a larger
percentage of browns.
Overall, I would rate the fishing as
excellent and the guide as outstanding.
A truly fun three days. The facilities
were fine. The lodge is located
streamside on a major tributary of the
San Juan and you can step outside
your room and fish as long as you
want. We saw lots of wildlife on the
other side of the stream. The facilities
are a bit dated, but well maintained,
and the entire staff was friendly and
helpful. The food was excellent,
although you do need to take your own
booze or buy it in the local fishing
store. As you would imagine, there is
not a big selection in the Navajo Dam
fishing store, so if you want something
special, bring it with you.
I would recommend this trip to
fellow readers. In fact, I can’t wait to
go back next January and fish with
“Luigi.” If you do go in the winter, be
sure to take plenty of warm clothes.
••••••
Editor Note: Subscriber Deke
Wells can’t say enough good things
about this lodge. Great and varied
fishing is just the beginning.
I’ve had the good fortune to have
fished Estancia Tecka Lodge numerous
times, and I keep going back. Tecka
characterizes itself as “The best
kept secret in Argentina.” Located in
Patagonia about 50 miles south of the
city of Esquel, into which one can
fly from Buenos Aires, the estancia
comprises 435,000 acres. Using the
Rhode Island metric, Tecka is more
than half the size of the Ocean State.
The ranch offers some 96 miles of
private water, from freestone rivers to
spring creeks to lagoons and a lake. It
also sports some 85,000 head of sheep
and 15,000 head of cattle. As for other
mammalians, llama-like guanacos,
foxes, hares, nutria and armadillos
populate the estancia. And the birdlife
is spectacular: There are Andean
condors with wingspans of over eight
feet, southern crested caracaras, blackJune 2019

necked swans, Chilean flamingos, and
abundant ostrich-related rheas. There
also are teal and duck species too
numerous to list.
Estancia Tecka has two lodges
on different sections of the ranch.
Two distinct fishing parties can fish
the property at any given time and
never encounter one another. The
original structure is Headquarters
Lodge, dating back to the 1920s.
It features a sitting area, a dining
room, and four large bedrooms with
en-suite baths. All of the fixtures are
modern and there is ample room for
your waders and kit. The other lodge,
Caridad, is more contemporary. It has
six bedrooms, a light-filled living/
dining area and spectacular views.
Two of the bedrooms are in a separate
building and each could double as
a honeymoon suite. (As an aside, in
1909 Butch Cassidy and the Sundance

Kid captured Caridad’s owner and
held him for ransom. He escaped 28
days later by chewing through the
rawhide straps that held his cage
together). Common to both lodges is
exceptional dining.
The estancia takes its name from
the Rio Tecka, a twisting spring creek
running some 35 miles through the
property. It is a walk and wade river
but bring your 5-weight or greater.
The rainbows and especially browns
can easily surpass 20 inches and
will readily take dry flies and big
Chernobyls. Once, I was fishing the
Tecka with a friend and a guide.
Having been by myself for a while,
I returned to find the guide literally
shaking and my friend wide-eyed.
When I asked what was going on,
my friend announced, “We just lost a
brown trout with a head the size of a
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Labrador retriever!”
The large river on the estancia
is the Corcovado, which stems from
Lago Vinter, shared by Argentina
and Chile. It has big water and is
fished primarily from traditional drift
boats. One also can stand on the bank
or wade in some spots. The lower
sections of the river feature mostly
rainbows along with some goodsized browns. The middle section has
primarily rainbows, beautiful stretches
o f wa t e r a n d P e p e ’s C a b i n — a
perfect locale for a lunch asado and
subsequent siesta. The upper section,
closer to the lake, is not as prolific,
but can contain five-plus-pound brook
trout lying in deep pools. We typically
fish them chuck-and-duck style with
T-300 lines and bling-like streamers.
One time I was fishing one of those
pools when I had a strong pull on my
7-weight. A moment later a huge trout
launched itself into the air. Our guide
uttered an expletive in surprise and 45
minutes later netted a 16-pound, 32inch rainbow.
For a change of pace—or on
a windy day (yes, the “Patagonia
Breeze” can blow)—fishing one of
the lagoons or the lake on an adjacent
property can be fun. All support all
three species of trout and all will yield
them in 20–plus-inch sizes. On some
of the lagoons and in the shallows of
the lake you can sight-fish and get
appropriately twitchy as a large bow
wave approaches your fly. And for
another change of pace, if the timing
is right, your guide may appear at
breakfast and ask if anyone has an
interest in watching young male cows
become steers. At this point, the men
typically cross their legs while the
women eagerly say “sure!” What you
will witness is a scene right out of the
old west replete with gauchos roping,
branding, castrating . . . and serving
Andean mountain oysters hot off the
hibachi.
The first guests to fish Tecka were
a few Americans in the late 1980s on
an exploratory trip. They befriended
proprietors Federico and Adele
Ochoa and offered help by way of
Volume 32, Number 6
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advice along with biologist and guide
references. They had a wonderful
time, told some friends, and advised
them that the Corcovado was best
fished from drift boats. Two of those
friends were my parents and you can
still note their names on Clackacrafts
they supplied around 1990.

Federico and Adele remain very
involved, are quite hospitable, and
will join all parties for at least one
dinner. Their guides speak great
English, return year after year, and
know the waters intimately—including
those spots where Shamu may be
hiding. The fishing, the food, and

the amenities keep getting better and
better. When you are at Tecka, you are
part of an extended family, so there
is little wonder if you find yourself
returning repeatedly.
For more info on Estancia Tecka
Lodge go to http://estanciateckalodge.
com/.

On the Radar
Angling Report subscribers are always looking for new opportunities and waters to explore. In this section, we will provide you with details for new and expanded
operations that are popping up on the international and domestic radar.

S

ince the days of Joe Brooks, fly
fishing has had its fair share of
heroes; anglers who ascended
the ranks to some relevant status of
celebrity. Most of the names that come
to mind rose to notability through great
feats or captivating stories. They grew
their notoriety as guides through word
of mouth, or, like much later in life,
through television shows like Buccaneers
& Bones, or Spanish Fly. While Lefty,
Wejebe, and Brooks are the icons of a
certain generation, the torch has since
been taken up by a new generation of
anglers and storytellers.
In recent years, the name Jako
Lucas has been spread around in quite
a few circles among discerning anglers
who pride themselves on fishing with
the best guides, and it’s a name that also
made its way into the ranks of social
media and film festivals because of his
groundbreaking films—you can even
attribute much of the current craze
over giant trevally to his name since
his film, Gangsters of the Flat first
captivated audiences. The name has
even appeared in this very newsletter
(Dateline – Cameroon, April issue). No
matter where you encounter the name,
it usually coincides with a healthy dose
of exploratory travel and hard-core fly
fishing. It seems that, more than anything,
Jako just really likes remote destinations
and catching the most formidable fish on
the planet.
Today, the name Jako Lucas is
synonymous with his film company,
Captain Jack Productions, but he still puts
people on fish all over the world with
his carefully curated list of hosted trip
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destinations the world over. Here’s a look
at his 2019 and 2020 offerings:
Costa Rica 2019
Barra del Colorado:
September 2–9, 2019
For your next hosted trip, you’ve set
your sights on Costa Rica and the Rio
Colorado delta. Could you explain why
you chose this particular tarpon fishery
and what anglers can expect?
The sight of a tarpon jumping
has probably brought more people to
saltwater fly fishing than any other
species in the world. Just being able to
cast a fly at a prehistoric fish that can
potentially grow over 200 pounds is such
a rush. Some might say that they are the
perfect fish to target on a fly rod. The
reason why I love this location is that
it gives any fly angler the opportunity
to jump a monster tarpon. Young, old,
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beginner to experienced, everyone has
a very good chance of catching a tarpon
in Costa Rica. It does require a bit of
stamina, as these fish are big and fight
hard, so buckle up. It is definitely one of
my favorite places to target tarpon. This
location is not the classic shallow water,
white sand flats sight-fishing. Most of
the time, you are casting at rolling fish
and slowly fishing a fly lower down in
the water column. Any little knock on
the line can be a tarpon raging from 60 to
200 pounds, and you can expect to jump
several fish a day. These dates have been
prime selected more then a year ago,
fantastic, moon and tide phase.
Bolivia 2019
Pluma Lodge: 27 Sept–6 Oct, 2019
The Pluma and surrounding rivers
are well-known for intense, close-quarters
fishing with big golden dorado. Given
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your experience, what makes these
dorado so special?
These jungle fish are probably the
most ferocious freshwater fish I have ever
seen. Just seeing them hunt is insane.
They will eat anything they can fit into
their mouths, even very often their own
species. The jungle surroundings are
out of this world; you feel like you are
in Jurassic Park. My good friend, and
one of the owners of Untamed Angling,
Marcelo Perez, even refers to the dorado
as the T-Rex of the fish world. Believe
me, when you see that big gold shape
swimming in the water, your legs will
start shaking. If you can hold your
composure and present the fly correctly,
they will crush the fly in a blink of an
eye and almost immediately go airborne,
shaking their heads like crazy to get rid of
the hook. They have very sharp teeth that
I have seen bite clean through my steel
leaders. What’s not to like?
Brazil 2019
Pirarucu Lodge: October 6–11, 2019
Arapaima are a bucket-list fish for
many anglers. What’s a day of fishing for
them like?
Arapaima has been on the top of my
bucket list for a very long time. Pirarucu
lodge is located in the middle of the
world’s largest Arapaima reserve. We will
be fishing on skiffs with two anglers per
skiff. Arapaima are often seen gulping
air from the surface; offering sight casting
to singles, pairs or even schools of fish.
It is always good to approach these fish
very stealthily and be patient for the right
shot. Once the fish comes up to gulp air,
you know its location and can position
for the cast. When hooked, you strip set
as hard as humanly possible and hold on
tight. They explode in aerial displays, take
off on long runs, and surrender only after
lengthy battles. Usually you can expect
a really good number of shots at these
fish every day and then it is all up to the
angler to make it happen. There are also a
good number of other jungle fish out there
to play with.

destination for the year, why did you
choose this particular location?
Rewa Lodge was started by a very
good friend of mine, Oliver White. Not
only is this place home to one of the
biggest freshwater fish in the world, but
it is a very successful community-run eco
lodge. This means that you get the best of
both worlds, not only do you get a chance
to catch a freshwater fish that grows up to
400 pounds, but you help a community
make a living through protecting the very
fish you are targeting.
Seychelles 2019
Cosmoledo: December 5–12, 2019
Giant trevally seem to be the fish
everyone thinks of when they think of
you. Is it safe to say it’s your favorite?
It is always a very hard question for
me to answer, as I will pretty much catch
anything that swims, but it is damn hard
to beat a giant trevally—or as I call them,
Gangsters of the Flats. In my opinion,
they are, without a doubt, the most badass fish in the ocean. I will never forget
my first encounter with a GT on the flats.
I was walking on a pristine white sand
flat, two monster GTs came “cruising”
in line from the lagoon edge looking for
bonefish or any other unfortunate baitfish.
My heart started racing; the adrenalin
pumping. I managed to land the fly 10
feet in front of them and started stripping
as fast as my arms would allow. Both GTs

lit up and shot toward my fly at lightning
speed! As the first GT got ready to devour
my fly, its whole head came out of the
water and I swear it looked me straight
in my eyes as my fly disappeared in its
huge bucket-shaped mouth. I took a step
back and gave the GT a power strip strike
to get the hook set and a few extra just to
be sure. Line started peeling off my reel;
my rod was buckled to the maximum,
almost at its breaking point. I was lucky
that the GT just stayed on the flats, and I
was able to hold him there by keeping the
reel on maximum drag. The stars aligned,
and I got the beast to hand. Ecstasy, as I
held the GT up for a quick photo and the
best part of it all, for me, was to slowly
let go of the tail, sending him back to his
home to keep dominating the oceans for
many more years to come. That feeling
of excitement, adrenaline, and ecstasy
applies to every GT I have caught on a fly
rod. And I always see Cosmoledo as the
GT capital of the world.
Christmas Island 2020
The Villages Lodge:
May 19–26, 2020
Christmas Island is known as a
bonefish destination, but could you talk
about the other species you plan to target
there?
I have always told my clients to keep
a very open mind when it comes to any
fishery, to never be a fish snob and to

Guyana 2019
Rewa Lodge: November 2–9, 2019
Rewa Lodge is your second arapaima
June 2019
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catch anything in front of you, or at least
have a cast at it. Christmas Island has a
massive population of bonefish, but there
is also an amazing variety of fish out
there. Christmas Island is also home to
the infamous GT and probably the most
affordable location to have a chance at
catching one of these beasts. Then there
is also a massive amount of triggerfish,
one of my favorite fish to catch on fly. For
many years, these fish were overlooked,
but have recently become very popular.
Sight fishing at these buggers is amazing.
You will also see huge numbers of
milkfish, and Christmas Island has also

become well known as a place that you
can target these turbo-charged fish. Other
species include, golden trevally, bluefin
trevally, island trevally, snappers and a
few reef species.
Mongolia 2020
Eg-Ur: September 14–21, 2020
Taimen are the only salmonid on
your list this year. Could you explain why
this particular fish made the cut?
I have been guiding at this camp for
seven years. It has a very special place
in my heart. Such beautiful landscapes
and amazing people. Mongolia has also

become synonymous with the “giant
trout” that live in their waters, the taimen.
Taimen are a pretty challenging fish to
catch—and especially the really big ones.
It is very similar to musky fishing in a
way, but that moment you see and hold
your first taimen, it is truly a moment
that will stay with you forever. They are
the true “River Wolf.” They eat anything
in their path—I have even seen them
destroying ducks. I mean who would
not want to catch a fish that is the Alpha
predator in these fabled waters?
To inquire about a hosted trip please
email: jako@captjackproductions.com.

Openings & Cancellations Index
This index is a service for Angling Report readers and a place for our advertisers and affiliated outfitters to promote last-minute openings, cancellations, events, or
special rates for upcoming trips. If you are interested in any of the options below, please contact the listed outfitter.

June 2019 Openings, Specials, &
Cancellations

Untamed Angling—Openings
•

Stonefly Lodge—Special Rates
• Special Hot Deals for October 2019
• Stay 3 nights with 2 days guided fishing for only
NZ$2200.00 p/p twin share.
• Stay 4 nights with 3 days guided fishing for only
NZ$2900.00 p/p twin share
• Stay 5 nights with 3 days guided fishing for only
NZ$3400.00 p/p twin share.
• Stay 7 nights with 5 days guided fishing for only
NZ$5000.00 p/p twin share .
• Packages subject to availability and only valid for
bookings made for 1st October to 30th October 2019
STAY 5 NIGHTS, PAY FOR 4
• Get 1 day free accommodation and meals if you book for
5 nights or more.
This package includes:
• 5 nights accommodation at Stonefly Lodge
• Cooked breakfast and 4 course gourmet evening meal
each day
• 3 days guided fly fishing
• Use of all fly fishing gear, waders, boots, rods reels
• Cost: NZ$3600.00 per person on a twin / double share
basis
• Valid dates: 1st October 2019 to 19th December 2019,
March 15th to April 30th 2020
• www.stoneflylodge.co.nz, Tel: +64 3 5224479, or email:
info@stoneflylodge.co.nz
June 2019

20% OFF ALL OF THE FOLLOWING DATES

TSIMANE PLUMA LODGE
• 06/15 – 22 (3 spots)
• 06/22 – 29 (7 spots)
• 06/29 – 07/06 (6 spots)
• 07/06 – 13 (1 spot)
• 07/13 – 20 (2 spots)
• 10/05 – 12 (1 spot)
TSIMANE SÉCURE LODGE
• 06/21 – 28 (2 spots)
• 06/28 – 07/05 (4 spots)
• 07/12 – 19 (4 spots)
RIO MARIE
• 10/30 – 11/07 (2 spots)
PIRARUCÚ
• 09/07 – 13 (6 spots)
• 09/12 – 17 (4 spots)
• 09/21 – 27 (5 spots)
• 10/19 – 27 (2 spots)
KENDJAM
• 08/11 – 18 (1 spot)
• 08/25 – 09/01 (1 spot)
• 09/01 – 08 (2 spots)
• 09/08 – 15 (2 spots)
• http://www.untamedangling.com/, Tel: +591 7507 7762,
or email: info@uangling.com
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