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April Meeting with Kiel Jones

Kiel grew up fishing Victoria’s central
highland lakes. He caught his first trout on a
fly at age 11 and has never looked back,
becoming obsessed with turning over the
rocks at Hepburn Lagoon and Newlyn
Reservoir in search of any bug that could
trick a fish.

His fly fishing takes him to many places. He
regularly hunts midge feeding trout in those
central Victorian highland lakes and the
springtime dun feeders on the shores of our
local waters, he fishes the rivers of New
Zealand’s back country, he chases GT’s and
bonefish on the Pacific islands, and he
regularly explores Victoria’s north-east
rivers and the NSW Snowy Mountain
streams.

As an avid bream and estuary perch fly
fisherman Kiel spends his free time
exploring the inlets between the South
Australian border all round to Mallacoota in
the east.

Kiel guides for Millbrook Lakes and
Wilderness Fly Fishing. He has a passion for
teaching beginners and up-skilling seasoned
fly fishers.

For our April meeting Kiel has a
presentation on “Mayfly Scenarios” - the
mayfly life cycle before the hatch, during the

Thursday, April 21,
8:00 pm at the

Kelvin Club

hatch, and after the hatch; spinners, tactics,
flies and gear to use.

This will be a very informative and
instructive meeting, so mark it in your
diary — Thursday, April 21.

We would encourage all members to join
us for what will be a fabulous meeting, but
PLEASE make a booking for dinner by
Wednesday, April 20, by emailing Terry
Rogers at terryrogers@bigpond.com and
leaving a message.
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Again, We Welcome a New Member

It is our great pleasure again this month to welcome a new member to the Association.
Cam Johnston has joined our ranks. We trust that Cam’s membership brings many great
friendships, lots of fabulous fishing, and countless wonderful memories.
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President’s

Message

“There's life without Facebook and the Internet.

Really? Please send me the link!” (Anon)

It is with great sadness that I report the
death of Duncan Milenkovic. Duncan had
been a staunch and active member of the
VFFA for 50 years. He was President in
1985/86 and had previously served a term
as Secretary. There is a detailed tribute to
Duncan included in this newsletter. Our
thoughts and condolences are with his
family and friends, in particular Tim and
Kate.

The highlight this month was, without
doubt, Andrew Mossman's presentation
reflecting on his observations over a
lifetime of passionate fly fishing. Andrew
is a thoughtful fly fisherman and has
devoted many hours to the study of the
insects, their representation and
presentation. He has spent much time
over the years in the Victorian and NSW
high country, and has witnessed first-
hand the degradation of the Koszciusko
National Park. A transcript of his
presentation appears elsewhere in this
newsletter. Andrew’s book “My Fly-fishing
Life” is a delightful read, full of
entertaining and instructive anecdotes
and an excellent reference for those
interested in entomology and fly tying.
Those who would like a copy should
contact Andrew directly.

Early in March a group of VFFA members
went to Millbrook and had a splendid
day’s fishing. Guide for the day was Craig
Coltman who you will remember gave us
a superb talk last year on the “One
Percenters”. The fishing was difficult, but
between the eight of us we caught over 20
fish for the day and I personally spent
several hours surrounded by rising fish
but failing miserably to land one despite
numerous changes of fly and

Dr David Hooke

presentation. Success came late in the day!

It was somewhat disappointing that we
could only rustle up eight starters. I do
encourage you to consider joining one of
our four reserved days during the year at
Millbrook. It's invariably a great day at
very reasonable cost. The next scheduled
visit is our Winter visit on Wednesday,
June 1. Pop it in the diary and be in touch
with Terry Rogers who is the Co-ordinator
for our Millbrook trips.

Our speaker for the April Meeting is Kiel
Jones. Kiel guides for Millbrook and
Wilderness Fly Fishing, and as well as
pursuing trout enjoys hunting estuary
perch and bream on the fly. I first met Kiel
when he was guiding one of our
Millbrook trips last year and thoroughly
enjoyed his enthusiasm and expertise. He
is going to speak about Mayflies: their
life-cycles; the flies we tie to imitate and
deceive; presentation; ... indeed anything
and everything about one of the most
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important insects to fly fishers. I do
encourage you to come along to the
Kelvin Club for dinner prior to the
presentation. Bring your
spouse/significant other. Remember, it’s
not just about fishing - it’s also about the
friendships and the camaraderie.

The next major event is our annual trip to
Enoch’s Country Club, Enoch’s Point on
the Big River, courtesy of John Pilkington.
At Liars” Night in February Will Davidson
gave a most entertaining description of
his memorable first visit to the Big River
last year, and at our Annual/Christmas
Dinner last year Chris Gray played some
footage of the Enoch’s Point anthem. It
was composed by Alan Pilkington and
sung to great effect by the incumbents,
accompanied by Kevin Hindle on the
ukulele. By the time you are reading this
message I think we will be at Enoch’s
Point this year, so if you haven't been
before I do suggest you speak to Pilks
about joining in next year.

The annual clash between the VFFA and
the Bairnsdale Fly Fishing Club,
competing for the Dudley Lee Donger, is
scheduled for the weekend April 29 to
May 1. Unfortunately this was cancelled
last year due to Covid. Those who are
interested in a splendid weekend fishing,
competing with, and being hosted by the
BFFC should contact Will Davidson
directly. There is a notice of major event in
this newsletter.

While in the process of organising the
ladies’ fly casting day (see notice
elsewhere in this newsletter) I phoned one
of our prominent female members who
just happened to be sitting by one of the
lakes at Millbrook watching Councillor Jo
Dobson hooking into a substantial fish! I
was a bit surprised to realise I knew
nothing of this event. Why? It was
published on Facebook which, as a
Luddite, I have regarded as an irrelevant

invention of the Devil!

I'm involved in another organisation
which similarly does everything on
Facebook, and as a consequence I have no
idea what is going on. It appears websites
and emails are now essentially a thing of
the past!

Our social media are managed by Jo
Dobson and Will Davidson, for which I
am eternally grateful, and Chris Gray
very regularly posts items of interest. It
would appear that the time has come for
me to shake off the preconceived, perhaps
outdated notions and catch up with the
latest form of communication.

In a moment of idle reflection it struck me
that we have gone full circle. When I was
growing up our phone in the country was
a party line, and everyone knew
everything about everyone else. We ached
for some privacy, and it was a red-letter
day when Stockyard Hill 41 became 053
498 241! (That property now has sadly
become the Stockyard Hill Windfarm).

Now, through Facebook, Twitter,
Instagram and all the others we now
know everything about everybody else
again! Strange, how everything old is new
again.

7
S
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March Meeting with Andrew Mossman

(Here is a very brief summary of Andrew’s lengthy and very
comprehensive presentation.)

Before I talk about what I was asked to
talk about tonight, I thought I would
briefly refer back to our Christmas
Dinner, where Jim Allen spoke. I was
expecting Jim to chat about fishing,
which he does brilliantly. But he didn't.

So I thought I'd refer briefly to some of
the points he made. Jim - I still have my
‘ging’, which you called a shanghai or a
slingshot. I made it when I was just 12
years old, so I've had this thing for about
65 years. If anybody misbehaves tonight
then you're in trouble.

I also have here some of my birds’ egg
collection. When I was a kid everybody
collected birds” eggs. Well, most of my
friends did. I wouldn't touch a bird’s egg
today, and I wouldn't kill a bird today
either. So things have changed.

Jim also mentioned that he made a
cracker gun using a bike pump. I, too,
made a cracker gun using a piece of half
inch water pipe. I put a marble up the
spout with a penny bunger behind it,
and at 20 yards it would go straight
through a paling fence. Over the road
from where I lived there was a huge
Norfolk Island pine, over 100 feet tall.
Now when I was a kid crows were
uncommon in Melbourne, but I spotted
this crow sitting on the top of this pine.

So I thought I'll fix you up, because your
friends were eating the eyes out of my
friends” lambs. So I lined this thing up,
and BOOF - the marble headed straight
for his chest but at the last moment it
dropped and cut the top branch off just
below his foot. He leapt in the air and
said something about reproduction, and
never came back. And that tree had a
crooked top, and still does.

Andrew addressing his attentive audience

Jim also mentioned the state governor
shooting ducks off the front veranda at
government house. I can't match that, but
we had chooks, as lots of people did,
when I grew up in Camberwell. We had
12 chooks and every other year we
would have 12 chickens. These would
grow up, so we would then eat the first
lot of chooks, so it was a good system.

But the starlings and sparrows used to
steal all their food, so when mum and
dad were out I would make a little circle
of wheat on the grass. Then I'd sneak up
to my bedroom, quietly open the
window, pick up dad’s 12 gauge
shotgun, put a set of number nines in it,
and bang! Dad mentioned that we hadn’t
had any problem with starlings for
months.

Now this photo on the screen shows a
small fish I caught in the Spey River in
Scotland 10 or 15 years ago. Margot and I
fished the Spey in the mid-70s. At the
middle of the Spey is a place called
Grantown, owned by an aristocrat of
some sort had no heirs, so he left it to the
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Some of the attentive audience

town for the common man to fish. So you
could go to Grantown, take bed and
breakfast somewhere, and fish this river
which is one of Scotland's top salmon
rivers. I went there a few years ago
because we have a daughter living in
London, and I spent an hour catching
three smallish fish which were taking
tiny dark caddis flies.

And that, to me, is a more significant
fish. I know some of you don't believe
me, but if you offered me a dozen half
pound or three-quarter pound fish that
was selectively feeding, or one 10
pounder, I'd take the dozen. They're
much harder to catch than the big fish.
And when they're selectively feeding,
that's what drives me.

I thought I should go through the
changes in fly fishing that I have seen in
my remarkably long life. Tackle has
improved. I have three rods here. The
first rod was my dad’s rod. It's green
heart and the butt is red gum. The next
two bits are split cane which somebody
has replaced. It is the heaviest, most out
of balance and worst action rod I've ever
felt. I also have here the first rod I fished

with and the first rod I caught some
small trout on.

Father Christmas came along soon after
that and left me with a kit to make a rod -
three pieces of split cane, a whole lot of
runners and ferrules, and a handle. So I
made it up, and I thought it was the best
rod ever made. I caught my first trout in
the Delatite on it - a 12” rainbow, taken
on a Royal Coachman wet fly.

I used this rod for several years. And I
loved it and I learned to fish properly
with it. But like my dad's rod, it was
heavy and out of balance and had a
horrible action.

Then I started buying Tonkin cane from
Turvilles. The actual blanks were made in
Scotland by Sharpes, and Turvilles
imported them. When we bought them I
used to cut the top off. This would stiffen
them up and make them tippy. They
were beautiful rods, and I still love them.
I made this one in 1962. It has a Ritz
parabolic action. I now fish with a Sage
XP. You people have probably got later
models. They're beautiful rods and I
don't know why you'd use anything else.
>>>
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But reels haven't changed much since
I've been fishing. I started with a little
reel with a ratchet but no drag. Then
when Jim did specials at the Compleat
Angler we got onto those Young's Bridex
reels. And my dear friend Andrew Orr,
here tonight, gave me a Hardy Perfect,
which I still have and treasure. We also
purchased these St George's Hardy's for
$30 each, and that was a fortune for me
then. The only thing that really
happened with reels at that time was
that they had drag adjustment added.

We fished with silk lines and they were
just beautiful. But they were high
maintenance. They cast beautifully and
they floated beautifully - except when
they didn't. Then you had to pull them
out, wipe them down with a clean rag,
and put some new Mucilin float-ant on
them. And then every night you took
them off and put them on a drier,
because if you didn't dry them they went
rotten. Plastic lines have now replaced
all that. They float better and last longer,
and that’s just the way it is.

Waders - nothing much has changed
here, except for GoreTex. And they're
now more comfortable.

Andrew’s descriptions of his early fly fishing experiences were enchanting

One of the things that's changed
dramatically is the advent of four wheel
drive vehicles. When I started fishing up
at Mansfield my friend was a farmer's
son. I taught him to fly fish, but he wasn't
a keen fly fisherman like I was. Then his
sister married his neighbour who ran
cattle on the high plains behind Mt
Buller. So then we were always at the top
of the Howqua or the top of the Jamieson
fishing. That was wilderness fishing in
those days - you could get there on a
horse or a four wheel drive. Or if you
were a really good driver, you get there
with two-wheel vehicle provided it
hadn't rained for a couple of weeks.

I'used to fish the Howqua and I always
got my bag limit. And in those days the
bag limit was six fish and if I got six fish
for the day, that'd be a full day's fishing.
Some of them would be 1% lb, and the
odd one would be bigger, but mostly
they'd be 12 - 14 inches. And it was
wilderness fishing, but four wheel drives
have changed all that. There isn’t much
wilderness fishing now in south-east
Australia, and that's a great pity. But it
means we can all go to places so there's
nothing wrong with that either, I
suppose.
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I think the biggest development in my
lifetime has been in fly design. When 1
started fishing, we would get to the river
and put our favourite fly on, or the fly
we caught fish on last time. It would be a
Greenwells glory or a Royal Coachman.
Perhaps a Wickham’s Fancy or even a
Red Tag, or something like that. And
when it didn't work, we tried another
pattern, then another pattern, and
another pattern until we found one that
worked.

When I started fishing, no-one fished
with nymphs. But they came early in my
life. I remember in 1961 I caught my first
fish on a nymph. I started tying them but
they were not common. If you fished
back then you put a dun pattern on and
then you put the spinner on.

Today you don't do it like that. You put
on a nymph that’s on the bottom, or a
nymph that's rising, or a nymph that’s
slightly below the surface, or a nymph
floating just in the surface, or a nymph
that’s hatching (which is now called an
emerger), or a nymph that has just
hatched, or a dun, or a cripple dun, or an
upright spinner or spent spinner. So
when you're fishing a mayfly hatch
today, you are deciding where you are in
the hatch, and the sequence goes
backwards and forwards, particularly in
New Zealand. You'll be on duns, then
you'll be on spent spinners, then you'll
be on hatching duns again, or emergers,
and it's chopping and changing all the
time.

Today if you want to catch a lot of fish in
a day then you have to be up with all
that, and you've got all those flies ready.
You don't have two or three flies for a
hatch - you've got about a dozen. So
that's a huge and a terrific development.
We use flies that are designed to
represent an insect’s behaviour at a
certain stage of its life, as opposed to a

pattern which was just a Greenwell’s
Glory or something similar.

The next thing that I want to talk about
is the fishing environment, which has
changed dramatically. I've been involved
in the Kosciusko Park, and first went
there in 1963. I got involved in saving
the Currango homestead, which is in the
northern end of the park. The photo here
shows the Currango swamp. It runs into
a 10,000-year-old peat bog then down to
join the Murrumbidgee River a couple of
miles upstream from the actual weir at
Tantangara, so it normally runs into the
weir. We used to go there, and we'd
normally park there and fish the creek.

The creek there was one to two metres
deep. It was crystal clear. The banks
were undercut. It was full of weed and
the creek ran through the middle of the
swamp there. So we’d go fishing there,
and you'd be walking through the
swamp and suddenly you've come
across a 3 Ib trout there chasing frogs.

Well, what about today? Here’s a photo
taken by a friend of mine not long ago.
You’d now see 50 to 100 horses at that
creek that 20 years ago was 2 metres
deep and crystal clear. However, look at
the damage. There is no bank there now,
and no fishing. The horses have totally
destroyed that part, and now the New
South Wales government has passed an
Act of Parliament to protect feral horses.

Here is a photo of the Breakaway on the
Goulburn. I went there with my dad and
we came over the bridge to see the
Acheron. The Goulburn then was
basically a wild river and the floods
would come down regularly. It would be
roaring and it had unstable banks. That's
why it’s called the Breakaway, because it
moved across the whole valley and
broke away. The Johnsons lost half their
land.

>>>
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We were told, “No worries, mate. Just go
there and camp on that island.” But now
there’s a caravan park there and the area
has been subdivided for housing. In
those early days if we were there in the
evening, there would be a huge Kossie
dun hatch, and the fish would be
splashing all over the place. That's what
it was like. But now all the fields are
filled up, and the rabbits are gone. And
it's completely changed.

The next part is even more sad. Here’s a
photo of the Snowy River before
Jindabyne was built. I had one or two
days fishing there with a guy called
Grant Petch. I taught him to fish and he
introduced me to the VFFA some 52
years ago. Before Jindabyne was built
you wouldn't cover the river with two
casts. It was 60 metres wide, but you

could wade across in spots. The water
was not cold. In January there were hot
windy days, but we still had wonderful
fishing. We fished through big clear
pools and you'd be walking around the
sandy banks and you could see 10 feet
down into crystal clear water. And all
the time you would see fish cruising
past. You'd just stand in the shade, and
watch for a bit. It was just wonderful.

Well, we went back 20 years later
because we wanted to get to the
Eucumbene River below the dam where
we knew there had been good fishing 20
kms down. And the river there was
flowing through a 12 inch pipe. And
now it's all gone, and sadly it will never
come back.

-

Tichborne watercolour — Tukituki River
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Our May Meeting with Peter Morse

Peter Morse grew up in Fiji, where from
an early age he fished from the family
boat trolling handlines for mackerel,
trevally, tuna and coral trout. His father
and his grandfather were fly fishermen,
and Peter has fly fished since the early
1970s in both freshwater and saltwater.
He has written extensively on the sport
for magazines and has authored three
books. He is known in fly fishing circles
worldwide through the Wildfish TV series
produced in the 1990s.

These days Peter is a Sage and RIO
Ambassador, and is a certified Master
Casting Instructor with Fly Fishers
International. He conducts fly casting
clinics all over the country, from novice
level through to training other potential
instructors. Without prejudice he chases
with fly fishing tackle and techniques
whatever swims, and has landed more
than 300 different species on fly.

Fly fishing is defined by fly casting.
There’s no such thing as a bad fish.
His top ten favourite species (in order)

are Spanish mackerel, saratoga, the
tunas, Murray cod, the trevallies, trout,

A Blue Bastard, officially called a Plectorhinchus caeruleonothus, complete with fly in its mouth

Peter Morse showing some of his
saltwater flies

blue bastards, permit, bonefish and
barramundi.

Peter is a highly entertaining, well-
informed and engaging speaker, and this
meeting is one not to be missed. Mark it
in your diary — Thursday, May 19, 8:00
pm at the Kelvin Club.
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Vale Duncan Milenkovic, who sadly died on Friday, March 18

Duncan’s son Timothy wrote: “It is with
sadness that I write to inform you that
dad passed away at 1:00 am on Friday,
March 18. He went peacefully with me
by his side. As per dad’s wishes there
will not be a funeral service, and in due
course his ashes will be scattered into the
Goulburn River near Seymour, his
childhood fishing ground.”

Duncan was a significant and respected
member of the VFFA, being secretary in
1977-78 and president in the years
1985/86. He was a member of the
Association for just on 50 years.

Here are some memories of two of
Duncan’s close fishing friends.

Trevor Stow tells us that “Duncan was a
passionate fly fisherman. He loved
fishing in Tasmania and New Zealand. At
one stage his office in Melbourne
overlooked the heliport on the Yarra
River. During the fishing season it would
not be unusual for him to phone a mate
in Tasmania and ask if the spinners were
up. If they were he would grab the
fishing gear that he kept in the office,
catch a chopper to the airport and a plane
to Tassie. He would be fishing within
hours of making the decision. He would
then return via the plane and the chopper
early on Monday morning, just in time
for work.

One year Hubert and I pulled up at the
Timaru River (New Zealand) car park. As
we rigged our gear, Duncan
unexpectedly appeared. He chatted for a
few minutes and then asked Hubert if he
could see his fly box. Duncan then
proceeded to pick out a few dozen of
Hubert's best flies and put them in his
pocket. I asked: "What are you doing?
You can't do that". "Yes, I can," replied
Duncan. "He's the best fly tier around,

Duncan loved the Tasmania lakes

and I don't steal second rate flies".
Hubert just smiled. It wasn't the first
time that Duncan had selected a few of
Hubert's flies for his own fly box.

I found Duncan great company, a very
good fisherman, and a wealth of
knowledge - particularly when
discussing Tasmania. I will miss his
cheery personality and his tales of great
fishing and life in general. RIP mate.”

Dr Peter Joseph, an Adelaide-based
VFFA member and Patron of the South
Australian Fly Fishers” Asociation, knew
Duncan well. He writes: “Duncan and I
kept in touch on and off for many years. I
would like to record my deep sadness at
his death, and would also like to record
this as a tribute to him.

We met in 1970 at Braemar Bay on Lake
Eucumbene, and chatted, waiting for the
action. But the fog rolled in and the
tailers did not appear, so Duncan invited
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VFFA Librarian Blll Jeans and Prestdent Dowd Hooke stand under the VFFA Honour Board
holding up the plaque of a 6Ib brown trout caught in Tantangara Reservoir in 1975 by Duncan.
The Honour Board shows Duncan s time as President — 1985-86

me to his caravan for tea. He then
suggested a game of poker. Not then
knowing his history of Legacy getting
him a job as a teenager in the Sergeants
Mess at Puckapunyal (after the
premature death of his father), I agreed.
He had been well schooled in how to
win, but the cards went my way and he
lost a dollar, much to his chagrin.

It was late and I was camped in Cooma,
so I slept the night in his caravan and
had breakfast with him. I realised later I
had left my enamel plate in the van but it
was too late to make it worthwhile
returning, as he had left.

On Little Pine Lagoon 10 years later I
was fishing in the evening. It was
snowing. I passed a campervan with the
door open and I commented on the size
of the fish in the pan. Despite my arctic-
style Balaclava, Duncan recognised me,
then I him. I unsuccessfully demanded

the return of my plate, which he was still
using. In fact he claimed that despite
losing at poker he was in front, because
the plate was worth more! We had
caught up, and this consolidated a lasting
friendship.

Duncan and I flew over from Melbourne
together one Friday to fish. At the
baggage collection it was obvious that
my rods had not made it. Duncan’s
subsequent claim that he prevented me
from jumping the counter and assaulting
the unfortunate baggage clerk was
obvious hyperbole. Eventually the rods
were found, having fallen off the system
in Melbourne. In those days of customer
service the clerk arranged to deliver them
to the wall at Little Pine Lagoon by 4 pm.
Duncan offered me a loan rod, so we
departed for Arthurs.

Unknown to me then, Duncan was
an insomniac and survived on little
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Early Morning Rise and Catch

sleep. He knew I had a litre of malt
whisky in my rucksack and insisted on
sampling it. When only half of it was left
and I insisted on returning it to the pack,
he produced a bottle of slivovitz. I
foolishly said yes. We got to bed at 4 am.

Duncan’s father was a pilot in the
Serbian air force. He escaped the Nazis,
flew with the R.A.F. during the war, and
was shot down and sent to a camp. He
was liberated by the American Army and
being multilingual served as an
interpreter. The Americans supported his
plan to travel to Australia. By then he
had married Duncan’s mother, who had
also been imprisoned during the war.
Duncan was four when they arrived in
Australia. His brother was then born in
Australia.

Duncan’s father was given a job on the
railways at Seymour. He hoped to fly
again as a commercial pilot, but died

suddenly when Duncan was ten. So
Duncan assumed responsibility for the
family. There was no social security as we
understand it today, and there was
poverty. Legacy helped the family, and
this spurred Duncan’s later interest in
helping Legacy.

Duncan was very intelligent and a good
scholar. At matriculation he won a
Commonwealth Scholarship, which
would have paid his university fees and
a living allowance, but he had a broader
vision and went to work at the GPO.

He was remarkably self-deprecatory.
Despite having a senior position in the
GPO/ Australia Post as Executive
Director of Engineering and advising on
capital investments, he told people his
job was punching the holes in the sheets
of postage stamps. When I told my
daughter of his death she said, “the man
who put the holes in stamps”.
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Duncan was a keen and frequent attender at
VFFA casting days

Duncan had a second career selling fleets
of Fords. There was a lot of travel to
Malaysia, playing on superb golf courses.
He loved his golf, and his club,
Huntingdale.

He was devoted to his wife Christine,
recognising her extraordinary patience,
and we spent many hours discussing our
children, their problems and strengths
and progress.

His frequent weekend trips to Tasmania
were action-packed. He would change
into fishing clothes at work on Friday
evenings, catch the flight to Launceston,
fish until the last minute, wear his three-
day old clothes on the flight home on
Monday morning (to the discomfort of
his fellow passengers), and spruce up at
the office.

Our Tasmanian trips were a fixture for
some years. The Western edge of many of
the plateau lakes are quicksand, and
Duncan, pursuing a fish, was so
absorbed that he often forgot his
previous near drownings, and had

several further lucky escapes, one on the
middle Talleh left him quite shaken.

He was an expert on New Zealand
fishing as well as Tasmania, with an
interest in the Wangapeka and Motueka
long before they were popular tourist
destinations. He also fished Poolburn
before it was well known. He knew
about the dawn and dusk midge fishing
as well as the Cicadas.

In later years, like Marty Rogers before
him, Duncan confided in me that he
enjoyed just taking his rod for a walk. He
and Marty had both achieved such a
level of skill that the result of a cast
would rarely have been in doubt. They
no longer needed to prove their
competence to anyone, let alone
themselves. The fact that the fish were
where they should have been was
enough. He was an early member of the
Millbrook Lakes Syndicate, and
generously entertained John Stagg and
myself there for several nights.

Duncan chose to not tell me of his illness,
but I am sad that I did not try harder to
be informed. Carpe Diem, there are no
dress rehearsals, and few second chances.

From Kipling via Skues I offer, on friends
as well as streams, “Go softly by that
river’s side, or when you would depart
you'll find its every winding tied and
knotted round your heart.”

Vale Duncan - Duncan, my mate.” Q‘.‘
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From the

EDITOR’S DESK

"The man who coined the phrase "Money can’t buy happiness” never bought himself a good fly
rod!” (Reg Baird, from his video Labrador Trout)

"I salute the gallantry and uncompromising standards of wild trout, and their tastes in

landscapes.” (John Madson)

“Fly tying is the next best thing to fishing; it is the sort of licking of the lips that eases a thirsty
man in the desert.” (Arthur Ransome: Fly Tying in Winter)

"You can observe a lot just by watching.” (Yogi Bear)

I thoroughly enjoyed the recent
Millbrook Lakes visit by members,
though a fish in the late afternoon
exposed my sporadic displays of
incompetence. Just down from the cabin
on the main lake there is a small island,
and a substantial trout was cruising up
and down on the near side, tantalisingly
rising and swirling at regular intervals. I
had tied on a small spider pattern and
was trying to fire out some tempting
casts, but the substantial amount of
foliage behind me made casting tricky.
Shooting back casts through gaps and
holes in the pestiferous leaves and limbs
took precedence over aiming the fly at
the latest rise. I'd already lost two good
flies in the shrubbery and wasn’t keen to
lose any more.

But this testing trout rose again —a
vigorous and attention-grabbing swirl
this time. I couldn’t help myself - mid-
cast I tried to change direction to reach
his whereabouts and of course hooked
up yet again in a leafy branch.

No time to muck around - a quick
snatch to free the fly and we were back
into it. Several more casts to his nibs,
and they were on target too. I'd got my
eye in now and my casting was much
tighter. But all my offerings were
ignored. A suspicion grew. I hauled in
my line - and sure enough, I'd been fly
casting without a fly. My deadly little

spider pattern was still stuck up in the
tree behind me.

All of which reminded me of the
countless other fool things I'd done in
my decades of fly fishing. Fishing
without a fly is bad enough, but fishing
without a leader is even worse. Years
ago Hubert had me up on one of the
Monaro rivers in NSW and fish were
rising. Hubert had landed a couple.l
made a cast to a set of rings at my end of
the pool and saw my fly and associated
leader sail off through the air. I had been
experimenting at home with superglue
leader connections to my fly line and
hadn’t had time to do any proper testing
before Hubert arrived to pick me up. So
it was that on my first serious cast the
leader departed from the fly line, and fly
with leader attached landed on top of a
quite bewildered trout that hadn’t seen
this sort of tomfoolery before.

One of my Warrnambool compatriots of
many years ago, a heavy smoker, told
me of a similar disaster. He was fishing
Little Pine in Tassie one summer
evening when a fish rose in front of him.
He was puffing heavily on a dart when
he spotted the rise, so dropped his butt
and cast his fly. But his still glowing butt
landed in the middle of several coils of
fly line at his feet, and, as he tells it, the
flaming butt burned through his line. So
when he cast, his fly and leader and

16 VFFA APRIL 2022



some yards of fly line all headed out to
sea. I'm not sure if this actually
happened, but my colleague swears it
did.

Animals can be a pest. Warrnambool is a
dairying area, so in my early fly fishing
days I encountered my share of
disgruntled bulls. I even got chased by
an incensed cow one evening on the Mt
Emu Creek, and on another occasion a
very enraged horse made his feelings
plain. Fortunately he was on the other
side of the fence.

On one of my favourite pools on the
upper Merri River there was a black bull
who occupied the paddock on the other
side of the river. Most days he would
spot me and come racing down to
bellow and snort and kick dirt in the air
and generally indicate his total
discontent with my presence. What
worried me was that the river at this
point was narrow and shallow and he
could easily have waded across for a
closer discussion. Fortunately, he never
did.

Milton Zeuschner and I often fished
some stocked farmer’s dams near
Leongatha, where in springtime
magpies could be a nuisance. I recall one
evening when we actually gave up
fishing after about twenty minutes — just
packed up and went to another dam. A
magpie sitting on a fence near the dam
raced over and swooped on us every
time we tried to make a cast. Very
disconcerting.

I'm sure I've talked before about those
pestiferous electric fences. There was
one across a paddock close to where the
Mt Emu Creek ran into the Hopkins
River. I soon discovered it was never on,
so climbed over it without a moment’s
thought. Till one evening it was turned
on, as I discovered when I was standing
with one leg on each side.

Some years ago I purchased a pair of
relatively cheap waist waders. They
were made of some rubbery compound

and were very comfortable. The material
was a good electric insulator, so I had no
problems straddling and sliding over
the electric fences I encountered. But
one evening I was fishing the
Murrindindi and had waded into a deep
pool so that my waders were now wet
right up to the crutch. When I tried my
now customary way of climbing over an
electric fence the water on my wet
waders shorted out the fence. So when I
straddled it there was a very loud
explosion under my backside that was
immensely unsettling.

All of us have had unintentional swims.
I've had a few, the most expensive being
on the Yarra River upstream from
Warburton. I was on one side of the
river and access to the top of a good
pool was better from the other side. So I
waded across at the bottom of the pool
where the rocks were very slippery and
slimy. So I lost my footing and fell in.
No big deal, except that the camera on a
strap around my neck went swimming
too. It didn’t work again after that.

Flies are vital in fly fishing. But they are
constructed on sharp fish hooks and
sometimes these can bury themselves in
bits of our anatomy. I buried one in the
back of my neck one evening on the
lower Merri River. My fault - a big sea-
run brownie had risen a few times on
the other side of the river and there was
a very strong gusting wind blowing
onto my right shoulder. You can put the
rest together.

On a pleasant day on the Rubicon River
about 20 years ago I managed to bury a
hook deeply in my left forefinger. I
couldn’t get it out (or at least my efforts
were very painful) so walked back to the
car and phoned my Melbourne medical
surgery. It was a Tuesday and the
receptionist checked the bookings and
informed me that the next available
timeslot for my doctor would be Friday
afternoon. Would that do? On the way
back to Melbourne I called into the
medical surgery at Healesville and <<
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got placed on the end of a very long list
of waiting patients. In due course the
hook was removed by the doctor there
who said he’d unhooked many a
suffering angler. All good, but I was
intensely irritated at the waste of a day’s
nymphing

Some years ago I often fished the Little
River at Taggerty. A delightful stream,
providing lots of wonderful memories. I
would park my car at the park just off
the highway, get togged up, then walk

the short distance to the stream. And the
first pool there was a ripper. So I
invariably prepared to lay my first cast
of the day halfway up this pool. Every
time I did this my back cast hooked my
fly high up in the tree immediately
behind. And I did it every time I fished
there. How stupid can we be.

So there it is. I've seen fellow fly fishers
do dopey things too, but I'll only own
up to mine (of which only a sample has
been listed here).

Ead

Ladies’ Casting Day

We are currently in the process of
organising a fly casting day exclusively
for women associated with the VFFA. It
will be hosted by Judith Oliver who is a
Certified Fly Casting Instructor and Jo
Dobson and it will be deliberately low
key. The aim is to provide an
opportunity for female members or the
female partners of members to
experience an introduction to the sport.

Judith will start with the very basics of
the equipment, clothing, waders and
casting, particularly as it relates to
middle-aged ladies who have completely
different needs to blokes, many of whom
may have been fishing for a lifetime. It
will be held at the Southern Flyfishers
headquarters in Oakleigh, which has
appropriate facilities, including tea and
coffee, and we will put on a light
barbecue lunch. It will be held on
Wednesday, April 27, commencing at
10:30 am. There will be no cost.

All those interested (blokes, please do
some encouraging) should contact David
Hooke either by email or phone.

Kristina Placko, VFFA member and New
Zealand guide, is a highly skilled fly caster
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Australian Trout Foundation News

The Australian Trout Foundation is organising a Trout Fest for Saturday, May 14. This
event will be held at Eildon and is being supported by the Victorian Fisheries Authority.

Among other activities up to 80 young people in the age range 6 — 12 will be offered
fishing gear and instruction on how to fish. The VFFA will have the opportunity to have
a presence there to publicise the Associations work on behalf of the Victorian trout

fishery.

Trade stalls
FoodTuds )}
'

Fish stocking

== Victori: T 12 . . . .
£ Ficherios (IW/RF ) Go Fishing Victoria
i‘t}g” et ' More people fishing, more often
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Notice of Event for VFFA 2022 Donger Weekend
The Event: A weekend in the magnificent high country of East Gippsland for the annual fly
fishing Victorian heavy weight clash between the VFFA and the BFFC.
Dates: Arrive Friday April 29; weigh in 2:00 pm Sunday, May 1.
Address: ‘Mitta Lodge’, Omeo Valley Road, Omeo Valley, VIC.

Travel: You are responsible for making your own travel arrangements to and from Omeo,
which is about a 5 hour drive (travelling to Bairnsdale and then north along the Great
Alpine Road).

The lodge is about 15 minutes from Omeo but access is through locked gates.
Specifics of arrival details will be confirmed by the convenor closer to the event.

Catering / food and drink requirements: Self-catering for lunch and breakfast, BYO
drinks, BFF will supply Saturday evening Dinner.

Cost: There is no cost for the accommodation at the lodge.
Fishing locations: Rivers in Omeo region (Mitta Mitta, Livingston, Cobungra, Gibbo, etc)
Fishing license: A current Victorian license is required.

Mobile phone: Coverage is patchy. Good in major townships (with Telstra) but poor or
non-existent in most angling areas.

Sleeping requirements: Bring own bedding and towel (and tent or swag if this is
preferred).

Strongly recommended personal equipment: Waders/wading boots, gaiters for wet
waders, brimmed hat, sunglasses, sunscreen, wet weather gear, warm clothes, insect
repellent, wading staff, Personal Locator Beacon (PLB), torch at dusk onwards, mobile
phone in waterproof container, handheld UHF radio.

Essential equipment if intending to fish out of direct sight of other participants:
UHF radio.

Essential equipment for Remote Locations: Compression bandage, UHF handheld
radio, water, prescribed medicines for those with a medical condition which could re-occur,
mobile phone if coverage available.

Weather: Varies from very hot to very cold, can be hot during the day with cooler
temperatures at night (high country conditions). Latest forecast will be at the lodge every
morning.

Event Registration Form (ERF): Register by sending the Event Co-ordinator a completed
and signed copy of the ERF by email as an attachment or a hard copy via the post.

“First in best dressed”. Obtain your ERF from the VFFA website www.vffa.com.au or pick
one up at a General Meeting.

Event Co-ordinator: Will Davidson, mobile 0418 160 020,
email: w.davidson151@gmail.com

Postal address: 14 Pinewood Avenue, Ringwood East VIC 3135
Date of this Notice of Event: March 2, 2020

20 VFFA APRIL 2022



A Note from Jim Blakeslee

Jim wrote recently to tell us that the
Warrnambool Fly Fishers have set the
date for their annual dinner for
Saturday, September 3. A number of our
Melbourne members are regular
attenders, so this information is of
interest.

Jim also spent time a few weeks ago fly
fishing for carp at Rushworth. He says:
“We stalked them in the shallows with
their backs out of the water, or
polaroided them in water 1 to 2 feet
deep. They love stick caddis! AND they
fight hard and are great fun to catch.
The average size of the ones we caught
was 3 kg and we caught them up to 7
kg. Some even bigger ones were hooked
and lost. Our Stick Caddis patterns were
tied on sizes 6 and 8 long shank extra
strong hooks. We used 8 and 10 pound
fluorocarbon tippet, 8 weight rods,
floating lines, lots of backing, and reels
with a good drag. Big fish ran 50 to 100
metres into our backing and took up to
10 minutes to land.”

Cheers Jimbo Those Rushworth carp are large and fight powerfully
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Bill Beck
... by Jim Allen

On New Year’s Day word came through
that well-known Tasmanian trout guide,
Bill Beck, had died. He was in his early
80s. No one could claim he didn’t enjoy
his life around fly fishing. He lived it to
the fullest and one night some years ago,
as he lit another cigarette and lifted his
glass of wine, he declared it’s better to
have 75 good years than 85 miserable
ones.

We knew he wasn't travelling well when
earlier last year he was diagnosed with a
heart problem. He was told he might last
a few more years or be dead the next
day. I think he decided to take the risk.

Bill and Alan Felmingham were partners
and two of the original trout guides in
Tasmania. The late Noel Jetson had been
the first. Bill and Alan came next, and in
the early days specialised in the magic
fishing at the newly-flooded Lake
Pedder. When first filled, Lake Pedder
experienced an explosion of mudeyes
and galaxias as the waters rose. Huge
brown trout, some in excess of 20
pounds, were caught during trout
fishing boom that followed.

Later, Bill purchased the remnant
business from the Felminghams and
started his own guiding operation from
his shack at Little Pine Lagoon and a
caravan down at Pedder. Without doubt
he was one of the best-known and most
charismatic characters in the highlands
of Tasmania.

Bill’s boat, a half-century old de
Havilland Offshore called the Highland
Spinner, was regularly seen all over the
highlands, and in later years more often
at Little Pine. Fishing in it would be Bill
and his ‘victims’. He, sitting low in the
middle, his clients at each end. Some

described him as a trout fishing
companion and not a guide. Bill didn’t
care, he fished with his customers,
pointing out the rising fish and offering
them the first cast. A poor presentation
would find Bill’s fly in the perfect
position moments later.

He was great fun both te be with, and to
fish with. Life in the highlands with Bill
was playing cards, drinking good wine,
eating the finest Tasmanian beef at
barbecues and of course fly fishing with
a very knowledgeable angler.

Back at his shack he was the true
entertainer. It didn’t matter if you were
the Prime Minister, Governor-General, a
business tycoon or just the bloke
somewhere else with an ordinary job. In
the company of Bill Beck, all were
treated the same. Card-playing nights
often didn’t end until the first light of
dawn and the few miles drive back to
Miena were fraught with blurred vision.
But no one was ever caught by the local
constabulary, nor did they fall off the
road or end up in the Ouse River —
amazing when reflecting back!

Bill liked to sit low in his boat. I believe
he thought the trout came much closer
than to anglers sitting high on the seat
poles so popular today. During mayfly
season he started the day with his
Crystal Flash Nymph under a well-
floating dry, which he called the
Battleship — really just a well-hackled
Red Tag. If and when the nymphs
started to move and thereby persuaded a
few trout to begin looking for them, Bill
often pre-empted the dun hatch by
switching to two dun patterns. He
claimed the best of the dun hatch was at
the very start of proceedings, and then at
the end, during what he called the
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mopping up period after the main hatch
subsided. In the middle of the hatch, he
claimed the fish were too intent on the
naturals. He often called trout rising in
the peak of the hatch, “the bloody
impossibles”!

So it was that the Highland Spinner was
often out on the lagoon quite late, with
Bill claiming some very good fishing was
to be had after most of the boats had
departed. He also commented that quite
often the largest fish of the day would be
caught late.

Another long-departed angler gave me a
lecture as a young teenager. He
commented that, “One only lives about a
thousand months son. Don’t waste the
trip. Life’s a bit like a stone cast upon a
pond; at the end the waves will
eventually subside. Be a bloody big
rock.”

Well Bill Beck, you certainly were a
larger rock than those skittle-balls that
flew out of volcanoes many millions of
years ago at the north end of Little Pine
Lagoon. The waves from your life will
live on in the annals of fly fishing in the
Tasmanian highlands for many years to
come. We, who knew you well, are warm
in the knowledge of having had a great
mate and enjoyed many hours in your
company. We who remain will seize the
fly fishing days left for us in your
memory.

Vale Bill Beck.

Tichborne watercolour — McLaren Lake
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Millbrook Report on March Visit

The March visit to Millbrook Lakes
nearly didn’t happen. Surprisingly, the
early applicant numbers were too low
for it to be viable. But then Terry Rogers
and President David Hooke got busy
and recruited the required minimum
group. Which was good, because in
terms of fish caught this was one of our
best and most successful visits.

The weather was cold and initially quite
overcast, but as the day proceeded the
wind blew the clouds away and the sun
shone on the lakes. Yes, the wind must
be mentioned. It blew hard all day and
was relentless. Perhaps it oxygenated the
water in the lakes? Does that sound
feasible? It was certainly the case that
fish rose and were visibly moving all day
in all of the lakes we fished.

Most successful angler for the day was
Richard Kos. Kossy was soon geared to
go when we arrived, and he fished hard
all day. And was deservedly well-

AY
Richard Kos with Oe of the many fish
he caught

rewarded, with nine fish landed and
another five escaping on the long distant
release. Every one of us caught fish, and
a few of us caught several.
Appropriately our president caught the
largest.

The island just down from the cabin.
The trees don t look dangerous, but they claimed too many of the editor s flies.
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President David Hooke fished near the cabin to fish that were rising ofien, but were so
difficult to hook

It was a really good day. The fish were
co-operative, the weather reasonably
pleasant, and in the post-trip summary
report everyone mentioned Craig
Coltman’s efforts as our guide for the
day. Craig knows the fishery well and
worked hard all day, spending time with
each of us and doing all he could to get
us into fish. He freely donated some of
his brilliantly tied flies if he thought a
different fly might win us a fish. The
most successful flies for the day were
damsel nymphs and Mick Hall’s Scruffy,
though many other flies picked up fish
too.

Our next Millbrook trip is scheduled for
June. Winter, but lake fishing is often WO L e T e o e et e |
very good in the winter. We’ll just need Rick Dugina scored early, catching one of
to rug up and wear plenty of layers. the fish rising near the island
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Cooma Notes from John Killip

The La Nina weather system has
continued to produce heavy rain on the
Australian east coast through the
summer, causing serious flooding in
many places. Add the Covid virus and
war in Ukraine and many people are
experiencing increased feelings of
anxiety. Psychologists suggest that
immersing oneself in some absorbing
yet trivial activity like computer games
may be beneficial. Perhaps chasing trout
with a fly rod may serve a similar
purpose. Sounds like a good excuse
anyway.

Being a dedicated river fisher, I have
spent most of this season complaining
about the high flows in our rivers
making fishing difficult if not
impossible. However, most people
around here think it has been a great
season. They must be lake fishers, I
suppose. Or masochists.

Margaret and I have not been fishing as
often or as successfully as usual, but we
have enjoyed some good fishing at
times. For me, one particular fish comes
to mind.

One morning on the Murrumbidgee we
were struggling with high water
flooding the banks and making progress
very difficult. We were slipping and
sliding into water-filled holes while
pushing through head high grass and
thistles. Great fun. Then I spotted a trout
rise in a patch of shade under a willow
on the far bank of a pool. Not only was
it rising in a dark shady spot with
overhanging branches waiting to snare
my fly, but the main current was
between the trout and me. To add a
further hazard, I was standing under
more trees. The trout continued to rise
occasionally, and I pondered what to do.

I worked out that a flat side back cast
would not only keep it under the trees
behind me, but should enable me to
make a forward cast with a sharp curve
to the right - just what I needed to get
under the willow branches and maybe
produce a drag-free drift. It took several
attempts, with pauses to retrieve the fly
from the trees behind, but eventually I
managed to get my fly to drift freely
into the patch of shade. It was only there
for a moment when a pleasingly large
head broke the surface and I was
hooked up to a sizeable brown trout.

There have been some interesting
changes to the dynamics of the Lake
Eucumbene fishery over the past couple
of years.

Historically the autumn has seen brown
trout making their spawning run into
the river while the rainbows ran in late
winter to early spring. So when the river
season opened in October it was all
post-spawn rainbows in large numbers.
My diary for October 2011 records
average catches of 20 or more rainbows
each day during four visits to the
Eucumbene River at Providence Flats.
The following year my diary recorded
no fish caught or sighted during trips to
the river in October.

Since then people fishing the lake have
complained about the lack of rainbows,
and poor fishing as a result. Because of
this there has been much discussion and
speculation about what has happened
and what to do about it. The severe
drought conditions during the warmer
months, and then the terrible bushfires
in December 2019 compounded the
problems, and made it difficult to decide
what was the main cause of the poor
fishing.
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It was decided to increase the stocking
of the lake with hatchery rainbows. This
appears to have produced good results
all round. The lake has been fishing well
for rainbows in the past two seasons,
and this summer the river has held a lot
of small rainbows of 15 — 20 centimetres.
The people fishing the lake have
enjoyed themselves, but I find the
situation in the river more interesting.

Fishing both the upper river near
Kiandra and the Providence Flats, we
have been having fun catching very
lively rainbows up to about 25
centimetres, with the occasional brown
trout, usually somewhat larger.

However, most of the rainbows were
small, 15 centimetres being average.
This suggests that they are the result of
natural spawning in the river, not the
hatchery fry stocked in the lake.

Could this be an indication that the
rainbows are spawning earlier in the
winter than previously? The lack of
post-spawn rainbows in the river in
October seems to point to this. This in
turn could be why the recruitment of
rainbows in the river appears much
better than in years past.

We shall have to keep investigating — by
fishing, of course.

Tichborne watercolour — Te Wairoa Stream Mouth
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Tasmanian Fishing Report — Western Lakes (part 2)

... from Chris Wisniewski, Tasmania Inland Fisheries Service

Monday:

I was up at daylight. The wind was still
blowing in lightly from the north-east.
This is an unusual wind out in this area
as north-west to south-west is
prevailing. I walked down to where I
had seen the fish tailing in the thick
weed the previous morning. They were
still at it, pushing around in the thick
weed but I wasn’t able to get them to see
my offerings. As the early morning
draught dropped in and out a few fish
were rising to midges that had blown in
close along the rocky shore at the bottom
of the Julian’s. Alan had managed to get
one to take his little red ant and had
missed a couple on the take. It was good
to sit, watch, and chat to him. Alan is 84
years young and has wealth of
knowledge accrued from fly fishing in
Tasmania since the 1950’s. I always enjoy
any time I can spend with him and these
small one on one moments are special.

Back to camp for breakfast. George had
to head back to work, so Leo was stuck
with me for the day. The weather started
out muggy, but the sky was due to clear.
As we departed camp we found a
nearby lagoon that had a number of
good fish cruising about munching
down duns. There were duns on the
water everywhere and with no breeze
they weren’t finding it easy to take off
after hatching. The fish were having a
feast, pushing lots of water as their big
heads came out to take mayflies stuck to
the surface. Despite long leaders and
long casts the fish were easily spooked,
though would return to feeding after a
few minutes because the feast was too
tempting. Yet despite this spectacular
show that lasted half an hour we
couldn’t hook a single fish.

We headed into the upper Julian
catchment. As we walked into the first
tarn above the lake we both spotted a
fish. Leo was on the left bank with the
sun nicely over his shoulder. The fish I
saw was cruising a shallow corner. The
scruffy dun landed well ahead, and the
fish rose without hesitation and took the
fly. After a short fight a prettily spotted
brown of around 1.5 kg was released. I
saw another two fish in this tarn but
couldn’t get either to take.

In the next pond another brown of
similar size was caught and released.
Two more were caught in the following
tarns. All took the same scruffy dun and
all were of similar size. I was feeling
sorry for Leo, as every time he looked
over my rod was bent and a fish was
splashing. But don’t worry - he has done
the same to me plenty of times!

At the next tarn I found a fish cruising
along an undercut bank. This one was a

The business end of a Lake Ila brown trout
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brownie of around 2 kg. The fish rose a
couple of times and a long cast was
needed to avoid the bushes. The fish
was hard in hugging the bank as I cast. I
thought I had landed the fly on the
bank, so gave it a pull. I then realised I
was a bit short and to the outside of the
fish. Fortunately the fish saw the
movement of the fly, turned towards it,
rose, and took it without hesitation. It
was a strong fish and charged about,
trying to take me in under the bushes
and banks. Luckily Leo didn’t see me
catch this one.

At the top of that tarn we stopped for
lunch. Despite seeing a couple Leo had
not landed a fish, and I had five. The
scruffy dun was beaten up and scraggly
yet still catching them. Some days it
goes like that!

After lunch we walked and searched a
number of good tarns without seeing
any more fish. However there is a big
pond there, perhaps a kilometre long. It
is one of those tarns that when they are
on the duns there are fish everywhere,
but when they are not you’d think there
wasn’t a fish there. Nothing was
showing so I had resorted to drifting a
dry fly along the deep drop offs and
likely edges. Leo was doing the same on
the other side. I was three parts of the
way along the tarn and hadn’t seen a
fish when I arrived at a shallow stretch
with a nice undercut bank and the froth
line blowing along it. I had seen fish
here a few times before, but had never
managed to catch any. But this time -
there he was cruising along the shore
heading away from me. Perfect. I had to
cast into the breeze and it required a
fairly long shot. But my 4-weight Sage
Method has plenty of punch if the fly
line is kept low. The fly landed nicely on
the outside of the fish, which turned and
took the fly with a chonk. I tightened
and the fish gave a solid splash and was

gone. Bother! (Or several words to that
affect.) I could see Leo smiling from the
other side.

We fished a few more tarns to the top of
the system, saw a few fish but didn’t
worry them. We turned for the long
walk home, and joked that maybe we
should have given up and headed back
at lunch time. We were back at camp by
6:00 pm - in time for me to prepare the
Bolognese and salad for dinner. A cold
beer went down well.

Tuesday:

Up before daylight. The north-east
breeze was persisting, but it looked like
it was going to be a sunny day. I
checked out the pond where I had seen
the large fish on my ride in on Saturday,
standing quietly in a sheltered corner. I
like fishing at this time of day, with a
chill in the air, dew on the grass, and
your eyes adapting to the half-light that
is slowly brightening as the world
materialises around you. And as the
visibility of the bay in front of me
increased the back and dorsal of a good
brownie cut through the pin rushes only
ten metres away. You can’t help
marvelling how these fish just appear as
if from nowhere. I fired out a few short
casts but didn’t really get the fly where
the fish would see it in the rushes. The
fish disappeared as quickly as it arrived.
A missed chance, but I now know where
he lives.

I headed down to the bottom of the lake
and the fish in the weed patch. They
were still there playing up periscope
with their dorsal fins. I persisted in
trying to land a fly in front of them but
with no luck, so headed back to camp.

Over breakfast we discussed options for
the day. Leo agreed to come with me
and we decided on fishing Lake Ila,
which was about an hour and a half
walk from camp. We packed some >>>
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wabirg pal” ('S

Alan waiting on midge feeders at the Julian Lakes in fabulous polaroiding conditions

.

in those Tasmania highlands.

lunch and headed off. The sun was out,
and it looked like a reasonable day,
though the north-easterly was
strengthening. It’s a pleasant hike to Ila
along the grassy plain, where you get to
walk past Prince Albert’s Throne - one of
the standout hills in the area.

We walked in on the southern shore of
the lake and there was a steady breeze
pushing in. I headed left and soon
spooked a good fish off the silty edge. As
I came around the bay the bushes
provided a sheltered edge with some
calmer water. I peered over and around
the bushes and large boulders at the
water’s edge as I made my way along.

With polaroids there was clear visibility
for a 20-meter radius, so it wasn’t long
before a sizeable brownie was spotted
coming down wind towards me. He was
on the bottom and moving slowly.

I shot the scruffy dun out behind a large
rock in the water some 10 metres ahead
of the fish. As he came around the rock
he changed direction ever so slightly and
glided up with his snout coming out of
the water to take the fly. When I
tightened the line the fish shook his head
and surged out into the lake, leaving a
trail of silt as he left. Line peeled from
the reel, and then I was into the backing.
He finally slowed and began moving
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parallel to the shore, putting a large bow
in the line. I think this is the riskiest
period of a fight, as the weight of the
fish and drag on the line puts a lot of
strain on the connection. The fish was
slowly edged back, but ran of with more
line when he saw me on the bank. He
was strong and dogged, trying to take
the line around the large, rough boulders
and bury it underneath. After 10 minutes
he was finally on the surface gasping. I
used my forceps to release the fly
without lifting the fish from the water. It
was good to see him swim slowly away.

I spotted Leo on the far shore. He was
exposed to the wind and had a seamless
edge of large boulders dropping onto silt
bottom.

The scruffy dun was dried and a little bit
of floatant applied. The next bay had a
sheltered edge, and another sizeable fish
was seen, this time heading away. He
was working a beat of about 40 metres
up and down the shore. Despite getting
the fly in front of him a number of times
he wouldn’t come up for a look, despite
taking a couple of naturals. It seemed as
if the fish knew I was there but
continued feeding and ignoring my
offerings. Finally he was sufficiently
annoyed to move off into deeper water
and out of sight.

The trick with a lot the fish that are
found cruising these types of edges is to
move down the shore and drop the fly
into an ambush position so that the fish

finds it but hadn’t see it land. This
method is invariably far more successful
in getting them to take.

Leo and I met at the northern end of the
lake. He had seen a couple of fish but
didn’t get a clear shot. After a bite to eat
we decided to walk to nearby
Thompsons Lake. The light was still
good, though high cirrus clouds were
starting to build. Thomsons Lake is in
the river system that flows down from
First Bar Lake. Typically the fish in these
river system lakes are smaller but in
greater numbers due to their good
spawning areas. The water level looked
good as we approached so we headed
around and onto the northern shore with
the sun behind us. We made a full
circumnavigation of the lake, but only
saw a couple of sprats at the outflow.
Very disappointing!

We headed back to Ila, swapping sides.
The wind had picked up and we were
starting to lose visibility as low cloud
rolled in over the Western Tiers. Leo
spotted a fish but couldn’t get it to take.
As conditions deteriorated I tossed a
large foam fly along the edge of the
rocks to try to pull one up. I fished the
full length of the shore and didn’t raise a
fish. Neither did Leo. It was getting late
in the afternoon, so we called it a day
and wandered back to camp. Curried
Bass Strait scallops, rice and vegetables
with a cold beer were waiting.
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The Early Australian Bamboo Rod Makers — Building a History

... from Fred von Reibnitz

I live in Canberra, and have fly fished for
over 50 years, mainly in south-eastern
NSW - the Monaro district rivers such as
the Kydra, Kybeyan, Maclaughlin, and
Bobundara, and the lakes and rivers of
our high country.

I also collect bamboo rods, and for the
last 20 years have fished almost entirely
with bamboo. I love the feel of bamboo
rods under load, and casting them on
water or grass is for me a pleasure in its
own right.

In the last decade I have been going to
‘Cressy Cane’, a gathering over three
days (usually in October) in Tasmania at
“Hayes on Brumbys”. The event is
hosted by master casting instructor and
guide Peter Hayes, and was founded by
Dave Hemmings, who wanted to share
his love of bamboo with others. Cressy
Cane is a celebration of making and
fishing bamboo rods.

Most attendees are makers, but even
those who are just passionate about
bamboo, like me, have been welcomed.
All aspects of rod making, casting and
fishing bamboo are discussed. Sharing
information and supporting the craft of
bamboo fly rod making for posterity is
embedded in the spirit and culture of
Cressy Cane. For a number of years Nick
Taransky, Australasia’s leading bamboo
rod maker, has conducted rod making
classes in the weeks before and after the
event.

James Jones is a Hobart architect who
shares my passion for bamboo rods.
David Hemmings informed him that the
history of Australian bamboo rod making
has never been explored. The literature is
largely silent on the topic. So James,
David and I discussed the idea of
developing a database on this, focusing

initially on the rod makers from the
1930s to 1970s.

The big names of that era were William
Southam in Sydney, and J.M. Gillies and
J.M. Turville in Melbourne. In John
Brookes’ Lifelong Pleasure — Seventy Years
of Fly Fishing he writes about Gillies’
rods, and mentions that Gillies also
designed a rod for Turville. Peter Wilson,
writing about the early Australian
makers in The Cast - From Cane to Carbon,
tells us that Gillies and Turville
collaborated on the design of rod tapers
and that Gillies imported cane rod blanks
from the UK for both himself and
Turville.

All three makers began by repairing,
disassembling, and copying rods brought
to Australia from the UK, particularly
Hardy rods. However their rods tended
to be on the long side (8% feet and up)
and heavy sides (over 5 o0z), though there
were exceptions.

In his Angling in Australia — Its History
and Writings, Bob Dunn quotes a lovely
description by Peter Leuver of Bill
Southam’s bamboo rod making that in
summary could serve for what is still
done today. In about 1930 Southam
started making game rods and surf rods
for an overhead reel, using the newly
available Tonkin cane from China.

By 1936 he was sufficiently well-known
for one of his bamboo game rods to have
been selected by Zane Grey, eminent
author and game fisherman, who was on
a fishing visit to Australia. Grey
pronounced Southam’s rod the best he
had ever used, an important
endorsement. Southam, who also
manufactured surfing reels and lures,
produced a range of some 30 bamboo
rods for all kinds of fishing. Between
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Three great cane rods. From the left: the
Gillies ‘Rex’, Southam ‘Ringwood’ and
Turville ‘Victoria’

1947 and 1955 he had 30 people working
for him.

At the 1954 Australian Fly Casting
Championships he also taught fly casting.
A friend describes being taught by him:
“Bill had me out in the front of the store
on the Pacific Highway learning to cast
along the gutter. He tied a handkerchief
to my wrist and off we went.”

Southam’s bamboo fly rods include the
Monty (9 ft, three-piece), the Talbingo (9 ft
9 ins, three- piece, and 9 ft 4 ins, two-
piece), the No. 1 Fly Rod (9 ft, three-
piece), the Ringwood (8 ft 6 ins and 9 ft,
two-piece), the No.1 Balmoral (10 ft, 7 oz,
three-piece, possibly a salmon rod), and
also the remarkable John Rollo (7ft 6 ins,
three-piece, intermediate wraps) hollow
built and just 3 oz, owned by James
Jones. Some of Southam’s rods had
intermediate bindings, but later rods did
not, probably coinciding with the arrival
of better glues for binding the cane
strips.

Wilson writes that Gillies was an early
advocate of snake guides, and that
better glues enabled him to remove
intermediate bindings from his rods,
reducing their weight. Recently I came
across images of a 1938 Hardy Gold
Medal (9 ft 3 ins, three-piece) with the
Gillies name on the butt, suggesting co-
operation between Hardy and Gillies.
Indeed, some Hardy rods were made on
order for Gillies.

Wilson writes that Jack Myles, the 1957
Australian Fly-Casting Champion, took
over all Gillies’ rod building after WWII,
and was building rods until 1975. The
Peter Pan may have been made by Miles,
but also possibly under license for
Gillies by Walker Bampton & Co, with
its many links to Hardy in Alnwick,
Northumberland.

Brookes writes that the rod Gillies
designed for Turville became the
Turville Victoria (8 ft 6 ins, 5.75 oz, two-
piece). Other rods include the JMT Dry
Fly “Special” (8 ft, two-piece, 4 0z), the
Geehi, the Hume, the Mitta, the Perfection,
the Jenny Anne, the Patsy Tee and the
Rex.

Wilson also writes that W. Carter & Son
of Glen Huntly, makers of bamboo fly
and spinning rods, were the only other
makers to split their own cane, Bill Carter
building a machine for this in 1950. They
stopped producing bamboo rods in the
mid-60s when the cheapness of fibreglass
forced them out of production.

In the latter part of that era, other names
of rod makers include Len Butterworth,
Tony Young, John McGinn and Peter
McKean. Len Butterworth, from
Queensland, was a pioneer of Australian
commercial rod making. He began
producing split cane rods in 1939,
making mainly surf rods, until an
international cane shortage following
World War IT and the Korean War forced
him to move to fibreglass. >>>
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In the latter part of the period and into
the 1980s, John McGinn was making and
selling bamboo rods commercially, Peter
McKean’s rods became highly sought
after, and Tony Young is still making and
selling his rods. Just recently I learnt
from a friend that he had a bamboo rod
made by the Victorian maker Bluey
Powell, also known for his saltwater
lures. He had run the fishing tackle
department of Myers, later worked at the
Compleat Angler in the late 1960s and
was the rod maker there before starting
his own tackle shop in Russell Street,
Melbourne.

As well as biographical information, we
would like to find more information
about all these makers’ methods of

Gillies Peter Pan

working, the identity and description of
their rods (particularly length, two- or
three-piece, design line weight, weight of
rod), and their output of rods. As I've
written above, we have some descriptive
information and images of the rods of
some makers, but it’s patchy.

What will become of all this? It’s too
early to say, but hopefully at least a
substantial journal article and an online
repository to which further details can be
added. We hope that this article may
prompt some readers of the newsletter to
get in touch with more information or to
point us to where we might find it.

(fvr@webone.com.au)

The Turville Rex
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North-East Report from Brian Eddy

The Ovens is now definitely into
"autumn mode" - lower flows with super
clear water and drifting autumn leaves
that, as they twist in the flow, are easily
confused with a feeding trout. Fishing
pressure has been high, which is
understandable given the glorious
conditions. Days generally have been
clear with very little wind. The sun being
that bit lower in the sky means that the
midday heat has gone and the cooler
nights are starting to creep in, all of
which helps keep water temperatures
down.

Active feeders are harder to find, which
is not unusual in lower flows and very
high water clarity - there's just not the
same amount of cover and shelter
available to them. I had a delightful
session of a couple of hours just last
week, picking up a better than average

healthy brown and a few nice rainbows.
Flies that worked included the Stimmie,
Shaving Brush, a small Hopper, and
small wet Red Tag - so there was nothing
specific that they were chasing.

I spoke with a NSW fly angler yesterday
who said he had enjoyed a great day -
over 30 trout caught and released, mostly
on Parachute Adams. Some days are
diamonds!

So today, feeling inspired, I took my
Adams out for an hour or two, landed
four, missed a couple, and spooked a few.
But the biggest surprise was spooking
seven deer on the way. What are they
doing out at 2:00 pm in the afternoon in
backyards?

Cheers, Brian
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FLY OF THE MONTH

From Brian Eddy — Fast Freddie (a Mudeye)

Last December in our Fly of the Month segment we featured Brian Eddy’s Mudeye
pattern. Brian has a variation of this pattern that sinks very quickly — thus ‘Fast
Freddie’. And Fast Freddie, fished by Brian, fooled a 6 Ib trout in the Ovens River
some months ago, so it certainly works.

Mudeyes, aka dragon fly larva (Corduliidae), are very popular trout bait in
Australia. So, it’s no surprise to find that fly tyers have entered the scene too. Rob
Flower’s Australian Trout Food, Trout Flies and How to Fish Them lists eight mudeye
patterns, and Peter Coulson’s Australian Fly Patterns lists eleven. Probably the most
famous of the Australian mudeye patterns is Fred Dunford’s Corduliid.

Mick Hall has written a lengthy article entitled Australian Mudeye Patterns - A short
history from their origins to modern day. We will print this article soon.

Brian is an experienced fly fisher and fly tyer living on the Ovens River at
Harrietville, and he has given some attention to mudeye patterns.
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He writes as follows on the fly featured here:

I first saw this mudeye pattern in the 1970s in The Fly Fisher, the newsletter of Southern
Fly Fishers Inc. I believe it was created and named “Fred” by the late George Rowney,
the much admired and very entertaining editor of the Southern Fly Fisher’s newsletter.

There were (and still are) many mudeye
patterns around, but the one featured here
has, for me, been a very successful pattern.
Until I started preparing these notes,  hadn’t
realised that my biggest browns and
rainbows from mainland streams have all
been caught using this fly.

Over the years Fred has spawned (excuse the
pun) some descendants —his most recent
progeny being “Fast Freddie”. I added a
paler underbody having noticed that
nymphs commonly have a lighter colour
underneath and I felt that this perhaps
showed as a little flash as they tumbled
around whilst being carried along in the
current, and maybe this drew the attention of the trout.

Fast Freddie is a heavily weighted version in order to reach trout that I could see down
deep but couldn’t entice to lift up even a little with other weighted flies. (And believe
me, I've put a lot of flies over these fish). This happens in the mostly shallow upper
reaches of streams where there are occasional deep but short pools that don’t give a long
enough drift to get a fly down to where it needs to be.

This latest version has a lead wire underbody and two tungsten bead eyes. It will sink
fast, even in fast water; hence the name.

The tying of this pattern is fairly straight forward. The things to look for are the right
colour and thickness of chenille - you need to be able to thread the bead “eyes” onto the
chenille.

Materials for tying Fast Freddie:

Hook: Partridge, round bend or limerick, size 8
Silk: Black
Underbody: Lead wire and grey Swannundaze

Body & head: Dark brown chenille
Legs: Pheasant Tail fibres
Back/wing cases: Black duck breast feathers

Eyes: Two 3 mm black tungsten beads

>>>
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Tying Fast Freddie:
1  Wrap an underbody of lead wire from just behind the eye of the hook to just before
the bend.

2 Wrap thread from just behind the eye to
the bend of the hook and tie in 40 mm of
brown chenille at this point. Tie the
chenille in at the middle so that there are
20 mm in each half. Take turns of thread
back along the shank to just behind the
eye.

3 Tie in another length of chenille behind
the eye and wind it down to the bend then
back again.

4  Tiein a length of grey Swannundaze at the
tail and wind it forward in close turns to
about 3 mm short of the hook eye.
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10

11

Take the two ends of the first piece of chenille that was tied in and bring them
forward along either side of the body to create a wider fatter body. Tie them in
behind the eye and trim off the excess.

Now take two or three black duck
breast feathers and pull off the lower
fibres to make a feather length which
will extend just past the bend of the
hook.

Tie these in as a piece (i.e. stacked one on top of the other). A little head cement
helps keep things together in this step.

Snip a little Vee out of the tail end. (See photo here).

Thread two 3 mm tungsten beads onto the chenille and wind on as eyes using a
figure of eight pattern between the beads to put them into their correct position on
either side of the head.

(Optional) Legs - take four pheasant tail fibres, tie knots in the middle of each, and
tie them onto the top of the fly immediately behind the eye with two either side.

Tie some turns of thread over the ends of the legs behind the eye to complete the fly.
Whip finish.

-
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VFFA 2022 meetings & other activities

(...all events subject to Covid restrictions)

Big River Trip. Event Co-ordinator — John Pilkington.
Easter 2022

General Meeting — 8:00 pm at the Kelvin Club.
Speaker — Kiel Jones, with a presentation on “Mayfly Scenarios”.

Council Meeting — 6:00 pm at the Kelvin Club.
Donger weekend with Bairnsdale members. Expressions of interest can

be sent to our secretary, Will Davidson (w.davidson151@gmail.com)

General Meeting — 8:00 pm at the Kelvin Club.

Speaker — Peter Morse, from ]J.M. Gillies.

(The Annual Auction, usually in May, has been postponed until later
in the year.)

Council Meeting — 7:00 pm Zoom meeting.

VFFA members visit Millbrook Lakes for a Winter visit, 10:00 am

till dark.

General Meeting — 8:00 pm at the Kelvin Club.
Speaker — TBC.

Council Meeting — 6:00 pm at the Kelvin Club.

General Meeting — 8:00 pm at the Kelvin Club.

Speaker — Dr Peter Joseph, VEFA member and Patron of the South
Australian Fly Fishers’ Association.

Council Meeting — 7:00 pm Zoom meeting.

Annual Dinner - 6:30 for 7:00 pm at the Kelvin Club:

Guest Speaker — TBC

President’s Casting Day at the Red Tag Casting Pool, commencing
at 10:00 am

Council Meeting — 6:00 pm at the Kelvin Club.
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