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August Annual Dinner

Friday, August 26, 6:30 for 7:00 pm at the Kelvin Club

Guest Speaker – prominent

Australian journalist, reporter

and writer Charles Wooley.

(Personal invitations were

posted to all VFFA members a

few weeks ago. Please RSVP 

to the Honorary Treasurer,

Tony Mitchem, by August 17)
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The Annual Dinner

This year’s Annual Dinner, on Friday August 26, will feature

Charles Wooley as our guest speaker. Those who watch 60

Minutes on Sunday evenings will be very familiar with his

presence. Charles is a prominent Australian journalist, reporter

and writer. He was born in Launceston, and moved to Hobart

where he completed an honours degree in history from the

University of Tasmania. He returned to Launceston in 1970 to

work as a cadet with The Examiner, and two years later joined

ABC Radio and moved to Perth. He soon moved to television,

working on This Day Tonight, Nationwide, and Four Corners.

He later served as the ABC’s European correspondent based in

London.

In 1991 he joined the 60 Minutes team, and in January 2006 he became the host of a new

regional morning program, Charles Wooley Across Australia. As well as presenting his radio

show, Charles continues to work on a casual basis for 60 Minutes and narrates television

programs for Channel 9. He is also the author of several books, including a soon to be

released guide to walks in and around Hobart, Tasmania. His daughter Anna Wooley is an

award-winning documentary filmmaker.

His most memorable reports for 60 Minutes have included returning to France with decorated

World War II heroine Nancy Wake, and profiles on American billionaire “Mr Spud”, JR

Simplot, singer Melissa Etheridge, model Elle McPherson and actors Gary McDonald and

Mel Gibson. In 1999 Charles moved with his family back to Tasmania, where he is able to

live a more peaceful life - and indulge his passion for fly-fishing.

We look forward very much to hearing about Charles’ passion for fly-fishing!
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The July Auction 

An enthusiastic crowd of close to 50 members gathered at the Kelvin Club on July 21 to

see more than 90 lots sold at auction. As ever, there were plenty of stunning bargains to

be had, and many delighted members departed with superb books and items of top quality

fly-fishing equipment which they had purchased at bargain-basement prices.

The incorrigible Marty Rogers was in charge of proceedings, and he wielded the hammer

with his usual panache and sharp wit. Some came just for the entertainment, but most of us

present managed to tender a bid or two at some stage in the night. It was a rollicking night,

and highly successful on all counts.

Sincere thanks to Marty for attending to nearly all of the preparation and organising, as well

as fulfilling the role of chief auctioneer. And for those interested in the details, the total sales

for the evening exceeded $4,600.

Time to pay up and collect 

Some serious bidders 

Rick and Kossy kept

track of sales
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Winter is well and truly here. The icy winds coming up from the

south are really cutting through to the bone. The time is right to

stoke up the fire, get out the fly tying gear, and tie all your favourites for

the coming season. I am sensing that there is a move back to tying the

older, more traditional patterns. Red Tags seem to be a simple but

effective fly to have in plentiful supply in the fly box. I sometimes add a

grizzle palmer hackle to mine for the Tassie rivers, and tie some slightly

larger ones for the lakes. The other fly that proved so effective in Tassie

was Philbrick’s nymph. I fished it inert and slowly sinking to great effect

when others were going fishless. The main issue with this style of 

fishing was to be patient and give the fish time to find the fly.

All members will be aware that the Annual General Meeting is fast approaching, (on

September 15), so give some thought to nominating for Council. Check out the AGM forms

included as inserts. These include a Notice of Annual General Meeting form, a Nomination

form for Council, and an Appointment of Proxy form if you are not attending the ballot. Or,

be there and have your say in the decision-making of the Association.

One of the main issues that needs to be dealt with in the very near future is the Salmonid

Review. This Review will include such vital issues as bag limits, size limits, and season dates.

Members are urged to consider their thoughts on these issues and be vocal in getting the best

outcome for the future of our sport. VRfish will be holding open meetings to get feedback

from all sections of the fishing community, with a workshop possibly scheduled for Saturday

22nd October to examine Victoria’s trout regulations. So watch out for dates and get

involved.

Another subject that cropped up recently has been the quality of meals being servred at the

Kelvin Club prior to our monthly general meetings. There has been a significant turnover of

staff and caterers for the dinners, and the Kelvin Club has been trying to find a satisfactory

balance between the catering requirements and the rapid increase in cost of providing this

service. Unfortunately, for our last (July) dinner a lack of communication between the Kelvin

Club and the caterer left our members with a less than acceptable meal, with little or no

choice offered. This has been taken up with management and we have been assured that all

efforts will be made to rectify this situation.

The other issue that arose on that evening was that some members arrived at the dinner

expecting a meal to be served to them without having previously made a booking. Council

has made every effort in recent months, with clear notices on the front page of newsletters,

emphasising that it was imperative that a booking be made. This came to a head when KC

staff asked me to intervene and advise those members who had not booked that,

unfortunately, there was no meal available for them. The lesson here is that we must all book

a meal and this is even more important for the August Annual Dinner. So send in you form

and/or get together with your group and book a table EARLY.

President’s Message
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I have had a small number of members expressing their concern at the decision to include

drinks in the cost of the Annual Dinner meal. This is a change from the past, and it has been

brought about for a couple of reasons. The cost of the meal is affected by the number of

waiting staff required to take orders and serve drinks from a drinks list. This adds significantly

to the overall cost. Another issue in previous years has been the disruption and frustration

caused when table captains went about collecting the money to pay for drinks and were

confronted with the difficulty of providing the correct change. Members are reminded that

drinks will be provided from 6:30 pm at the bar and then served at tables until 9:30 pm, when

dinner is near its end. So take advantage of the situation and arrange a taxi or driver to get you

home. I understand that some members will drink less than others but the overall effect will

be to keep the cost of the evening to an acceptable level, and for most members this will be a

lot less than the cost would have been under the previous arrangements.

Seeing that you won’t have to spend money for drinks means that you can put some aside for

the raffle, and enjoy that even more when you carry away some much-needed quality items to

add to your collection. Please bring small notes so that we don’t have an issue with change

while distributing the tickets.

The Councillors and I hope to see you at the Dinner and make it the great success it has been

in the past. I am sure that you will enjoy our guest speaker and it will be a wonderful night.

Finally, Peter Walsh MLA, the Minister for Agriculture and Food Security, has replied to our

letter concerning the escalating Carp problem in our waterways. His reply is given in the

following pages.

Tight lines,

Rick Dugina

New Members Welcomed …
It is again our pleasure to welcome two new members this month. Peter McCabe and Tony

Power have joined the Association, and we trust that their membership brings many years of

pleasure and fulfilling involvement. 

Advance Notice – September Annual General Meeting
The September meeting will be the VFFA Annual General Meeting, which is

scheduled for Thursday September 15. Accordingly, the “Notice of Annual General

Meeting”, “Nomination Form”, and “Appointment of Proxy” notices are included

with this newsletter as inserts. 

More details will be given in the September newsletter. 
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Hayes and Elms – 

the Master Casters

Coming Events

VFFA Casting with Peter Hayes

Date: Sunday September 25, 2011

Time: Commencing at 10 am and finishing at 4 pm

Cost: $125 per member, BBQ Lunch & Drinks

provided

Venue: At the Fairfield Casting Pool

Come along and learn the techniques that Peter has

perfected from over 20 years of competing in casting

and fishing competitions.

If you are attending, please bring your favourite

casting rod, matched with a bright coloured easy to see

fly line, a chair, and some eye protection (i.e.

sunglasses).

To book your spot please contact: Hugh Maltby on - Home Phone: 9459 2241 or email on

reddtag@hotmail.com
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Season Opener

Again this year the Season Opener trip will be to Warrnambool,

where the Warrnambool Fly Fishers will act as guides to show

VFFA members around and take us to some of those fabulously

productive rivers in the Western District.

Date: November 5 & 6

Accommodation: to be arranged at one of the local holiday camps.

Convenor: Hugh Maltby 

Call Hugh on Home Phone: 9459 2241 or email on

reddtag@hotmail.com to secure your spot and get details on travel and

accommodation arrangements. 

Further details will be given in next month’s newsletter.

New Zealand 2011 Southland Trip

Late November / early December (dates to be finalised).

Expressions of interest and bookings are now being taken for this

year’s New Zealand trip. Call or email Rick Dugina asap on

phone: 0401 963 601, or 

email : edugina@bigpond.com

The actual locations and areas to fish will be determined by the

expressed preferences of those who phone Rick and confirm their

intentions to join the group. Possible locations discussed thus far

include Athol, the McKenzie Country (Twizel), Lake Wanaka

district, and the rivers around Nelson.

Get in quick... Call Rick

VFFA 2012 Tasmanian Trip Bookings

A VFFA contingent will again travel to Cressy to spend a week at

Hayes on Brumby’s next year. We have booked to arrive on

Saturday, February 18, 2011, and to check out on Friday February

24. Accommodation, breakfast and evening meals will be included

in the cost. We all share kitchen duties. 

Peter Hayes and/or one his excellent guides will be available to

introduce you to fine trout in lakes, streams or weirs. You will be

responsible for arranging travel to and from Tasmania and sharing

a car for the week with another VFFA colleague. If you are

interested in joining the group please contact Hamish Hughes on

9822 6811 or 0418 108 686.

Terry Rogers with a

magnificent Mataura trout

Rick Williams with a fine

brown taken on last

year’s trip

Peter  Hayes guiding on

one of the Highland lakes
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Somewhere hidden away in my copious files and folders of fly-fishing photos I have a
picture of Milton Zeuschner standing in the middle of the Steavenson River, all kitted out

in his best angling attire, rod at the ready and anxious to make his next cast. But there’s a
hold up in proceedings - Milton has his mobile phone clasped to his ear and is hastily
responding to a query from one of the customers back at the shop. It looks a little
incongruous, but then mobile phones, and technology in general, are invading all parts of our
lives, and proving rather helpful in our fishing too.

The internet is certainly the fisherman’s friend. It offers so much – excellent weather
predictions and details, river heights, maps of simply everywhere, fishing reports, heaps of
advice on all aspects of the trade, mini movies (YouTube files) of every variety of fly casting
methods, and if you’re into tying your own flies there’s no end of help. As for all those
Forums … And this very brief outline hardly scratches the surface! 

Some months ago, after peering enviously at the handsome new iPhone my teenage grand-
daughter was flashing around, I dumped my old mobile collector’s piece and invested in one
of these new-fangled devices. So now I have instant access to air temperature values,
barometer readings, radar screens showing rain and wind details, maps, compass directions,
and even solunar table details (if I'm feeling superstitious). I also have diagrams of a variety
of useful fishing knots, along with numerous fly patterns. I can take photos with this device,
and am in the process of copying all my fishing diary entries across to one of those database
“apps” (a.k.a. ‘applications’). I have a couple of applications that tell me where I parked the
car, and some others that are quite good at measuring distances (though not sure how useful
these are yet). And just occasionally I actually use this thing to make a phone call. I'm now on
the look out for an app that tells me where the fish are actually located in any stream or lake
I'm fishing and what they’re feeding on. (Whoops - sorry! But give it time …)

But, being a little more serious, I recently came across the Orvis podcast site. As editor I am
the grateful recipient of newsletters from several other fly-fishing clubs, and a recent issue of
the ‘Northern Flyline’ (newsletter of the Northern Suburbs Flyfishing Club) gave details of
the Orvis podcasts by Tom Rosenbauer. These can be found at www.orvis.com/podcasts, and
there are well over a hundred in their archives going back over a number of years. And all of
these can be downloaded for free. I downloaded about 60 of these podcasts (which are types
of ‘radio talks’ of 15 – 20 minutes duration) onto my iPhone through iTunes, and often play a
selection when I'm driving or just walking around. They are great fun and full of helpful
suggestions and sound advice. Tom Rosenbauer is the author of a number of angling books
and is a highly respected angling writer and guide in the US.

A final thought - Peter Boag and John Pilkington have recently been checking the stocks of
VFFA publications, and found that supplies of the wonderful Geehi to Great Lake anthology
are fast diminishing. Those who are keen to purchase a copy, or an extra copy, are encouraged
to get their orders in quickly, as the numbers remaining are now very low.

Tight lines,   Lyndon Webb

 
EDITOR’S DESK
From the
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Fishing on the Frontier - Presentation

(By Jeremy Lucas. In recent issues we have published some articles by Jeremy Lucas on the

new ‘French Leader’ or ‘leader-to-hand’ method. The following article is used with

permission and was first written and first published in February 2008 on the very popular UK

based www.flyforums.co.uk site, the largest fly-fishing website in Europe, and one that is

well worth a look. In this article Jeremy gives some insights into the effort and painstaking

trouble top competition anglers go to in competing at the highest levels.)

There are so many angles to consider: so much to work out in order to put the fly where the

fish is.   This is what it is all about, once we’ve studied the water, chosen our position and

decided what fly we need to fish. We have seen fish, or indicators out there which just spell

fish: we have read the waters. Instinct is already kicking in, marrying with experience, and

we’re choosing the right angle on the fish. This means we know where our fly needs to be

and from where we need to cast.   

I love this stuff. It is one of the many aspects of this sport that I savour when I am out there in

an international competition: analysing the water, reading it, and then working out the

presentation. This is what it comes down to, after all, because I know, finally, that if I get the

presentation right, the rest will work out. I’ll catch my trout, or grayling, and I’ll make the

frame. If I blow the presentation, the game is lost.

I want to stress this. Get to the river, or lake shore, and figure out how you will need to

present the fly or flies. Think about the rig. Is it duo, or a single dry, or a team of nymphs?

Think about your position. Is it forced on you, such as the start of a drift with the drogue set,

or perhaps because there is only one hole in the foliage on the river bank. Or can you choose

it, such as the position in the water for a wader? Once the position is set then it comes down

to the cast and the leader (because you will have chosen the line and the fly). Now, we can

only get this right if we look at some actual circumstances. I’m choosing here some typical

situations and conditions, but in the final analysis, the permutations are endless, the variables

too many for us to deal with as mere mortals.  

Let's stay on the river, and not just presentation, but presentation in match-play. It is the

Gaular River near Forde on the West coast of Norway in the 2007 European Championships,

and my team-mate Stuart Crofts - one of the best English river tacticians of all time - has

arrived at his sector with his controller, and he's mapping it out, working out all the

possibilities that he can read. The river is bisected by an island, and he can fish it all, so long

as he brings each fish he catches back to his controller for measurement and release. It is a

complicated beat, though very fishy. He knows he will catch a lot, but he has to maximise his

performance in the three-hour session, which means, finally, maximising the fish catching

potential in all the variety of water in front of him. There will be no time to change leaders

and fuss about with the spacings of droppers. Even fly patterns, following rigorous and

exhaustive team practice, have been largely pre-selected. Stuart sets up two rods, one with a

single dry fly (a sedge pattern) and the other, a more complicated three-pattern nymph/spider

rig. The latter will give the majority of his fish, though the dry will cover those other

possibilities that the nymphs cannot properly access.
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And this is the point - accessing all the fish, in all the variety of fish-holding water on a

complicated beat. This is, I claim, hugely technically demanding, and is one of the reasons I

adore it. Stuart takes such painstaking care with his presentation rigs, perfectly tuned to his

casting skills so that he can put that fly exactly where he wants it within the three-

dimensional space of the river. On this particular occasion, for example, his dry fly rig was a

gently tapered six feet section of Bayer Perlon (down to 2.1 lb at the point) attached to a

beautifully supple tapered furled leader (in mute tan colour) of four feet. Presented on his 9’

four weight, Stuart can put the fly where he wants it with gentle presentation, this being

mostly about accuracy. In the match-play of a Championship, a cast not made into fish-

holding water is a cast wasted, and there is no time for that. 

Stuart is essentially a short-range caster by choice, based on his astonishing skills with

fishing at this range on the river. He wades up on fish (or stalks along the bank, and I have

known him to climb trees and even swim across to the far bank), and brilliantly chooses his

angle. His rig is such that he knows in advance that his fly will be right on the fish when the

cast, and any allowed-for drift, is delivered. On his three-nymph rig on the Gaular he knew

which fly would be taken before each fish was caught, because his presentation was so

methodically calculated. He knew where the three nymphs or spiders were in the water

column, and where the fish were hanging. 

Stuart walked off the river that day with 36 trout -

effectively 12 fish an hour, on complicated water. It

gave him third place on his sector and contributed

hugely to our silver medal team position. He was

exhausted by this feat, because he had had to wade

through torrents, climb all over an island, and bring

every netted fish back to his controller. I know his

concentration was immense and total. Of all the reasons

for his success in that section, I would put presentation

at the very top of the list, differentiating as I do all the

components, such as watercraft, experience, and casting

and fly design that integrate into a genius fly-fisher

such as Stuart Crofts.

A superb San River grayling 

San River brown 
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Christmas in July  
(by Jon Kenfield. Jon recently returned from a week’s fishing at Christmas Island. This is the

first of a fascinating two-part article describing his experiences.)

The Christmas Island that attracts fly-fishermen is not the Indian Ocean Christmas Island

that’s of interest to refugees, detainees and xenophobes. Our Christmas Island is part of

the northern Line Islands and was “discovered” by Captain James Cook in 1777 on Christmas

Eve, hence the name. Its local name is spelt Kiritimati, and pronounced “kiribass” - the

Gilbert Islander rendition of Christmas. It’s known affectionately in certain circles as “the

bonefish capital of the world” because nobody has yet found and disclosed anywhere else on

earth that reveals as many bonefish to the average fly-rodder on a day-to-day basis.

The world’s largest coral atoll has a land area of 322 square kilometres, and a lagoon area of

roughly equal size. It sits 232 kilometres north of the equator and roughly halfway between

Hawaii and Fiji, far from anywhere, way out in the Pacific Ocean. The island is roughly

guitar shaped, with a 150-kilometre land perimeter, and a lagoon shoreline of over 48

kilometres.

The island has been lightly populated through the ages, mainly because it has limited

resources, fertility and wildlife, and is subject to extreme drought cycles. In the 1950s and

60s, the UK and USA established military bases for purposes of atmospheric nuclear testing.

The islanders were not moved away at the time, so I checked at night and can confirm that the

locals do not glow in the dark. On this basis I assume the place is relatively safe.

Fishing from the skiff 
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Awhile ago I asked some of the better travelled VFFA stalwarts where they would fly-fish if

they were limited to only one place in all the world for the rest of their lives. As a result, I

placed Christmas Island near the top of my personal Bucket List of places to go and things to

do before I’m too old and frail to do them. Before my trip in July 2011, bonefishing sat on my

list just below sharing a gravel bank with a grizzly bear while tossing flies at Alaskan salmon.

The bonefish option sounded somewhat less dangerous, since I wouldn’t need to have a guide

carrying a 44 Magnum to ensure I came home for dinner. In case you’re curious, the

salmon/bear thing remains at the top of my list.

As an inexperienced salt water fly-

fisher travelling alone, and a

bonefish virgin to boot, it seemed

sensible to organise my first trip

through a professional angling group

with an experienced leader. I had

hoped that said leader would be none

other than our friend and colleague

Rick Dobson of Aussie Angler fame,

but his dates and mine simply didn’t

coincide, so I took Rick’s advice to

book through Angling Adventures,

the operation run out of Geelong by

Gary Barmby and Glenn McCarthy.

This worked well for me, because all

the organisational stuff ran pretty

smoothly (not always the case in

some of the world’s more remote

places), and there was plenty of

briefing information to help me

organise my travel, tackle, flies and

associated gear. So how did it all go? 

Travel Arrangements

There’s only one plane in and out of Christmas Island each week, so to eliminate the risk of

missing it after being fogged-in on a winter’s morning in Melbourne, I flew to Sydney the

day before our departure for Fiji and overnighted near the airport. I met a few of my fellow

adventurers in the hotel that night to learn that although there were other bonefish virgins in

the group, I had nevertheless joined a very experienced troupe of fly-rodders. 

We flew from Sydney to Fiji around midday the following day, arriving after a four-hour

flight. We then waited for five hours at the airport for the connecting flight to Christmas

Island, departing around midnight, with the two-hour time difference.

After four and a half more hours in a rather cramped Air Pacific jet, and another two-hour

time adjustment, we arrived at Christmas Island’s International Terminal a little after six in

the morning, local time.

A nice bonefish held by Jon K in disguise 



Accommodation

We stayed at the Captain Cook Hotel, which appears to be about as far from anything else on

the island as can be, excepting the General Store, which had run out of beer the day before we

arrived. In my book it doesn’t count as anywhere, anyway. Each day, whether we were shore

fishing from trucks or flats fishing from skiffs, it was at least a 40-minute drive before we got

started. 

The accommodation is basic, but

adequate (provided you don’t need hot

water to shower or shave). The food was

plentiful and, to borrow a phrase from

the professor, is best described as

“eclectic moderne” - with the

components of each evening meal

appearing to be selected more for their

colour contrast than their complementary

textures and flavours. You could also

have whatever you wanted for breakfast,

provided it was bacon and eggs and toast.

On a couple of days we had cereal and

there was plenty of drinkable filter

coffee.

The rooms were air conditioned, or at least “desert cooled”, and never got too cold or dry.

They remained comfortable for habitation and sleeping purposes. My bed was OK and,

although I didn’t try out anybody else’s (it really wasn’t that sort of trip), I heard no

complaints from anybody else.

Weather and Tides

The weather proved to be our biggest nemesis. All bonefishing is sight fishing over shallow

flats, and with a constant 20+ knot wind blowing, the sea was permanently rippled. You could

only sight fish effectively when the sun came out from behind the clouds. Unfortunately, for

the first three days we suffered very heavy cloud cover, to the extent there were long periods

when I just stood like a nong in shin deep water waiting for some celestial hand to turn the

lights back on. By the end of the third day I was feeling frustrated and seriously disappointed

with the entire venture. 

The tides were also a problem, as bonefish feed best on incoming tides and we didn’t have

these during daylight hours over the first few days.

Happily, as the week progressed, we began to get incoming tides in the morning, and much

less dense cloud cover. This gave us many more shots at sighted fish.

The Fishing

The going was really much harder than all of us anticipated, or had previously experienced,

for most of the trip. Christmas Island is famous for its bonefish numbers, but for much of our

week they simply weren’t there. On the fourth day I had Oteo, the guide, to myself, and we

14  VFFA AUGUST 2011 
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walked endlessly over five different flats from 8:00 am to 12:30 pm without either of us

spotting a single cast-worthy fish. On the fifth flat we finally spotted a bonefish, which I cast

to and hooked. Before I could bring it in after it had peeled off some backing (twice) Oteo

spotted three more fish approaching. No sooner had we freed the first fish and cast to the

second group when another pod of five fish arrived from yet another direction. 

For the next hour and a half Christmas Island turned it on for me, and despite some

impressive runs well into the backing from fish that were no more than three to four pounds, I

landed over 20 bonefish in a really fast, furious, fun session. I was probably giggling like a

schoolgirl, but happily there were no witnesses (at least none that couldn’t be bought off).

This is what I had come to Christmas Island for, and it was great fun, but it had taken nearly

four days to find it. 

Then the clouds started rolling in and that was basically it for the day. On the previous day

we’d seen very few bonefish before lunch, so just to relieve the monotony I dropped my

Crazy Charlie off the rock ledge at my feet into shin deep water. Schools of little red snapper

lived under that ledge and they pounced on my fly. Despite most being less than half a pound

in weight, they put a serious bend in my 9 weight rod as they belted for cover back under the

rock ledge. I didn’t stop a couple of them quickly enough and they wedged themselves in

place, very effectively. Only by relaxing my line for a minute or so and then giving them a

quick yank could I get my fly back. When I hooked a one pounder it put up a memorable

fight, notwithstanding it slugged it out on the spot rather than running out an entire 120 foot

fly line and 50m of backing like most of the more energetic bonefish.

Shore Fishing

Every evening the head guide, Nario, wrote up the following day’s fishing groups and

destinations on a blackboard in our dining room. We were placed in groups of four and either

sent off shore fishing or skiff fishing with two guides. On the first few days I went shore

fishing, which seemed easier than skiff fishing because I was walking along a beach, often

with the wind and sun behind me (when there was any sun), looking into shallow water over

white sand. This made it somewhat easier to spot the grey ghost of the flats, as bonefish are

often called. 
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For me the secret to spotting them was to not look too hard, but rather to relax my polaroid-

clad eyes so I’d be aware of movement and shape/shade anomalies, rather than individual

fish. Once my eyes picked out movement, I could usually key into the darker back of a fish.

I’d then hope it was coming towards me so I could get a cast out in front of it. 

Bonefish hug the bottom so closely there’s no real shadow underneath them. They’re quite

easily mistaken for milkfish, whose bodies look similar, despite their black tips on tails and

dorsal fins. Milkfish travel in larger schools some distance off the bottom, which creates a

degree of separation between their shadow and their bodies. I can confirm that milkfish show

no interest at all in Crazy Charlies.

Other common heart stoppers were puffer fish, which inhabit the same shallows and move

around fairly slowly. Surprisingly, from many angles they can look quite similar to bonefish

(maybe wishful thinking?), but in clear light they appear more yellow, which becomes a bit of

a give away once you get used to it.

Then there are the trevally. Trevally come in small, medium and large packages. The standard

wisdom is to stay well clear of the larger ones on fly gear because they fight so long and hard

they tie you up for over an hour, during which time you will inevitably see your one and only

10lb bonefish swimming past, blissfully unmolested by your flies. From my enquiries before

the trip, I gained the impression that everybody over the age of 50 told me to leave them

alone, while everybody under the age of 50 asked incredulously: “How could you not have a

crack at a fish like that?” I’m pleased to say that although, biologically, I reside in the older

group, by inclination I was firmly in the younger. 

Trevally Fishing

I did agonise long and hard before the trip over whether or not to have a go at giant trevally

(GTs). Supposedly I’d need a 12 weight rod and arms like Popeye’s to manage them, but I

reasoned that since you can’t stop them anyway in their first few runs and can really only

play them off the reel, if I had a tough enough rig with enough backing I should have a shot,

and it probably wouldn’t make much difference what weight rod I was using, provided I

didn’t have to winch a large fish up from the depths. At least that’s what I told myself and in

the event I did catch some small trevally from the shore, which were fun, but nothing

exceptional. 

Later in the week I did specifically go GT fishing. My guide brought along a sack of milkfish,

which he’d netted to chop up and use for chum. His chunks were very large and after two

hours of feeding the ocean, we saw not a single fish. This contrasts with another group who

managed to raise a number of GTs, and some very large bonefish, all of which were so well

satiated by the chum stream none were interested in taking a fly. 

Over the last two days I launched a concerted effort against larger fish and, to my undying

shame, admit that it wasn’t all done with fly rods. With Craig Coltman, known to the VFFA

as a former captain of the Australian Fly-Fishing team, his son George and fellow bonefisher

Wally, I set out on a skiff (a big, covered, outrigger canoe) with a sack of chum – with the

intention of chasing GTs with fly rods.
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In anticipation I’d tied up some rather large and ugly flies, having been told that all you need

is a hook that won’t straighten out and something big enough to attract their attention while

it’s being ripped through the water at super human speeds. We did bring some big GTs up

onto the coral bommie where we’d anchored. I suspect they’d have gone to well over 40 lbs

and would have been quite a challenge on a fly rod, especially a 9 weight, but since none of

them showed the slightest interest in anything we threw at them, it was all quite academic.

After trying to tempt them with flies, we tried them on poppers. This produced a 35 – 40 lb

fish for Craig and a 30 – 35 lb fish for me – easily the largest fish I’ve ever landed on rod and

reel. Pity it wasn’t on a fly rod!

The following day was our last. Some

people chose to use it as a rest day, since we

had to fly out in the early afternoon.

However, George hadn’t hooked up with

“his” GT yet, so with the determination of

youth (aided by Dad’s footing the bill) he

determined to give it another crack. So I

joined the Coltmans again on the skiff,

along with Paul Hickman. This time we

started with poppers, an activity made

memorable by the fact that although

Qantas-coloured poppers can’t conceivably

resemble anything that lives in the sea, their

gurgles and splashes proved sufficient to

seduce a highly dramatic and photogenic

gannet to the attack. 

After an otherwise barren hour of throwing

poppers, we tried trolling with rapalas.

These quickly resulted in hook-ups for all

of us with bluefin tuna around the 15 – 20

lb mark. Their screaming runs had me

reflecting on how I’d have handled one on

fly gear. Oh well, there’s always next time,

and the guides were delighted to keep a

couple of fish for the home fires.

The dreadful weather of our first few days gave us heavy cloud cover that made everything

look flat and unappealing, and quite impossible to sight fish. However when the clouds broke

and we had sun and blue sky overhead, there were many times when I froze in mid-step, gob-

smacked by the incredible scene of white to yellow sand shading across the littoral zone to a

deepening green water, with a colour and intensity unlike any I’d seen before. Said water then

stretched away to a far distant horizon which separated, and then graduated upwards into a

colossal and gorgeously blue sky, contrasting with tastefully placed, fluffy white clouds that

filled my visual and sensual universe. Often I found myself frozen in time and rooted to the

spot, with lungs and eyes just sucking it all in. The images burned themselves into my
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memory with more intensity than ever a camera sensor could manage. For these moments

alone it would be worth going back.

Conclusion: would I do it again?

Half way through the week, confirmed

optimist though I be, I felt frustrated

and disappointed. The weather was

lousy, the fishing was poor, the guides

were uninspiring, and there was

nothing to suggest that things would

improve before we had to leave.

Nothing had gone terribly well to this

point, and my sky-high expectations

were fast disappearing down the toilet,

mainly because we had so little time

for things to improve, and no power to

improve them ourselves. For a

declared control freak this was hard to

bear and I felt pretty sad. But the

planets kept turning and the weather

and tides improved. I started fishing

with people who were more fun to be

with, and I began to find and catch

some fish. Eventually Christmas Island

“turned on” to show me what it was

capable of … and the place left me

wanting more, much more. 

Next time I’ll be much better equipped, knowledge wise, and perhaps if I take two weeks, the

weather/conditions/time pressures will be much less of an issue?

Another major improvement would be to go with a group that bonds together more happily.

There were plenty of good, friendly, social folk on my trip, but I never felt that we were

united in purpose or spirit. Perhaps this is inevitable in a tourist group comprising random

individuals and couples, but I felt that stronger leadership, better information and more overt

organisation would have made things work much better, without costing any individual

freedoms. 

I would love to see a VFFA group going to Christmas Island for a week, or preferably two, at

a cost that would be in the ball park for a New Zealand trip of similar duration, at least while

the Aussie dollar’s strong. If we went with a knowledgeable and engaged tour leader (Rick?),

it could be fantastic – especially if we get the weather and tides right!

So I haven’t scrubbed Christmas Island off my Bucket List; I’ve just circled the tick and will

wait to go once more before I cross it off properly. I’m looking forward to the day.
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Penstock Lagoon - November 2008

(from Bernard Holbery’s fishing diary)

Every year, like many fly-fishers, I make an annual pilgrimage to the Central Highlands of

Tasmania, where I invariably make camp at Penstock Lagoon. These trips are usually

made around the end of November when, according to tradition, the Penstock Brown dun

hatches are in full swing. My four-person tent is well-equipped with a sleeping bag, fishing

rods and all the other fishing paraphernalia, along with a generous supply of food. But most

importantly, it also has my fly-tying vise so that during the evenings I can tie up my CDC

duns. My dun pattern is grey in colour, though the natural, on close inspection, is actually a

greyish-brown. Over many years of fishing my CDC dun on Penstock I have come to

appreciate that this fly is surely one of the top picks for the trout on this water, and I have

witnessed some amazing hatches during my times there. 

A day in November 2008 turned out to be very special. For most of the day it had been

bitterly cold and the wind had howled. I eventually emerged from my tent at about 4 o’clock

in the afternoon, at which time, as if by magic, everything became still. The sun made its

appearance, the birds were out in full voice, and after assessing the conditions I put my rod

together, pulled my waders on, and made my way down to the bottom end of the lagoon. I

pushed out carefully into the weed beds and propped, waiting for the first sign of movement. 

The first thing I noticed was that there was a small hatch a fly on the water, so I immediately

tied on my CDC dun. What was to follow was truly amazing, for me anyway. A fish rose

among the weeds, so I cast my fly out just in front of him and a brown of 3½ pounds came to

the net. The chap camping beside me pulled out his camera and came down to watch me and

took this photo. 
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After a quick photo the fish released and it cruised away. I adjusted and dried my fly as

another fish rose to my left. I made my cast and this fish also engulfed the CDC dun. It was a

brown of 3 lb. I checked my fly once again and made a couple of false casts to dry the CDC,

and was well into my casting when I spotted another fish rising out to the right, behind some

weeds. This fish also took the dun without any hesitation, and weighed 4 lb when it was

weighed in the net. 

At this point Bill, the chap camping beside me, was scratching his head and expressing

considerable interest in getting his hands on one of my dun patterns. But before I had time to

show him the fly that was doing the damage there was another rise out in front of me. This

time a brown of 6½ lb rose to the dun and then danced all over the lake before finally coming

to the net. 

At this point the audience had grown to five anglers watching behind me, some of whom

were from the Yarra Valley Fly Fishers. I slowly unhooked this fish and Bill took another

photo. By this stage I had taken four fish in the space of 20 minutes, all in the weed beds at

Penstock. I discovered I had a knot in my leader so did some repair work whilst watching

another fish feeding aggressively in the weeds off to the left. My cast to the fish was right on

target, and without hesitation a rainbow made his appearance and took off with my fly,

stripping line off rapidly as he headed out into the depths. He eventually came to the net and

weighed in at 5½ lb. 
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By this stage it was getting quite dark, but fish were still rising around me, and the CDC dun

kept working a treat even though it was waterlogged. It worked when retrieved just under the

surface so I stopped false casting and fished the fly as a wet. The next fish came to the net a

little while later and was a monstrous brown of just on 8 lb. By this stage quite a crowd from

the nearby campsites had gathered to watch me catch three more fish, all over 3 lb. Darkness

by now had well and truly set in, so I called it a night. It was truly an unforgettable fishing

experience. 

The following day I tied some of my CDC duns for the other anglers there, and it was

promptly named the Penstock Killer, which unfortunately I’m still called today. I've had a

similar fishing experience to this on the Acheron River, when I caught 15 fish in 20 minutes

using a Muddler just on dark. But I must say Penstock has given me some fabulous fishing,

and I look forward every year to the hatches of duns and the rewards and the regulars I meet

there every year.

Eildon Report

Mick Hall tells us that 100 very large trout have just been released into the Pondage, with

some up to 10 lb in size. The mix was 50 rainbows and 50 browns. However the Pondage has

not been easy to fish. The water is sparklingly clear but the level is being constantly varied, so

that on some days it is ideal for wading and fly-fishing, but on others it is high and difficult.

Eildon Lake can be fished from the bank up in the Bonnie Doon area, but bank access at the

Southern end is more difficult. The easiest fishing is from a boat, and boat anglers fishing

around McDonald Island have been picking up some excellent trout, again to 10 lb.

For those interested in seeing Mick tie his latest lake flies, he will be demonstrating his fly

tying skills and latest patterns at Hookup Bait & Tackle (Ferntree Gully) on Saturday August

20. And for those who would like to catch up with Philip Weigall and obtain a signed copy of

his new book, he will be at Aussie Angler on Saturday August 13 and at Hookup on Friday

August 19, from 5 pm onwards.
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This Month’s Yarn

(from May 1962)

The discussion in the bar at the Anglers’ Arms centred around the strangest ways those

present had caught a trout. It came McTaggart’s turn: 

“I’ve got ‘em in many strange ways,” he said meditatively, taking a quiet sip. “But, yes, I

think the most unusual was when a trout actually caught me. It was up on the East Tanjil, in

the days when it wasn’t fished much and was teaming with hungry trout. It was my first visit

there, and I was wading of course. I’d started with a 12 foot leader, but soon found this to be

unnecessarily long. So I took it off, deciding to carry it wrapped around my hat, so that if I

needed it later in the day it would be free of any kinks. I pinned the loop tightly to my hat-

band, then wound the leader around the band, sticking the fly - a big Coachman - into the

material.

“I was doing excellently, too, on a shorter leader and smaller fly, when I came to a rough

stretch of rapid between two pools, which I didn’t bother to fish. I had picked my way

halfway up the rapid when I suddenly experienced a very strange sensation. It was as if

someone had lassoed the top of my head and was trying to yank it back. I swivelled around

sharply, at which point the rim of my hat was dragged down savagely as if by some huge

invisible hand, covering my eyes and cutting off my vision. I dropped my rod, and was

flailing with my hands to find the cause of this frightening phenomenon.”

“I found it too, but not before I flopped down hard on the cold stones of the river, with the

water gurgling around my waist. For a few seconds I was in a desperate plight, but then my

hands felt something thin and taut, which seemed to start at my hat and point straight

downstream. It was that long leader I had put there earlier. The fly had come adrift from my

hat, and the leader had unravelled and trailed downstream behind me. Then a fish - and quite

a large one too - had taken the big Coachman.”

“Pulling off my headgear, I struggled to my feet and stumbled towards the shore. In the

process I tripped over my submerged rod, but managed to gain the shingles at the edge of the

current, with my hat still in hand. The fish was still on, so I led him into the pool below or,

rather, ‘he led me’, and there at last I managed to beach him – a rainbow of just over 4 lb. But

he had cost me dearly – a bruised hip, waders full of water, broken rod tip, wrist-watch

soaked and inoperable, and my only packet of fags thoroughly soaked.” 
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Paul Squires in Christmas Island

(Paul Squires also spent time at Christmas Island recently. Here is his brief summary and two

great photos.)

This was our second time there. We are a group of clients of Ken Orr, a loose rabble of

solicitors, doctors, business people and wanderers. The bonefish this time were

considerably larger. My largest was 10lb and the giant trevally was estimated at 50lb. (The

problem is that when I hold fish they all look small!).

This one was landed on my #8 Winston boron IImx. Tyrone, our guide said I would break the

rod, so thank heavens for lifetime guarantees. The thought makes you reckless. Christmas

Island is a great place for the fishing, but you can’t promote the accommodation or food. The

Guides have the most spectacular fish-spotting vision you will ever experience.

(Paul)

Nice bonefish Paul 

The 50 lb Great Trevally 
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Capturing Redzilla
(By Joe Kahler. Joe lives in Baton Rouge in Louisiana in Southern USA. He writes for some

of the US national fly-fishing magazines, and also for VFFA members.)

Things just weren’t lining up. My teenage daughter had been expressing an interest in

joining me in the marsh, just to see what all the hubbub was about. She had a 4-day

weekend coming up, but I had work to do on Thursday, and Friday she wanted to go with her

mum to Holly Days, the annual pre-Christmas mass shopping event put on by the Junior

League at the Baton Rouge River Centre. That left Saturday to fish, but a cold front was

predicted to come through wet on Friday afternoon, and windy on Saturday and Sunday. The

weather shamans had peered into their tossed bones and feathers and seen that Friday

morning would present the best conditions for kayak fly-fishing, so, having gotten my head

set for fishing at some point over the Thursday to Sunday timeframe, I headed for the lower

end of the Highway-1 corridor, one of the few fingers of asphalt that stretch from relatively

civilized parts of Louisiana into the working coast. My perennial companion on these trips,

Mike LaFleur, had to work, so it was going to be a solo trip; certainly not ideal, but ya’ gotta’

do what ya’ gotta’ do when ya’ can. I was well on the road at 4:00 am on October 17 of 2008

- the year that Hurricanes Gustav and Ike had hammered our coast. 

I arrived before first light and launched to paddle north on water that was glassy-calm.

Gustav and Ike had clearly visited this part of the marsh. The narrow, shallow passages

among the marsh grass had been spread back and deepened pretty much everywhere that I

looked. Plaintive strains of Randy Newman singing, “They’re tryin’ ta wash us away,” (from

his song entitled “Louisiana 1927”) kept rolling through my mind. 

Having fished myself back to an area known only by names made up by a handful of us

puddlers, I was impressed by the water now flowing through open cuts on the south side of

the bay I was in. It was a very different scene to the one I saw the last time I’d been there

before Gus-Ike. I heard the slashing pops of speckled trout (Cynoscion nubulosus, a.k.a.

spotted seatrout or weakfish, or ‘specks’) and watched the scattered shrimp busting the

surface as they did their get-away dance, so I was fishing a chartreuse and white Deep

Clouser Minnow about 18 inches under a VOSI, with a floating 8 weight line and a 12 foot

monofilament leader. 

A VOSI is an improvised “popping cork for fly fishers” - a styrofoam perch float cut in half,

the fat end hollowed out with a cone head sanding bit. You thread the VOSI onto the leader

with the concave end toward the fly line and, with every strip of the line, it makes a distinctive

“pop,” imitating the sound of a speck slashing at shrimp at the surface. It doubles as a strike

indicator, keeps the fly at fish-eye level, and sets the fly up to rise and fall in front of the fish’s

face. Lying horizontal on the surface of the water, when a fish strikes, it goes abruptly vertical

before disappearing; thus the name - Vertically Oriented Strike Indicator (VOSI). 

I knew the trout were at the end of the cut where it opened into the little bay, stacked up in

there and waiting for the shrimp to come swooshing through to them, pushed as they were by

the tidal movement. The game for me was to cast into the drift and wait for a larger, keeper-

sized trout to be the one to abandon himself to the fly I was presenting. I’d dropped the three

pound dumbbells from both the bow and the stern lines and was anchored up in the kayak,
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casting into the port-to-starboard flow in front of me; and I was picking up undersized trout

after undersized trout. The lower size limit in Louisiana is 12 inches, but I don’t keep them

unless they’re at least 14 - I want to make sure they have a chance to spawn at least once

before gracing my table in the form of Trout Almondine or some other equally delectable fare.

Just as fast as I could strip one of these midgets in, get it off the hook, and get my line back on

the water, another one would be on. 

Finally I hooked up with what seemed like a 14 inch trout, given the way it felt on the 8

weight rod I was using (too heavy for specks, I know, but I was really there for redfish), and

the way it looked when it came to the surface as I stripped it toward the ‘yak. As they are

wont to do, the trout headed for the bottom as it got to within a rod’s length of the bow of the

kayak . . . and then it took off like a bat outa’ hell on a run that was much too- strong, straight,

and long for a speck. My first thought was, “Dern, I’ve hooked a bottlenose dolphin.” I’d seen

them fishing in the area and I knew they consider specks a delicacy (don’t we all?). Still, I

thought it would be a rare event for even a young dolphin to be confused enough to hit a fish

on an angler’s hook; their sonar was too finely tuned for that. No, it couldn’t be that. Then I

thought maybe I’d hooked a shark, whereupon I took some solace in the notion that by putting

a little pressure on the rod, I could cut the line down close to the fly, reel the line in, re-tie, and

get back to fishing pretty quickly. But the more pressure I put on the fish, the stronger and

steadier its pull became. My TFO TiCrX rod was well-bowed and the Ross Momentum reel’s

drag was getting a workout. It could only be one thing - Redzilla - a “bull red”!

A bull red isn’t really a “bull” at all, but a female laden with eggs and looking for a date.

Autumn is spawning season for Sciaenops ocellatus (a.k.a. red drum, channel bass), when the

adults of the species tend to leave the deeper Gulf of Mexico and head for the shorelines so

their fertilized eggs will have a chance to be swept into protected interior marshes. There the

fry will hatch and hide and grow until we Red Stick Fly Fishers get a shot at them in a couple

of years. Once they grow to 16 inches in length or so, they head out into the open waters of

the Gulf. But, with subsidence and erosion from the recent storms, Louisiana marshes are

more open to the Gulf, and saltier than they’ve been, and we’re seeing more and more of these

larger fish in inside waters. Are they sensing that what was once marsh is now becoming

Gulf? That’s my theory anyway.

In any case, I had no idea what I was fighting when the fish momentarily slowed and

wallowed. I saw her massive tail in the air, the wrist of which was considerably bigger than

my own, and I knew from the copper hue and large spot that I was hooked up with the biggest

redfish I’d ever had on my line, and that I was in for the fight of my life. I let the line that was

pooled in my lap run out through the guides so I could battle her from the reel, then set the

drag so she was just able to pull line off but had to work to do it, and I set my jaw to let her do

just that. I drew anchors, and let her drag me out, away from the bank and cut; I wanted to

avoid her taking a turn behind a tuft of grass and getting enough slack to slip the hook. In that

greatest of suspenses for an Ahab (obsessed fisherman,) I had no idea whether she or I would

win, which of us would wear out first, or what I would do with her if, by chance, I was able to

bring her to hand. 

One thing was sure though: the trick was to let her run – far, but not too far – enough to make

her work, but not so that I had so much line between her and me that I was fighting the fish

and the water’s drag. Every now and then during the 20 to 25 minute fight, she’d come to the
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surface and turn and thrash that huge tail of hers enough to remind me that I had a trophy red

on the line. By putting side pressure on the rod, pulling her at an angle away from the

direction she wanted to go in, I worked at discouraging her, breaking her spirit, if you will.

Eventually she did slow down and stop, and I could feel her sitting and throbbing on the end

of that taut line. During one of these time-outs, I noticed a 14 inch trout floating on the

surface close to my kayak, probably the one that I’d originally hooked on the Clouser. I could

make up some line during her breathers, but more than once the butt of the leader would clear

the rod tip, only to be pulled right back out again along with 75 to 100 feet of fly line. I

decided not to try to net her until she showed me the white of her belly, because obviously

she was trying to fool me into thinking she was done when she wasn’t. I wasn’t too keen on

fighting this monster for as long as I had, only to lose her at the net. 

Finally Redzilla did wear herself out and I was

able to get about half of her into the oversized

net I carry for just such occasions. Lifting her

into the ‘yak was out of the question; when I

tried, the gunwale dipped precariously toward

the surface of the water. So, rather than

shipping water, I basically dragged her over

the port gunwale while leaning starboard. And

there she was, panting in the bottom of my

kayak. Or was it me that was panting?

Now the question became “What to do with

her?” She was too big for table fare and the

fight might have worn her out to the point that

resuscitation would fail (this turned out to be a

mistaken assumption on my part), so eating her

and turning her loose seemed to be out. She

might be a fly-fishing record, but I didn’t know

what she weighed and, because I’m not a

record seeker, I had no idea what the records

were. She’d pegged my 15 pound Boga grip

with a “thunk”. In any case, she was certainly a

trophy fish – the biggest I might ever take, so I

resolved to hang her by a stringer from the side

of the ‘yak and drag her home to see if I could

get her in the record books, if not at least

mounted. I fished a while longer, hoping to land some eating size reds, but every time I’d set

up to cast, she’d drag me off my set, so I wound up just paddling back to the launch site with

her in tow. She was still trying to drag my ‘yak off the bank when I put her (part of her

anyway) into the ice chest. 

I weighed her at the Seafood Shed on the way back to Baton Rouge. The attendant was duly

impressed as she came in at 23.2 pounds. This, I later learned, was far from record weight,

which stood at 41.6 pounds (probably caught off shore, not in the interior marsh,) but she was

still a good trophy. As it turns out, she would not have met IGFA specifications for a record

anyway. They don’t count as a fly fishing record any fish caught as you’re reeling in a non-

Redzilla – finally defeated 



record fish, and there was a very good chance that, although she was stuck deep in the tongue

on a Clouser Minnow when I landed her, she’d been trying to eat my speck when she got a

nasty little surprise. 

By cell phone, I was able to get a lead on a taxidermist back home in Baton Rouge by name

Jim Borne. I contacted Mr Borne on the drive home, got directions to his shop, and handed

the beast over to him that evening for preservation and prep for a place on my wall. He

charges by the inch, and he measured her at 37 inches, though he said she was longer and just

measured in at 37 ‘cause she was curved slightly from the trip back because she wouldn’t fit

in the ice chest entirely. He figured she was really somewhere between 37 and 40 inches.

She’s the only fish I’ve ever had mounted. 

As I said, I don’t fish in search of a place in the record books, so if I ever catch another

redfish of this size, I’ll release it. But I know more about the records and what a 40+ pound

redfish probably looks like, and I’ll probably keep it if it’s a potential record. I’d still like to

see a kayaking Red Stick Fly Fisher’s name on the books under “Red Drum”. 

Ultimately, my trophy was on the wall by mid-November and, believe me, there was an

unveiling event once it got there. Even if I hadn’t had her mounted, I know I’d never

forgotten this catch. One of the best parts of the experience was all the emails, website

postings, and phone calls of congratulations I read and received as soon as word got out about

my catch. There was no hint of envy among them; only a celebration of the skills (and let’s

face it, luck . . . maybe perseverance) of one of our number. Once again, fly fishers proved

themselves to be among the best human beings on the planet. 
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And mounted – well done Joe! 
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Report From Way Out West

(from Jim Blakeslee)

The 2011 Warrnambool Fly Fishers’ Game Dinner was a held on Saturday, July 23, at the

Brauer-Ander Running Track Pavilion. The 63 hungry fly-fishers and guests who attended

were treated to a magnificent feast of local fish and game, washed down with plenty of

refreshment. It was a magnificent night of humour, camaraderie and good cheer.  

Our honoured guests representing the VFFA this year included President Rick Dugina,

Newsletter Editor Lyndon Webb, and Junior Vice President Hamish Hughes. Our WFFC

President, Adrian Jacobs, presented the Arthur Hogan Memorial Trophy for the largest trout

from local waters caught on a fly to Brendan Wynd. The Geoff O’Brien Memorial Trophy for

the best fly tied this year went to Hafey Rock.  

Neil Martin was called on to present a Certificate of Life Membership to Bob Loch,

recognizing more than 30 years of service to our Club. Later, Bob mentioned to me that it

was a total surprise, that he had no idea that he was to receive a Life Membership, and was

very pleased to be honoured in this way. He also mentioned that he was indebted to Lyndon

Webb for introducing him to the Warrnambool Fly Fishers and encouraging him to join the

Club – a decision that he has never regretted.  

On the following Thursday, July 28, Bob Loch, Bill Hewett, and yours truly assisted Fisheries

Officers Troy Duthie and Paul Petraitis in the release of 6,000 brown trout into the lower

Merri River. We look forward to catching some of them once they have put on a some

kilograms of weight in  two or three year’s time.  

WFFC President Adrian Jacobs presents the

Arthur Hogan Memorial Trophy

Bob Loch receives his Life

Membership award
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FLY OF THE MONTH

Some weeks ago Hugh Maltby told me about a deadly stick caddis pattern devised by Rick

Innes. Hugh went on to describe occasions when he and David Grisold had fished Lake

Botsford in the Tasmanian Highlands using Rick’s stick caddis, and had caught numbers

of magnificent trout whilst other nearby hard-working anglers had caught nowt. (Don’t

you love these stories!)

I later called Rick and asked about his stick caddis, and was given the following story.

Rick had been tying a number of flies using SLF material, and had a pile of scraps left

over on his tying bench. He rolled the scraps into a ball and was about to drop it in the bin

when he had an inspiration. The ball was mainly black and dark brown SLF, with some

bits of red, yellow and olive lingering in the mix, so he tied some stick caddis patterns

with it.

The fly worked really well on its early outings, so Rick showed it to Ray Brown. Ray

thought it had some potential, so he experimented with the blend and overall design, and

then commenced tying the fly commercially. It proved immensely popular and successful. 

The following details were provided by Ray, who suggests that the pattern must be kept

thin in profile. When fished the fly sinks slowly as it is held up by the leader. Ray fishes

it mainly in lakes (ie Tasmanian Highland lakes) and has had a lot of success with it. 

Rick Innes’s Stick Caddis
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Materials:

The Blend: Mix together the following SLF materials in the proportions given – black (5/12),

brown (4/12), olive (1/12), golden olive (1/12) and chartreuse (1/12)

Hook: Kamasan Model B830, sizes 10, 12, or 14, or any other light to medium hook, 

2X long

Thread: Uni 6/0 thread in chartreuse or yellow

Body: SLF blend 

Tying Method:

1. Prepare the blend of SLF materials.

2. Place the hook in the vise and test it for quality.

3. Start the thread in the middle of the hook shank.  

4. Take a bunch of the SLF blend, about half the thickness of a match, and tie it along

the hook shank so that some of it extends past the hook bend (similar to tying in the

tag on a Red Tag).

5. Trim this material so that the tag or tail is about ¼ inch long.

6. Wax the thread and dub a little of the SLF blend onto the thread. Wind the dubbed

thread toward the eye, ensuring that the body is no thicker than the tag. Wind the

thread tightly because the fly must have a thin profile.

7. Tie the fly off at the eye, after building up a small head. Varnish the knot. 
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LIBRARY NEWS
All members should remember that the Mick Martin Memorial Library is one of the most

extensive collections of fly-fishing literature in Australia. It is valuable in its own right

but is a great asset to members wishing to expand their knowledge or who simply enjoy sitting

by the fireside and vicariously enjoying the exploits of others. In addition, the library boasts a

number of videos on trout fishing. Our librarian Marty Rogers will be available prior to each

general meeting to assist members wishing to borrow books or videos.

The library is divided into three parts.

Part 1    Books available for loaning to members.

Part 2    Books available for reference only and not to be taken from the library.

Part 3    Books bequeathed to the Association and not to be taken from the cabinet.

V.F.F.A. ITEMS FOR SALE
The Association has the following quality items for sale:

The following made donations for the raffle at the 2010 Annual Dinner:

• Armadale Angler • Aussie Angler • Australian Fishing Network • Bernard Holbery

• Compleat Angler Box Hill • Compleat Fly Fisher Melbourne 

• Daniel Hackett, RiverFly, Tasmania • Fly Life Publications • J M Gillies 

• Lowes Furniture • Mayfly Tackle • Mick Hall • Michael Steven’s Publishing •

Millbrook Lakes Lodge • Nick Taransky - Bamboo Rod Maker • Peter Hayes,

Cressy • Pro Angler Fishing Tackle • Ray Brown, Onkaparinga Flies & Cane Rods
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OVERDUE BOOKS
Our librarian reports that a number of members have failed to return library books on time.

Could all those book loving members who have failed to return books promptly do so.

Book “The Country For An Angler” (the History of the VFFA).........$70.00 each
Book “Geehi to Great Lake” ...............................................................$45.00 each
Columbia Shirts ...................................................................................$70.00 each
Polarfleece jacket with VFFA logo......................................................$40.00 each
Association ties (blue or maroon)........................................................$35.00 each
Cloth badges..........................................................................................$7.00 each
Diaries    $2.00 each
The Australian Trout by Jack Ritchie.......................................................$20.00 
(Special offer – buy one, get one free!)
V.F.F.A. car stickers...............................................................................$2.00 each

Members wishing to purchase any of these items should contact 
Hugh Maltby prior to the monthly General Meeting on telephone 9455 9017.
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VFFA Meetings & Activities

August 2011

7 Sunday Casting - 9:30 am to 12:30 pm at the Red Tag Casting Pools (Joe Haslauer 9555 4059)

14 Sunday Casting - 9:30 am to 12:30 pm at the Red Tag Casting Pools (Joe Haslauer 9555 4059)

17 Council Meeting – 7:00 pm at the Kelvin Club

21 Sunday Casting - 9:30 am to 12:30 pm at the Red Tag Casting Pools (Joe Haslauer 9555 4059)

26 Annual Dinner – 6:30 pm for 7:00 pm at the Kelvin. Guest Speaker: Charles Wooley

27 President’s Casting Day - 9:30 am to 2:30 pm at the Red Tag Casting Pools 

September 2011

7 Council Meeting – 7:00 pm at the Kelvin Club

15 General Meeting – 8:00 pm at the Kelvin: VFFA AGM

21 First Meeting of the New Council – 7:00pm at the Kelvin Club

25 Peter Hayes Casting Day – 10:00 am to 4:00 pm, Red Tag Pools (Phone Hugh Maltby on 9459 2241,

or email Hugh on reddtag@hotmail.com)

October 2011

20 General Meeting – 8:00 pm at the Kelvin: Guest Speaker – Andrew Mossman (Fly development)

26 Council Meeting – 7:00 pm at the Kelvin Club

November 2011

4 – 6 Opening Weekend Trip – to Warrnambool again this year, with Hugh Maltby looking after the 

arrangements. (Phone Hugh on 9459 2241, or email him on reddtag@hotmail.com)

17 General Meeting – 8:00 pm at the Kelvin: Guest Speaker – to be finalised

23 Council Meeting – 7:00 pm at the Kelvin Club

(Last week of November – first week of December - New Zealand trip. Rick Dugina – 0401 963 601)

December 2011

7 Council Meeting – 7:00 pm at the Kelvin Club

15 Christmas Dinner –  6:30 pm for 7:00 pm at the Kelvin: Guest Speaker – to be finalised

February 2012

8 Council Meeting – 7:00 pm at the Kelvin Club

16 General Meeting  - 8:00 pm at the Kelvin: Traditional Liar’s Night

17 – 19 Bairnsdale Dudley Lee Donger Weekend and Bairnsdale Fly-fishers’ Annual Dinner

18 – 24 Annual Trip to Tasmania – staying at Hayes on Brumby’s


