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ON THE 20TH ANNIVERSARY OF THE DEATH OF
SHERIDAN ANDERSON, WE TAKE A LOOK BACK ‘
AT ONE OF THE MOST COLORFUL CHARACTERS
FLYFISHING HAS EVER KNOWN,
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ROM THE TOP BUNK OF A RBED, IN THE HALEF-
darkness of childhood bedtime light,
Sheridan Anderson hears his little broth-
er, Mike, whisper up to him, “Tell me a
story.” There's an casel in the shadows.
“Sherry” starts talking from an imagina-
tion somehow wider than the bound-
aries of a ten-year-old mind, spinning
tales about characters from his daytime
doodles. That his dominant protagonist
what matters is
that the imagination and the doodles formed the genesis for the

is a balloon called The Creep doesn't matter

greatest instructional fly-fishing book of all time.

Browse the fishing section of any chain bookstore or fly shop
and there are enough how-to titles to fill an entire shelf. There’s
The Everything Fishing Book, Fly-Fishing for Dummies, The Complete
Fly-Fishing Made Easy. There's The
Essential Guide to Fly-Fishing, The Simple Art of Fly-Fishing, and The
Ultimate Book of Fly-Fishing. But
none have endured—and been cher-
Sheridan

Curtis Creck Manifesto. Almost every

Idiot’s Guide to Fly-Fishing,

ished—Ilike Anderson’s
flyfisherman has it, knows it, or has
recommended it Its humor, illus-
trations, and touches of random-
ness are unique in the literature of
the sport. 1If a fishing book sells a
few thousand copies, it's considered
a huge success. The CCM has sold a
quarter of a million.

And it was clear, from very early
on, that Anderson could pull it off.
Even as a kid, he was passionate and
creative and curious. Brother Mike,
three years younger, was into prac-
tically everything but fishing: hiking,
biking, baseball, football. “My side
of the room was always straight-

Anderson, circa '73

ened up, neat as a pin,” Mike recalls,
Sheridan’s side was littered with
Sports Afield and Outdoor Life, oil paintings, drawings, books on
the local flora and fauna. He drew cartoons for the school paper
and wrote for the school yearbook. “He had his vise over there
and he tied flies, and he had his creel and some other damn
things,” Mike says. As Sheridan once countered, "Mike was a fas-
tidious little bastard... When he wasn't outside fielding
grounders he could usually be found lying on his bed staring
with big calf-eyes at Yvonne DeCarlo or seated thereon rubbing
some kind of mysterious goo into his baseball mitt.”

Despite all his book and magazine research, Sheridan long felt
he was an inferior angler. “1am, at best, a poor flyfisherman,” he
once wrote. " wanted to be a master streamsmith with a dry fly.
The Lord of the Rivulets. The Scourge of the Firchole.” His
uncle, Grant Wooton, was his inspiration, a man who could “see

through water as tho [sic] he had sonar, and no one, no one, in
over sixty years of fishing, ever beat him.” With Uncle Grant and
Grant’s son, Jay, the teenage Sheridan fished his way across the
Yellowstone Plateau: The Firchole, the Madison, the Gallatin,
Grayling Creck, Duck Creek, Cougar Creek.

And when he couldn’t travel so far out of Utah, he still man-
aged to head into the nearby mountains and find the inspiration
for his future book: Curtis Creek, on the north fork of Utah's
Blacksmith's Fork River. It was tough water, fair water, but “def-
initely not a pussy stream.”

ANDERSON WAS BORN ON SEPTEMBER 18, 1936, IN THE LOS ANGELES
area, and his father—after a stint in the Army—became a car
salesman and moved the Anderson clan, four strong, to Salt
Lake City. "My parents were never like Ozzie and Harriet,”
Mike says. “It wasn't really dysfunctional...well, I guess it kind
of was.” The Andersons got into frequent spats, fueled by the
alcohol that was a part of family life from the beginning, Their
relationship was consistently rocky,
but they managed to stay togeth-
er—in honor of the now-tired
phrase “for the kids.” Recalls Mike,
"It was hard to keep the boat going
in one direction.”

When Mike was a junior in high
L.A., but
Sheridan stayed in the dry Utah

school, he moved to
climate, having suffered from asth-
ma since early childhood. He stud-
ied art at the University of Utah but
never finished, and took a few cours-
es at colleges around the West. In his
carly 20s, always migrating from
one place to the next, he met
climbers whom he eventually fol-
lowed to Yosemite and the rockeraft
epicenter at Camp 4-—men like
Yvon Chouinard, Royal Robbins,
Chuck Pratt, Steve Roper, Roger
Keckeissen, and Joe Kelsey. Sheridan
was never a climber of their caliber, but he was part of their
climbing fraternity for nearly two decades.

In the late 1960s, Camp 4 was full of unruly pioneers, lithe
superclimbers who spent their days forging new ascents and their
nights partying under the yellow pines. “We shoplified to feed
ourselves,” says Roger Keckeissen, now a flyfishing guide in
Livingston, Montana. “We'd hang out in the cafeteria and get
coffee, and when the tourists left, we'd finish off their leftover
toast and bacon.” They hung out on Sentinal Beach, beside the
Merced River, long-haired and naked, tanned and stoned. While
the climbers were scouting routes on El Cap'’s Salathe Wall, on
Half’ Dome, on Sentinal, Sheridan would fish, drink, and draw:
As Kelsey wrote in The Climbing Cartoons of Sheridan Anderson,
published after Sheridan’s death, “Unflattering caricature was
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