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December Meeting with Peter Morse
(Our guest speaker for last year’s Christmas Dinner was Peter Morse, who gave us a talk on

his ten favourite fish. The following is a summary of his presentation.)

Part of my fly-fishing philosophy is that there are no bad fish.
I love catching anything that swims. Basically if it lives it

has to eat, and thus we can tie a fly that is going to imitate a
food item. I have been thinking over the last few weeks about
what I might say tonight to keep you interested, and I thought I
might talk about my favourite fish. A few years ago I was asked
to write something for an overseas magazine so I wrote about
my six favourite fish. I thought I might expand on that theme
tonight and present to you my ten favourite fish, telling you why
I like them so much.

I live in the Blue Mountains just outside Sydney. Over the road from our house is a national
park, and my office is the old garage which backs onto the road. One of the things I firmly
believe is that to become better fly-fishers we need to become better fly casters. So I keep a
rod rigged up in my office, and when I’m having a blank moment in my writing, which is
fairly common, I pick up the rod and head out onto the street for a cast. It’s a fairly quiet
street, but it’s also on a major walking track. So I’m out in the street fly casting and you’ve
probably heard all the comments: “Caught any yet mate?” “No – you’re the first.” The other
day I went out and pulled some line off the reel ready to cast when two walkers arrived.
“Caught any yet mate?” “How could I – I’ve just arrived.” Another line I use occasionally is,
“Not yet, I’m waiting for the tide to come in.” I had a Scotsman come along once and he said
to me, “Aye, that rod throws a mighty fine line.” So I laid the rod down on the ground and
said to him, “Let’s see how it goes now.” He said, “OK, I get your point.”

It was a great meal 
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The more interested people ask, “Do you fish around here? What do you catch? Where do
you go fishing?” My response is, “I fish all over the place – in the Northern Territory for
barramundi, and in New Zealand for trout. I fish for tuna and I fish for marlin.” They say,
“Can you catch those fish on a fly?” They seem quite amazed when I assure them that you
can. The broader population doesn’t have the understanding of fly-fishing that you here in
this room have. A lot of fly-fishers, particularly through those drought years when the trout
fishing was poor, expanded their interests. The opening up of Christmas Island to bone
fishing, and the opening up of the Northern Territory with good guiding operations have
really expanded the range of fly-fishing available to us.

So my talk tonight is going to be about my ten favourite species, starting at number 10 and
working up. My first fish, number 10, is the Queenfish – one of the most predacious and
stupid fish swimming. When they get to 90 cm, and even larger up over a metre, they are
truly a spectacular fish. They have a huge mouth and they take big flies. The smaller sizes of
this species are the ‘guides’ friend’ - the fly fishing guides in the Northern Territory and
northern Queensland love them, because on a slow day they can always find some Queenfish.
They jump, and they are a strong clean-fighting fish. They fight cleanly and don’t bury you in
the reef. One of the difficulties many anglers have when they fish in the North for the first
time is that there are so many different species to target and they fight in different ways. So
it’s necessary to assess quickly whether the fish you have hooked will go for a long clean run
or head straight down to the reef to bust you off. So you have to know whether to hold them
or follow them. 

The predatory nature of Queenfish is their downfall. I was guiding on Cape York some years
ago and I had two anglers from New Zealand with me. We had a big school of baitfish
trapped against the beach and a number of fish of different species were attacking and eating
them. The two anglers with me were casting and both hooked a fish – one hooked up about a
minute after the other. But their lines were moving together – the same Queenfish had taken
both of their flies. This Queenfish continued feeding after it had been hooked. So they are not
a smart fish! 

My next fish, number 9, is the Murray cod, our wonderful iconic native Australian fish. I do
most of my cod fishing up in the New England district in the headwater rivers. Probably the
most memorable fish I have ever caught was a 22 lb cod from the Clarence River. I was

Four magnificent Permit 
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fishing for Bass at the time and this cod made a surface strike. It was like dropping a huge
concrete block into the water. These cod throw their jaws out and suck food off the surface
with a huge implosion. On this occasion I jumped backwards in shock, thus setting the hook.
My son was with me at the time and it was a great introduction for him to that style of
fishing. These fish also eat big flies and again are very predatory, but they do have shutdown
periods.

There are three dams just north of
Tenterfield in Queensland. They are
the remains of some old open mine
holes, and two are stocked with cod
but the third one isn’t. When we
were there the third dam was covered
with birdlife, but there were no birds
on the other two that had been
stocked. The birds simply wouldn’t
land on the dams that had cod in
them because the cod would eat
them.

But their favourite food is yabbies, and we’ve had some wonderful fishing for them over the
last couple of summers. Because of the drought the water levels have been falling and the
exposed banks were thick with yabby holes. Murray cod live in pretty tight cover - usually
right in among the shrubbery under branches hanging in the water. We often fish to them out
of float boats because these are so manoeuvrable. You don’t need to make long casts, and we
use 10 weight rods with floating lines. We generally fish for them in the mornings and then
later in the afternoons as the days up there can be very hot in the summer. While the casting is
tight around the cover, cod do love surface flies. One of the challenges is that they run very
hot and cold, being particularly sensitive to barometric pressure. Their fight is not
spectacular, but they are very dogged, and I love fishing for them because they live in such
typical Australian bush country. While they can be a lot of work at times, they are a
tremendously rewarding fish.

My next species, number 8, is the Giant Herring. These fish are not particularly common, but
they are unbelievably fast. Brett Wolf, originally from Tasmania but now guiding in the north
of Western Australia, has enjoyed some extraordinary fishing for Giant Herring on the flats
around Broome. These fish will burn an honest 100 to 200 metres of line on their first run.
The biggest Giant Herring in the world are found in Sri Lanka. There are huge lagoons in the
north of that country where Giant Herring have been caught up to 15 kg. I have just returned
from Arnhem Land and whilst there we caught quite a few on the flats. These fish are long
and lean and very muscular, and are very spectacular leapers. They are a fish that Northern
Australian fly-fishermen always want to catch.

Next is number 7 - the Spanish mackerel. These are my favourite oceanic game fish and are
one of the true offshore fish. They have big teeth, indicating that they are highly predatory,
and are found around the reefs. They are easy to target and are usually caught by berleying
for them. I can see a few of my audience’s eyes rolling, but berley is an important technique
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flushed out immense numbers of little crabs. The Permit lined up in the bubble lines sipping
these crabs down like duns on a Tasmanian highland lake. So one strategy for catching them
is to use a fly representing a suspended crab. The fly is made from foam, with felt underside
and legs made of chenille. To fish it a small ball sinker is tied on the tippet 15 cm back from
the fly. The rig is cast out so that the ball sinker sits on the bottom and the crab floats above it
in the water. As a fish approaches the line is given a quick strip and the crab dives for the
bottom. Permit love this particular fly. 

Next on my list is the Saratoga. There are two species of these in Australia and they are found
in the Northern Territory and Cape York. I love fishing for these fish, mainly with surface
flies. The billabongs of the Northern Territory are a favourite of mine. We fish with three in a
boat using an electric motor, with one person casting from the bow and the other from the
stern, rotating positions every 30 minutes. Saratoga are a beautiful fish, though not a
particularly strong fighter. A lot of the fishing is very visual. We fish among the lily pads, so
weed guards are essential on the flies. You drop your fly in the holes between the lily pads,
give it a couple of jerks, and then watch the lily pads rattling and shaking as a Saratoga comes
charging at your fly. The anticipation is incredible. As the fish approaches you give your fly a
flick and, if possible, pull it up onto a lily pad. The Saratoga will try to eat the fly through the
lily pad. However while these fish are very entertaining to catch they are extremely hard to
hook, as they have very hard mouths. They are mouth breeders, holding about 100 young in
their mouths until these young are large enough to fend for themselves. So at the first sign of
any danger the little Saratoga rush to mum, who opens her mouth, and they all swim in.
Saratoga have been stocked illegally in many parts of Queensland and the Northern Territory,
and this is a good thing because they are such a great sport fish.

The next fish on my list is the Golden Trevally. These have been at the heart of saltwater fly-
fishing in Australia for years, as they are the species many anglers cut their teeth on when
making their first ventures into saltwater fly-fishing. These fish come into the shallows and
thus provide wonderful sight fishing. They also have no nasty bits – no spikes and no sharp
teeth. And they are a clean fighting fish. We’re discovering them in more and more places,
and they have become a very important part of our saltwater fly-fishing. They have big
telescopic lips and tend to feed along the bottom, finding yabby holes and pumping the
yabbies out. I tied a fly that represented a small yabby – a Clouser Minnow with yellow and
brown topping, and it proved to be quite successful. When the Golden Trevally are in on the
flats they are invariably focused on feeding on the bottom, so you need to let your fly sink to
the bottom. They generally won’t come up to take a fly.

At number 3 I have put both brown and rainbow trout. While I prefer rainbows I love them
both and I love fishing for them. I caught my first saltwater fish on a fly in 1977 and since
then I’ve moved back and forth between freshwater and saltwater fly-fishing quite
comfortably. When I go to New Zealand to fish for trout I focus on the big rivers. I don’t go
into the backcountry rivers – I couldn’t be bothered. I love the pastoral streams and the big
accessible rivers. I find I can catch enough fish in these waters without having to hire
helicopters or slug it out in the backcountry. The Waiau is one of these big rivers. I’ve had
some red-letter days in late February through into March with unbelievable fishing on this
river when the Hydro is shut down and Lake Te Anau fills up for the winter. The water is
crystal clear as it comes out of the lake. We float boat down the river to get onto some
magnificent gravel beds and backwaters that offer truly extraordinary fishing. Some of the
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in catching these saltwater game fish. Some years ago I was fishing in Western Australia and
I caught a Spanish mackerel in very clear water so that I could observe the behaviour of the
fish. After it was hooked, it stopped, shook its head, flared its gills, and spewed up the
contents of its stomach. Within seconds other mackerel came swooping in to pick up the
remnants of baitfish that had been vomited up. This happens a lot in the fish world. On
another occasion I was in Broome fishing for sailfish, when we saw huge numbers of gannets
swooping on the water. As we approached we saw that the water was covered with these
birds. I was standing on top of the boat trying to get photos of the sailfish that we anticipated
would come up to the surface, but when I looked down into the water I saw a huge bait ball
about 20 feet to 30 feet down. All around it were sailfish, sharks, and trevally. As we drew
closer the gannets were in our path but they were too fat to fly, so as the boat steamed up they
started spewing up pilchards, dumping weight like an overweight plane. When they were
light enough they took off, leaving the water thick with pilchards sinking slowly down.
Immediately half a dozen sailfish peeled away from the bait ball and started picking up the
pilchards before going back down again. So this sort of thing is very much a natural part of
the fish’s world, and when we burley we create a type of feeding event and hope that the fish
will pick it up and swim up to the back of the boat. Spanish mackerel respond very well to
this, because with those large teeth they do a lot of chopping as they feed, cutting baitfish in
half. A lot of feeding is done by chopping up the baitfish and then returning to picking up the
scraps. However they are not a stupid fish. On one occasion I spent two days fishing for
mackerel in Weipa, and we found that we had to keep changing our tactics and doing
something different. We would catch one fish on one particular fly, and that was it. That fly
would not work again so we had to keep chopping and changing our methods to continue
catching fish. So while Spanish mackerel are highly predatory, they are certainly not stupid..

My next fish is the Australian Permit. Every year I go on a Permit fishing trip up to Cape
York. There are two species of Permit in Australia and the first of these is found up rivers and
around coastal areas and particularly in the mangrove systems in Cape York. These fish are
every bit as difficult to catch as the Caribbean Permit, but are far more common than people
imagine. They are certainly prolific.

Brett Wolf fishes for the other species
of Permit on the flats in Western
Australia. They are suspected of doing
a lot of sand digging as the larger ones
often have fins that are ratty and worn.
To catch them you have to fish on the
first of the incoming tide, because
they are very tide sensitive. They can
be a very frustrating fish.
Occasionally they can be caught on a
dry fly such as a floating crab. Steve
Starling wrote a story a few years ago
about a big crab hatch in the
Macdonald River in Northern
Queensland. A very large spring tide
had flooded all the mangroves and

Peter Boag hosted our guest speaker 
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runs go for hundreds of metres and then drop into deep holes, providing shelter for the fish.
I’ve seen dun hatches there so thick that huge flocks of seagulls were there squabbling and
fighting over the duns.

Another thing we did this year was hire a jet boat to take us down to stretches of the Waiau
that had no access other than via the river and which had a large head of fish that experienced
very little angling pressure. I got an 8 lb brown there last year on a cicada pattern. It was the
most massive boiling strike I have ever had from a trout. The Waiau has an immense hatch of
duns and caddis right on dark. You have your dinner and then go down to the river right on
dark, and the rainbows will be slashing right up until the time when you can barely see your
fly, then you fish on until you can’t see it any more. There are literally hundreds of fish rising
to these enormous hatches of duns and caddis. It can really tricky fishing though, because you
have to know what they are rising to – it could be either. I know some guys who actually fish
right through the night, sleeping through the day, and they say that the hatch goes on all night.
They listen for the fish rising and they listen for the takes. We fished the Waiau in the mouse
years using a mouse fly among the beech trees, but unfortunately didn’t raise any fish, though
the fish we caught that year on other flies were incredible in size and in wonderful condition.  

Late November into early December
is another excellent time to go to
New Zealand, which then offers
great fishing before the crowds
arrive and while the fish are still
hungry after the winter spawning
runs. I keep away from the popular
places and consequently haven’t
fished the Mataura for years,
because there is so much other great
water. I have access to a stream
where the farmer is very protective
of the water, and lets only a few
anglers in each week, though I

A magnificent New Zealand rainbow 

Can you see the fly on the trout’s lip 
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doubt that many anglers would go there at all because of the long walk in. A good day will be
a dozen fish, and I’ve caught rainbows there up to 6 pounds – all sight fishing and mainly
with dry flies. 

I also fish the Tongariro in the North Island. Apparently in recent years the water in Lake
Taupo has turned over and most of the smelt died. Apparently this happens every few decades.
As a consequence the fish in Lake Taupo over the last few years have been in poor condition.
In fishing the Tongariro we have been using double-handed rods. A lot of anglers nymph this
river with two heavy nymphs under an indicator, but I love to swing big wets across and
down. It’s an incredibly effective method. I use a fast sinking line with the double-handed rod
and fish wet flies through the deep holes. While everybody else is shoulder to shoulder at the
heads of the pools I’m swinging big wets through the deep holes further downstream and have
it all to myself.”

As an aside, when you take photos
of your fish it is good to photograph
them without picking them up. The
last thing I do is remove the fly. I
can keep them for up to 20 minutes
while I photograph them, and all
this time they are facing into the
flow and are reviving. Because they
are not being handled they will just
lie quietly there on the edge. If they
swim away they are still attached to
the hook and can be retrieved. In
most cases when fish are landed
they are handled and squeezed and
held tight, and the fish panic. It is
far better to leave the fly in and
handle the fish gently.

The Tasman River in the South Island of New Zealand runs near the road to Mt Cook. To fish
it you need to get there early and park at the gravel pit. It is quite an amazing river in the
mornings but on a warm day the snow melts, the temperature of the water plummets, and the
fish just like doggo on the bottom. You can see them and you can throw rocks at them but
they just won’t move. It can get very frustrating. The river is good to fish up until about one
or two o’clock, but after that the water is just too cold. The fish here see a lot of fishermen so
they are very spooky, but are very easy to spot on the fine gravel bottom.

It was while fishing the Dobson River there that I had a near death experience. A fish was
feeding up in the main flow and I tried to cross the river downstream at a backwater. It looked
shallow and appeared to have a solid sandy bottom, but I took three steps and went through
the crust and started to sink. I sank down so that the water was above my waders, but I had a
waterproof backpack for my camera gear, and it provided enough flotation for me to be able
to turn and get myself back onto hard ground. You need to be careful with those silty
backwaters in New Zealand.

Two old mates 
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Number 2 on my list is Bonefish. I love
my Bonefishing. I wrote somewhere
recently that when I am on a Bonefish flat
I am filled with excitement and I find it
just so exhilarating. You are in an oceanic
wilderness, and at any moment schools of
these magnificent fish can swim in. They
are very beautiful fish, and very powerful,
and you fish for them with light rods and
small flies, and it is all sight fishing. New
Caledonia has some of the biggest
Bonefish in the world but it’s not for
beginners. If you want to go Bonefishing
then start at Christmas Island. Christmas
Island has some back country flats with a
hard coral base and the GTs (Giant
Trevally) come in to feed on the Bonefish.
And there are huge numbers of these Bonefish – schools of hundreds. Most of them are not
big - the bigger the fish the smaller schools, and then you get the single 10 or 12 or 15
pounders.  But there are lots and lots of 2 - 3 pounders that provide exhilarating sight fishing. 

And now, my number one fish - Barramundi. For me without question they are the most
wonderful sport fish. Mostly you find them up mangrove creeks. They live in fresh water,
saltwater, and billabongs. One of their attractions is the diversity of places that you find them.
And when you find them, and hook them, they jump and they hit a fly harder than any other
species I know. The strike is like a hammer blow. I host a trip up to Arnhem Land every year,
usually in December. This year we caught 43 species for the week, and these included some
magnificent Barramundi.

Well that’s it. Time has run out. Thank you for listening.

Jon enjoyed the occasion

VFFA Meetings & Activities

FEBRUARY 2011
9              Council Meeting
17            General Meeting: ‘Liar’s Night’
18 – 20    Dudley Lee Donger Weekend at Bairnsdale
19 – 25    Tasmanian Trip to Peter Hayes’ Complex

MARCH 2011
17            General Meeting: Guest speaker – Rick Dobson
23            Council Meeting
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We have now come to the end of January. The floods in Victoria
have devastated large areas of the North-West and compounded

the losses suffered by farmers due to the preceding drought. Not a good
start for the country folk. As has been shown by the Queenslanders, I
am sure we Victorians will rally to help. The rains that we have had
recently have certainly flushed out some of our rivers and streams, but
in doing so have damaged quite a lot of trout farming infrastructure. We
need to support these people in some way. In the short term we can
help by visiting the areas affected and providing some economic boost
to the communities. This is obviously a very good reason to visit, spend
some time, spend some money, and do some fishing.

This month we have a group going to Tasmania for a week at Cressy with Peter Hayes. I will
be going along to keep an eye on the boys, and am hoping to see quite a few of our Tassie
members while there. Some of our other members will attend the Bairnsdale Club’s “Dudley
Lee Donger” weekend. I hope we have a good show of members accompanying Hubert
Reichelt and assisting him in regaining the Donger. Council has made it clear that next year the
Tassie trip and the Donger weekend will not clash, so members will be able to attend both if
time permits.

I have just returned from a few much needed
days of R and R at Thornton, where I had the
opportunity to fish the Goulburn River. The
extensive NW rains have meant that the flow
out of Eildon could be kept to a minimum, so
the river is low and dirty. Never-the-less I took
my neighbour, Brian Rich, down for a look at
the river. We saw only a few fish rising
consistently, and on the first outing yesterday
evening did not manage a fish, despite casting
to one for over an hour. Very frustrating, with
many fly changes, and in the end we walked
away from a feeding fish. We returned today
with renewed vigour and a new strategy. The
same fish was there and still feeding, so we
initiated our cunning plan. We took the willow
grub fly that was being ignored in amongst
others and re-arranged the tie of the green
foam. Brian’s second cast was close enough to
the drift line and did the job. A lovely 2lbs on
my weigh-net, though it looked to me like a
three. I then proved the theory with a nice 1
lb brown from a pocket between blackberries

President’s Message

Brian Rich. A very happy fisher and 
possibly new member. 
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and willows using the same fly. I was trying Brian’s rod and the fly was still tied on. I may
patent this as “Rick’s Variant”. Just don’t tell the Professor.

I have almost completed confirming all bar one or two of the speakers for this year’s general
meetings. I urge members to attend the dinner prior to the meeting and mix with the other
members. The Kelvin Club is doing a superb job in providing us accommodation and great
meals, and we need to support them in turn. We have a great calendar and interesting topics to
keep you informed. I hope to see and catch up with you soon.

Rick Dugina

Advance Notice – March Meeting: 
Guest Speaker – Rick Dobson

Our guest speaker for the March meeting will be Rick Dobson, well known to us all as the
proprietor of the Aussie Angler store and a very supportive VFFA member. Rick has been
venturing into saltwater fly-fishing and has some great tales to tell of his recent exploits.
Whether we have tried our hand at saltwater fly-fishing or not, Peter Morse certainly
stimulated our thinking on the subject at the December Christmas Dinner, and Rick’s
presentation will provide another perspective on this growing sport. 

So come along and be both entertained and informed. It will be a great night with one of our
own.

On a sad note …
It is with regret that we inform members that Fred Dugina, the brother of president Rick
Dugina, passed away on December 18 last year, following a long battle with a very rare
disease - progressive multifocal leukoencephalopathy (PML). Fred was only 51 years old, and
his passing has been a great loss to his family and many friends.

Our sympathies and condolences are also extended to Hugh Maltby, whose mother passed
away on Friday, January 14. 

All members would assure Rick and Hugh, and their families, of our thoughts and
condolences at these sad times of bereavement. 
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EDITOR’S DESK

“Water, water, everywhere, … Nor any drop to drink”. So moaned the Ancient Mariner in
Coleridge’s famous poem. He could well be describing conditions in many parts of our state.

In mid-January I travelled to Warrnambool to attend a 50th celebration, and took the
opportunity to catch up with Jim Blakeslee, our regular correspondent for that area. Jim

offered to take me out for a day’s fishing - an offer I could hardly refuse. He is a very skilled
and experienced angler, and he knows the area intimately, having fished it for some 30 years.
So I was in good hands and ventured out with high expectations. 

He took me to some of his most productive spots
on both the Hopkins and the Merri rivers – places
where he had taken bags of fish in the past. But not
on this occasion. Except for one very industrious
platypus, we saw and caught nothing – much to
Jim’s considerable frustration. I didn’t mind too
much. While a fish or two would have been a
bonus, it was good just being out on the river with
Jim, watching to see how he went about searching
out those big Western District trout. There were
some good reasons why we weren’t successful –
the barometer was plummeting and the reading was
almost off the scale. But worse, both rivers were
filthy and high and flowing fast, and rising while

From the

Jim Blakeslee fishing a rising 
Hopkins River 

A raging Hopkins River at Hopkins Falls 
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we watched. A few days later, when my wife and I returned to Melbourne, we were
detoured down through Cobden because the main highway was cut by the Mt Emu Creek,
which had burst its banks. 

Late last year we were looking forward to some fabulous river fishing this summer, but we
hadn’t anticipated rain that just kept falling. Ah well, we live in hope that perhaps the autumn
fishing will be good. In the meantime, Philip Weigall has addressed the matter in this month’s
newsletter, suggesting that our lakes might well be worth a hard look this year.

An issue which has gained media attention over recent months is the concern some retailers
are having with the growth in internet shopping. This has some relevance to us anglers. Rick
Innes, manager of the Box Hill Compleat Angler store and keen VFFA member, tells tales of
the antics of some customers coming in ostensibly to purchase waders. Within minutes the
floor is littered with boxes and packing as our supposed customer tries on every available
brand and size. Having eventually found exactly what he wants he notes the details, then
walks out the door with his wallet intact, leaving the staff to repack all those boxes. In the
meantime our customer has ordered his new waders from some mail order outlet overseas.
The irritation of local tackle merchants is understandable. And they deserve our support. The
ones I regularly deal with are great guys, good friends, excellent sources of advice, loyal
VFFA members in many cases, and very generous supporters of VFFA fund-raising raffles. It
is certainly in our interest, as anglers, to keep them in business. If they disappeared and we
had to make all our angling purchases on the internet, life would be very difficult.

On the other hand we live in a free enterprise consumer society where competition is a given.
Whether we’re buying a new four-wheel-drive or a bunch of flowers for a spouse we
invariably look for the ‘best deal’, ie the lowest price for the most suitable choice. And yes, I
confess, I occasionally buy fly-fishing gear from overseas. Why – because the prices can be
very attractive and the range of gear so much wider. So if you don’t mind giving your credit
card details to someone in another country and can put up with the week or two wait, then
internet shopping is fun.

So how do we reconcile all this. Figures published before Christmas suggest that internet
shopping last year represented somewhere between 3% - 5% of all retail shopping in
Australia, and 80% of this was from Australian outlets and suppliers anyway. And this reflects
my behaviour – the vast bulk of my angling purchases are from my local stores, and this will
undoubtedly continue. I’m sure it will also be the case for my many angling friends. I hope so.

I would be most interested in the thoughts of others on this subject. In the meantime, tight lines, 

Lyndon Webb

February Meeting: the traditional “Liar’s Night”
A reminder to members that the first meeting this year will be on Thursday, February 17, and
will be the traditional and much revered ‘Liar’s Night’, when esteemed and courageous
members step forward to describe their fly-fishing adventures over the previous few months. 

These nights always provide great entertainment, along with valuable insights into new
angling methods and top secret fishing spots. A night not to be missed!
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The View From The Far Bank
(from Bernard Holbery)

It was January 2009. “I’m going down to the river,” the old man said, “I’ll be back soon”. He
shuffled off down the old dirt lane, pausing briefly to glance at a fox resting under the shade
of a willow tree. A hundred yards ahead lay the remains of his rusting old farm machinery,
and a short distance further brought him to his cabin on the Steavenson River. Old William
Alban moved slowly along this very familiar track. How many times in the previous 70 years
had he made this same journey? What did he hope to find when he arrived at the river? 

On this particular day the weather was cold and the stream ran full. The trees that lined the
banks had lost their leaves. All was quiet; winter had arrived. The only sounds attracting the
old man’s attention were some red robins that sang cheerfully whilst sitting on a tired barbed
wire fence. They were welcoming a familiar face. Back at his beloved river he thought about
endless days here, when swallows dapped the water and mayflies danced on the surface in the
morning sunlight. The river was full of life. He also reflected on the old companions and
friends that he fished with, and he was overcome with sadness because they were no longer
here. But he also remembered happy days when his catch weighed heavily on his shoulder,
and these same companions sat under the willow trees, smoking their pipes and waiting for
him to show them the fish that filled his creel. Yes, they lived on still in old William Alban’s
memories. But he was the only one left now. He stared at the old stone bridge there before
him, and his mind drifted back to the 5 lb brown trout he had taken just downstream on a
whirling dun. Such memories brought much happiness.

Today, however, he stood there silently. There were no swallows and no mayflies, but the
river was still full of life as it flowed gently down past the willow trees. He remembered a
quote from one of the great angling writers, who wrote, “to me a river is like a picture painted
by a great artist; there is so much more in it than meets the eye of the casual observer.”

When I had known him William Alban had fished his beloved Steavenson with an old Hardy
Palakona cane rod and a Hardy Perfect reel. On some days in his later years he would sit
under an ancient gum tree and wait for me to show him a fish or two that I may have caught.
On hot days he would sometimes leave a cold bottle of beer for me on a fence post.

Sadly, on this particular day William Alban didn’t make it back to his cabin. When they went
looking for him they found him on the old dirt lane. This was his last trip to the river, and his
ashes were later scattered under the willow trees on the banks of his beloved Steavenson. His
companions were waiting for him, still keen to find what lay in his creel. But this time they
waited on the far bank, pipes in hand. Before old William had passed away he had said to me,
“The trout streams in heaven must be very beautiful.” I asked why, and he replied with a
gentle wistful smile, “Because no one ever comes back to tell you about them.”

Bernard Holbery
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Lake Anxiety
(...by Philip Weigall)

I’m writing this in mid January as our monthly rainfall total heads north from 100 mm for the
fifth time in 6 months. Earlier in the week I snatched a couple of days of superb Otway

creek fishing, but as so often this season and right across the state, the ideal stream conditions
down there have gone already, replaced by floods. 

Now trout basically like floods and it’s heartening to see how well the fish are doing in so
many streams, with size and numbers the best in years. However the actual stream fishing has
been a challenge, a case of finding the windows in the weather when the water is low enough
and clear enough for good sport. 

If the stream fishing this last half year has been
something to snatch and gulp down when the
moment presents itself, the lake fishing has been
consistently good. While it would be simplifying too
much to say that the same conditions which create
bad stream fishing create superb lake fishing, there
is some inverse relationship. The same dose of rain
that can leave streams racing and cloudy, is, within
reason, a big positive for lakes. Boosted inflows
cause lake levels to rise and rising levels or high
levels tend to favour the trout, as well as creating
good flyfishing opportunities. It’s no surprise that
locally, lakes like Fyans, Wartook and Purrumbete
have produced excellent fishing recently, in part
because the above average rainfall has pushed these
lakes back into margins that haven’t seen water in
years. The fishing surroundings might be a bit
cluttered and messy as long grass and small trees are
slowly submerged, but big, willing fish feeding in
close soon have you thinking that messy is just fine.

Among many of my fishing friends, this quality lake fishing has been embraced, either
immediately or after a little gentle prodding. Of the latter, one mate who hasn’t fished a public
lake in Victoria for over a decade, phoned me breathlessly from the Grampians after a 20 fish
day. “How long’s this been going on for?” he asked, more than a little concerned that he’d
spent time in Tassie these last few months that might more profitably have been used a 2 hours
drive from his Melbourne home. 

But there are also some friends who are yet to fish the lakes at all. They know where the rest of
us have been going and what we’ve been catching, yet they won’t be shifted from their
beloved rivers and creeks, no matter how often the weather sabotages their stream fishing
plans. One of these friends is David, and his continued reluctance to fish lakes in the face of

A nice fish from Lake Wartook 
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mounting evidence that it’s the sensible thing to do, has led to some interesting conversations
and some amateur psychology on my part (the most dangerous kind I admit, but not by much.) 

David and I have fished together for a few years now. He’s a great companion on a trip –
permanently cheerful, a brilliant caterer and generous to a fault when it comes to divvying up
the water. David is also a very capable flyfisher and I guess I’d just assumed until recently that
his polite declining of my lake fishing invitations was simply a function of his aesthetic
preference for streams. With a limited fishing-time budget, he preferred to spend it on streams.
Fair enough. I’m not about to question what my friends like about flyfishing. Wet fly, dry fly,
sight fishing, Czech nymphing, loch-style, cane rods… If you enjoy it, that’s what matters.  

However things took an interesting twist when I noticed David politely declining lake fishing
when the streams weren’t even an option. I suppose I hadn’t noticed during the previous dry-
ish decade, because if David had wanted to go stream fishing, there was always somewhere
available. One irony of the breaking of the drought is that this freedom to fish streams anytime
has basically been reduced. Even the driest conditions will leave a tailwater or rainforest
stream somewhere not too far away that’s in perfect condition. However widespread flooding
rains are capable of removing every single stream possibility, at least for a few days.    

Anyway, I’m a bit slow sometimes (it took years before I realised my friend Alistair fished
exclusively in winter because he was terrified of snakes) and only as David chose repeatedly to
stay home rather than fish a lake, that I realised something was up. I can easily cope with a
fellow flyfisher choosing one kind of fishing over another, but it did seem a drastic course of
action to decline fishing altogether rather than fish with a fly for trout that were, after all, only
in a slightly different environment. So I needed to understand David’s prejudice, and over the
course of a few long car trips and campfire conversations I began to grasp what was going on. 

I think of David’s condition as lake anxiety. Raised a stream fisher in northern Victoria, David
soon found himself doing very nicely on the rich selection of rivers and creeks that flowed
down from the mountains a day trip east. The local lake fishing didn’t compete, so he quite
reasonably didn’t bother. By the time he moved to Melbourne, where good trout lakes were
about the same travel time away as the good streams, my friend was already a stream expert but
a lake novice. No matter that rationally, he could soon develop the lake fishing skills he needed
from his strong stream fishing base. There was still the period to overcome where trout had to
found in, as David put it, “that huge expanse of water with no riffles, runs or undercuts.”

As an ever more accomplished stream fisher, the challenge is to wean David on to lake fishing
before it’s too late. I plan on making the most of the present run of weather interrupted river
fishing to achieve this. The first thing to do is to manage his expectations. Stream fishers like
David are used to a dozen trout a session. If an hour goes by without a take, it’s cause for
serious discussion about what might be wrong and remedies such as moving to another water
are earnestly considered. On most lakes, I tell him, dozen trout days are rare, and an hour
without action is nothing. In a sense, David has become a trout action junkie and part of the
challenge will be to get him to a point where every trout caught is regarded as a victory, even
when each trout might take hours of fishing. My trump card is that lake trout are nearly always
bigger than stream trout (at least locally) and David does have a thing about big trout. He’s
landed precious few beauties, not through incompetence, but through spending nearly all his
time on waters where 4 pound plus trout (a loose definition of big) are one in ten thousand.  
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I can teach David the logic of lake fishing easily enough. Oh yes, he will protest at the
vagueness of lake features and their attractiveness to trout. “Concentrate on the shallow grassy
margins? The whole freakin’ shore is a shallow grassy margin!” 

It will also take him a little while to get used to the idea that a rise or other disturbance is
mostly where the trout was, not where it is, and all the consequences of that. Working out what
fly, or more likely flies to use shouldn’t be too much bother as David already has a nicely
balanced understanding of selective feeding and opportunism, and he is a keen observer of
trout and the myriad bugs they eat – many of which move freely between flowing water and
still. I’m working on making heavy tippet a habit and his casts a bit quicker, but all that too is
quite achievable.

The hard part – and I don’t underestimate this – is to get his mind to work properly. In a
fishing conundrum we can all relate to, David needs to fish expectantly if he is to succeed on
lakes, and yet it will be difficult for him to fish expectantly until he experiences success. Still, I
have some ideas for places to go where I think David will hook a fish without too many hours
of effort. As for getting him on to a lake in the first place, my mate has grudgingly agreed that
on our next washed out stream day, we’ll be heading to a stillwater instead. I should say here
that if David gets the hang of lake fishing, catches some and still decides he’d rather devote
most of his time to streams, that will be fine. I love stream fishing enough to at least
understand a fly-fishing life that doesn’t include lakes, even though I could never exclude
lakes myself. 

In any case I’ll be surprised if that’s the outcome and I’m betting that by this time next year,
there will be one more fly-fisher haunting Victoria’s lakes.                                                                   

The Dudley Lee Donger
Bairnsdale Fly Fishers’ Club will be holding their Annual Dinner on the evening of

Friday, February 18, 2011. A note from president Adrian Bond says:

“At our September meeting the members of Bairnsdale Fly Fishers Club honoured the
memory of Dudley Lee and unanimously approved the following motion – that, as
Dudley was very involved with the VFFA and highly respected by members of that

Association, the traditional VFFA weekend be renamed the Dudley Lee/VFFA
Weekend, and that the Trophy fished for be named the ”Dudley Lee Donger”.

Bairnsdale Fly Fishers Club therefore extends an invitation to members of the VFFA to
attend our Annual Dinner on Friday, February 18, 2011, and to participate in the Dudley

Lee/VFFA Weekend fishing competition for the Dudley Lee Donger.

We look forward to seeing your members at the dinner and we wish all your members
an enjoyable and productive trout season.

Yours sincerely,  Adrian Bond, President Bairnsdale Fly Fishers Club Inc.”
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Five Days with Hubert

(Lyndon Webb)

Assiduous readers of the newsletter will know that in late October last year your humble
editor received an urgent phone call from Hubert Reichelt, who was in the midst of his

annual pilgrimage to New Zealand. Unfortunately his anticipated fishing companion, Bernard
Holbery, had suffered an injury at the last minute and was unable to go, so the editor was
summoned. Almost before I had time to gather my wits, or what’s left of them, I was walking
out of the quarantine section of Christchurch airport, towing my kit and looking for Hubert.
He was there - standing at the arrivals’ gate, pointedly examining his watch, and demanding
to know what had held me up. We loaded my gear into the 4WD and headed for Omarama in
the McKenzie country. 

The following day started well. Hubert hadn’t
snored and he turned out to be a fair cook.
Breakfast was huge and impressive. He had
inadvertently left some bottles of expensive ‘liquid
refreshment’ down at Gore, and was very anxious
to retrieve them while they were still intact, so we
had some driving to do. We headed for
Queenstown for a cappuccino, and then onto Athol.
The plan was for me to fish the Mataura there
while Hubert drove on to Gore. He would then pick
me up at the highway bridge when he returned. 

We arrived at Athol and I started turfing my fishing
gear out onto the grass – boots, waders, coat (it was
overcast and showery) backpack, reel, fly boxes,
polaroids, hat, … the pile grew. Hubert asked if I
was set and I nodded, so off he drove. 

Now I can assure you that there are very few inviolate axioms in fly-fishing, but Murphy’s
Law is a given: if it can go wrong it will. Anyone with more than a few seasons at the game
will have gathered a catalogue of disasters that ruined the fishing. I thought I’d explored them
all – from broken rods, lost gear, belligerent bulls, snakes, waders ripped on fences, unwanted
swims in freezing water, electric fences that weren’t supposed to be on but were, and of
course weather that turned foul. I fell off a fence on one occasion and broke my arm, and on
another occasion, whilst fishing in the Otways, arrived back at my car to find two knuckle-
dragging hoodlums making a determined effort to break into it. But Athol last year added
another. Yes, Hubert had driven off with my rod still resting on the back seat of the car. ‘Oh
bother’, or similar words. 

What to do? I walked over to Stu Tripney’s famous Fly Shop. No, Stu didn’t lend rods, but he
would hire me one for the afternoon – for $150. I thanked him for his kindness and generosity
but declined the offer and marched back to the Mataura. Roderick Haig-Brown once wrote
that ‘perhaps fishing is, for me, only an excuse to be near rivers.’ He has a point. I had

Hubert fishes the Ahuriri … 
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decided to walk the banks anyway to see how many fish I could spot in that beautiful, clear
water. The Mataura is stunningly attractive in these upper reaches, and while a rod would
have been handy, a stroll along the river was an acceptable alternative. 

It had rained, so the river was running a little high and discoloured. Despite this, I spotted
eleven magnificent Mataura torpedoes, aside from several other vague greyish shadows that
may or may not have been fish. The highlight of the day came from a narrow backwater
running parallel to the main flow. I had crept halfway along and then stopped and waited.
Within a few minutes the fuselage of a large trout materialised at the top end, and speckles
made a quiet cruise down the backwater, inspecting the stocks and picking up the odd bug. He
reached the lower end, turned, and started the return trip. Then he spotted the uninvited
spectator, froze, glared at me, and fled. Soon after this a tooting car horn and madly waving
arm indicated that my transport had arrived. Hubert: “OK, how many did you get?” My reply:
“Well it’s a long story …” 

The next morning dawned fine and sunny. It was also
the first day of the new season for the district. On the
previous evening, as we returned from Athol we had
seen a number of campervans parked along the road
running parallel to the magnificent Ahuriri. The
locals, and undoubtedly others, were clearly keen to
claim a piece of the river for the season opener. So
when Hubert and I headed out at 9 am it was no
surprise to find cars everywhere and access to
unfished water hard to find. We finally parked on the
side of the road at a likely spot, kitted up, and walked
down to the river - to discover another car parked at
the edge. But no-one was in sight, so we started
fishing anyway. Nice water too, and over the next
couple of hours Hubert caught four, all rainbows
from 2 – 3 lb, and yours truly managed one landed
and another one lost. Following a quick lunch Hubert
took me to a section he knew further downstream,
where the river was heavily braided. Neither of us
landed anything here, and as we walked out later we
learned that this area had been well picked over by
several other anglers earlier in the day. 

Day three began with Hubert dragging me out of bed at 5:30 am. We headed to a favourite
venue – a small stream flowing into the Waitaki near Kurow. My well-informed guide and
companion assured me the best water was ‘up the top’, and especially the ‘gorge section’. We
parked the car in thick fog, and started wandering across terrain that would have provided
ideal training for infantry heading to Afghanistan. After an hour of exhausting ascents and
descents we finally came across a track that took us down to the river. Hubert assured me we
were about to see large numbers of trout, but after a couple of hours of careful fishing all
we’d seen were large numbers of wet footprints, and not made by us. We eventually reached
the gorge, and Hubert told me again about the cricket scores he had caught here on previous
visits. Halfway through the gorge we still looking for our first trout, but then it changed. All

… and caught this fish 
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the predictable spots had customers waiting, and we started hooking fish. At the end of the
gorge the scores were Hubert 7 and editor 5 – all rainbows in the size range 2 – 4 lb, and both
of us had missed or lost or scared many more than we landed. 

An abiding memory was a superb trout rising consistently in a small pool at the foot of a cliff.
Hubert instructed me to catch it, and while he settled in to watch I added a metre of lighter
tippet, tied on a tiny paradun, and crept as close as I dared. The wind had got up, and some
strong gusts saw my first two casts blown all over the place. But the fish didn’t seem to mind,
and just kept rising. My next cast was a tad too far to the left but nevertheless came drifting
down nicely. He saw it too, and moved smartly across to intercept it. Then disaster struck.
The butt end of my leader had drifted down into the faster water at the tail of the pool and the
fly started to drag and speed up. The trout looked somewhat puzzled but took off anyway,
accelerating to catch up with the escaping bug. It became a race, and the drag won. At the last
moment the trout simply gave up in disgust and sped off, disappearing into a hole
somewhere. Fortunately I encountered lots of other easier customers, and a tally of five
caught and lots of opportunities missed was a very pleasing return for me from a day’s fishing
in New Zealand. But the day wasn’t over. We had to climb a steep cliff to get out of the
stream, and then walk for 3 hours to get back to the car. By the time we arrived home I had
a fine crop of large and painful blisters on both feet. 

Day four, and another 5:30 am start.
Over his many years of trips to this
area Hubert had managed to cultivate
good relationships with a number of
farmers, and thus gain access to rivers
flowing through private property that
were only lightly fished. Our next two
days were to be spent on such a river.
We drove some distance out of
Omarama, eventually arriving at a
locked gate. Hubert pulled out a key,
and we were soon on the inside,
driving a further 20 km along a rough
farm track that took us to a couple of
huts. ‘Rustic accommodation’ was
Hubert’s description. No electricity
and no running water, but pleasant and
comfortable none the less. We
unpacked, tackled up, and walked the
short distance to the river, which was
running fast and clear. It was
nymphing water, so on went the
beadheads and indicators. The weather
was ideal - warm and sunny, with a
light breeze. 

The first few hundred metres of fairly rough and boisterous pocket water saw no action, but
Hubert was keen to hurry past this section anyway, as the better water was further up. It was

Fishing the gorge section 
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too. There were long stretches of relatively shallow white water, but these were interspersed
with deep corner pools and glorious runs, all of which were well populated. And with the
bright sun and clear water, fish were easy to spot.

Life wasn’t perfect – walking on those mushy blisters was slow and painful, progress up the
river required frequent precarious crossings, and the banks carried large stands of briar rose
and matagouri, the latter being an unpleasant cross between box thorns and blackberries. In
many places progress required bashing our way through seemingly impenetrable stands of
large prickly bushes that caught on everything and took devilish delight in engulfing leaders
and landing nets. Despite these minor frustrations the day provided some of the best fishing I
have experienced. At the end of it all my personal tally was 13 rainbows, most between 2
and 3 lb. Hubert’s score was 25, and he would have doubled this if he hadn’t spent much of
his time finding fish for me, checking my nymph and indicator setup, and offering advice on
where and how to cast. 

Again there are some indelible memories. As we approached the top of one particular pool
there was a large dark shadow waving around on the edge of the main current. “A sitter!” was
Hubert’s assessment. But the distance was about 10 metres, and we were on the right side
looking upstream, with lots of tall shrubbery hard along the bank. So the cast had to be one of
those with the rod out over the left shoulder. My first attempt, amazingly, was reasonably
satisfactory, and the nymph pitched in just ahead of the fish. The fly was immediately
whisked downstream and the rather portly rainbow was after it in a flash. I had my eyes fixed
on the indicator, which didn’t seem to be indicating much. Hubert, on the other hand, was
slapping his forehead and asking me why I didn’t strike. He had watched the fish, and had
seen it take the nymph and then spit it out again. Oh dear. 

The trout returned and took up station again at the top
of the pool. Hubert suggested I try a dry fly, so I tied on
one of Tom White’s blowfly patterns. The next cast was
also ok – the blowfly landing just beyond the trout on
the slow current side and drifting seductively back. Out
came a monstrous mouth and engulfed the fly. I lifted
the rod sharply - and felt fresh air as the fly and leader
flew back over my shoulder into the matagouri. The
trout turned back and continued happily feeding while I
sat and sorted out the tangle. Ten minutes later we were
set to go again. Same cast, some spot, and the same
great mouth engulfing the fly. Again I lifted my rod
with high expectations, but again the fly whistled back
into the matagouri. I waited a moment before turning to
see what Hubert had to offer by way of diagnosis and
recrimination. He wasn’t there – he had waded across
the river and was halfway up to the next pool. 

A short walk brought us to a fabulous pool – long and deep and clear, with water pouring in at
the top end from a couple of directions. A quick count identified about eight good-sized
residents visible and feeding. Hubert left it to me and disappeared further upstream, so I
removed the dry fly, and scrutinised my box of nymphs. Twelve months earlier I had been a

Fishing the last run 
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member of the VFFA group staying at Nokomai Station, and one of the most effective flies
during that trip was a green stonefly pattern. I had a few in my box and tied one on. First cast
saw the indicator dip and this time I was firmly connected. He didn’t come off but kicked up
quite a fuss, which I think upset the rest. After I released him I tried to con a few of the
others, but got mostly sullen looks and little interest.

At 5 o’clock Hubert declared it lunchtime, so w sat on a rocky outcrop and ate. It was a 2
hour walk back to the huts, with several river crossings to negotiate, and my feet were on fire,
so I was happy to call it quits. 13 trout of 2 lb or better represented my best ever day in New
Zealand, and I was content to leave the rest in peace. Hubert, however, had taken 21 and was
keen to rack his total up to 24. So he clambered down into the water and worked his way up a
magnificent run culminating in a deep corner pool. In 15 minutes he had taken another 4 fish
– thus 25 for the day. We headed for home (the huts) and didn’t bother about the evening rise.

Day five – the last hurrah. Hubert suggested we walk upstream for two hours and commence
fishing where we had finished on the previous evening. It was a sensible plan but when I
consulted my blistered feet they suggested otherwise, so we agreed to separate. Hubert fished
the water further up, and I fished the section we had fished the previous day. So Hubert
departed and I made my way to the best of yesterday’s river. But nothing was home. Over the
next couple of hours I worked my along, fishing all of the previous day’s productive
stretches, but caught and saw nothing. I had a growing (sinking) feeling that perhaps I could
only catch fish under Hubert’s guidance. Finally I found some success. I had pitched my
nymph into the top of yet another pool and as it drifted back a rainbow suddenly materialised
from the depths and snatched the fly. I reflected again on the huge difference between
catching no fish and catching one.

But more was ahead. I had been concentrating on the pools, but a little further upstream there
was long and very appealing run. It looked nice so I pitched my nymph in about halfway

Here it is – number 25 for the day 
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along. In five successive casts I took five fish from about 30 metres of river, making my tally
six for the day. By this stage the time was getting on so I returned to the huts to pack. Hubert
was two hours behind me, and his experience had been similar – he had spotted very few fish,
and had worked really hard for the 12 he had taken. We returned to Omarama, and I packed
for the trip to Christchurch airport the following morning.

Our tally for the four days was 73 trout, all rainbows from 2 – 5 lb, with Hubert landing 48
and your very pleased editor landing 25. It had also been a very instructive few days. Hubert
was an excellent guide and a very effective angler. Why so? For starters, his flies are superb
and the contents of his fly boxes could be hung in the National Gallery. But Hubert also knew
from long experience what flies – patterns and sizes – would work. So at this time of the year
they needed to be weighted beadhead nymphs, because the water in the rivers was high and a
bit coloured. And the fish were rainbows and they liked a bit of flash, so the beadheads
needed to be gold. The two flies that did most of the damage were the good old Hare and
Copper, and Hubert’s version of the Prince Nymph, a stonefly imitation. 

It also helped that Hubert knew his rivers so well. He was very keen to find me lots of fish,
and his choice of venues was excellent. (It helped enormously, of course, that he had access
to a stream that had a big head of fish and not much traffic along the banks). We were
fortunate with some ideal weather, too.

On the river Hubert was very good at spotting and finding fish. He knew where to look and
what to look for. On many occasions we arrived at a pool together and if there was a
reasonably obvious trout on display I usually managed to find it. But while I was finding my
one, Hubert had already located another three or four. 

His strategy was to move fast, just concentrating on the very best water. He quickly sized up
each section, and if it looked promising would make three or four exploratory casts into the
most appealing bits. If nothing showed he quickly moved on. The net result was that we
walked a lot of river bank, fishing only the very best water on offer. (The downside was that
there was always a long walk home!)

When Hubert spotted a fish, and most of his fishing was ‘sight fishing’, he kept well back and
got very agitated if I waved my rod in the air or stepped in the water or tried to sneak closer.
Rods needed to be kept down, sound carried through water, and a longer cast was safer than
trying to get close. He then carefully estimated the length of the cast required and peeled off
just enough line to make that cast. False casts were forbidden. On shorter casts he didn’t
make any false casts, and on longer cast perhaps just one false cast was ok. And his accuracy
was quite uncanny, invariably dropping the fly right where it was needed.

These rivers were fast, but Hubert had no difficulty in keeping contact with his fly - unlike
his floundering colleague who often had slack line everywhere and thus missed a number of
strikes. And in the clear water Hubert tended to watch the fish rather than his indicator, and
thus rarely missed connecting.  

So there was much for me to ponder (and to practice). I'm sure that one of my more
productive and useful fishing strategies is to fish with anglers who are more skilled than
myself. (It might also help to sell up and move to New Zealand!)
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Murray River High, Flight Fishing, 
Forgotten Gold and Aboriginal Trails

(from Graeme Menere in the North-East)

Ilike taking a leisurely hike up the Murray River high country to explore the myriad of
streams that flow into this river. Whilst browsing through the “Man from Snowy River”

Museum in Corryong I came upon an old map that dated back to the late 1890s, and there I
discovered a couple of tracks not shown on current map publications. One was an old gold
mining and cattlemen’s track, and the other a track of sorts following the gradient of the old
Aboriginals’ track before European settlement.

I spoke to the manager at Tom Groggin Station, as he knew of these tracks and had explored
these ancient trails. The region had originally been settled by prospectors looking for nuggets
during the Gold Rush of the late 1800’s, and hundreds of men eager to strike it rich lived alone
on the National Park’s hostile slopes as they searched for the mother lode.  

I also love the feeling of small planes and enjoy exploring an area to be fished from the air.
So I took an angling mate with me on an exploratory sightseeing flight with Adventure
Aviation out of the Khancoban airfield, as we’d talked of access to the Murray River along it
highest reaches. We zipped down the runway with the pilot telling us to watch for kangaroos,
as he’d seen one on the tarmac earlier that day. But after we’d been in the air a few minutes, I
was more interested in what was happening inside the plane. I was in the front seat, beside the
pilot, and was watching the instrument hands spin as we climbed. 

The view from the Cessna’s windows was superb. We did a couple of lazy turns, drifting
around the snow-capped mountains that had been out on the horizon when we arrived at
Khancoban, and I realised again why I had migrated from Melbourne some years back. In
front of us were the snow-capped peaks of the Snowy Mountain range stretching away like a
white carpet, punctuated with several large and small lakes, a legacy of the Snowy Mountain
Hydro Electric Scheme.

As we zoomed up the valley, the river looked pristine from 2000 metres up. It seemed the
surface was made of crystal jewels, and we saw there were other corridors joining the river,
where small streams emerged from mysterious tree covered hidden valleys. We passed over the
privately owned cattle station of Tom Groggin, surrounded by National Park land on all sides
and where the legend of The Man From Snowy River was penned by the poet Banjo Paterson. 

This part of the western slopes is so vast and wild that it seems almost none of the geography
had been tamed apart from a single winding alpine highway, or so our pilot told us. He spent
his time in the air investigating the many peaks and valleys where early pioneers and gold
fossickers trod and came up with fantastic yarns to entertain his naive passengers.

My friend and I had foreheads pressed against the windows to get better views of the paths of
the rivers that flowed through the deep valleys between the alpine ridges of the Snowy
Mountains. We had been soaring above the headwaters of the Murray and the Snowy Rivers
for a while when the Cessna pilot turned back toward Tom Groggin and descended. We
circled over the sparsely maintained airstrip and touched down so gently that I thought we
were still flying. 
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Back packs went on and angling gear checked, and we went on an adventure not undertaken
since we were mere lads on our first jaunt to the Tasmanian western lakes. To venture along
these tracks is to enter a forest wonderland. All along its course we were afforded fantastic
views of both the mountains and rivers. In fact the tracks pass through some of the most
spectacular country that this portion of Victoria has to offer. It winds over high gaps,
negotiates its way around precipitous bluffs, passes through tall timber and skirts above
spectacular river gorges. The journey, through dry and typically tough Australian bush, saw
us being led down into cool fern gullies, the home of crystal streams whose banks are
carpeted with hazel, blanket wood, musk, maiden hair and ancient tree fern. Some of the later
“citizens” of the lush understory have grown to tremendous heights. 

Being greeted by kangaroos, wallabies, emus and lyrebirds was an unexpected delight for this
adventurous angler, and it truly was a trek through the “forest primeval”. The lakes and rivers
of the Murray River high country have not been as good as this for about 10 years. The
mountains and valleys are lush and the scenery spectacular. And guess what—the fish are rich
with the ample food supply. The the trout are gorging themselves and are in great condition.

Our rivers and streams are in pristine condition since the recent rains and there is more snow
than in Switzerland. The levels of the lakes and streams are now higher than they have been for
a decade, and the water table so full that the spring flow is keeping the streams crystal clear.
Trout are feeding around the lake edges and the river backwaters, making it relatively easy for
shore-based anglers to catch fish.

If any Vic Fly member or members wish to spend a long weekend or week in the Murray River
High country, just give me a call and I will be pleased to assist with your plans and
accommodation at any of the holiday homes that are now available in Khancoban. Or call into
my wife’s shop in Corryong town. Called “Maggie Mae”, it now has an angler’s corner. You
can’t miss it - it has a mural painted on the front of the shop. 

Tight Lines Gentlemen,

Graeme Menere (02) 6077 5235
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This Month’s Yarn
(from May 1960)

“We’ve all had experience of those low late-summer streams,” said McTaggart, “when there’s
practically nothing but a series of long still pools between trickles, and it is impossible to get
near the fish because of the bow waves you send upstream when you’re wading. My nephew
Clarence had a bright idea about this. He devised a pair of fittings for his legs made of a
special hard plastic. They clipped onto his waders and had a sharp edge at the front and were
streamlined at the rear so that they tapered off to thin edges behind his calves. These leggings
enabled him to slide quietly through the water without creating any noticeable disturbance. In
fact, they worked perfectly.”

“And did he have any success with them?” we asked. McTaggart took another sip of his lunch
and answered: “He did, in a way. Actually he caught quite a number of trout which, he
claimed, he could not otherwise have got within casting distance of.”

“But one day – this was in the Upper Goulburn, where it runs beside the Woods Point Road
for some miles – he hooked an absolute beauty. Just on 6 lb it was, and it dashed straight
down the pool towards him. Unfortunately in its panic the fish ran dead-centre into the sharp
edge of my nephew’s right legging and sliced itself in two. The two halves floated to the
surface behind him, and as Clarence turned to net them he was hailed from the road. It seems
this performance had been witnessed by a Fisheries Inspector, who accused my nephew of
taking trout by illegal methods. Now Clarence is a sensitive lad, and was so upset that he
never used his ingenious leggings again.”

Fishing in Switzerland Can Be Expensive
In Zurich a few months ago, Antoine Goetschel went to court in defense of an unusual
client: a 22-pound pike that had fought a fisherman for 10 minutes before surrendering.

Mr Goetschel is the official animal lawyer for the Swiss canton of Zurich, a sort of public
defender who represents the interests of pets, farm animals and wildlife. He wound up with
the pike as a client when animal-welfare groups filed a complaint alleging animal cruelty in
the fish’s epic battle with an amateur angler.

The case emerged after a local newspaper photo showed the fisherman proudly showing off
the four-foot-long fish—a scene that, to Mr Goetschel, was reminiscent of a safari hunter
with his foot perched on the head of a dead lion. “It is this Hemingway thinking,” he says.
“Why should this be legal when other animals have to be slaughtered in a humane way?”

So the 34 year old angler who caught the 10kg pike in Lake Zurich did not anticipate the
trouble he would reel in with it. He boasted to the newspaper that he had spent about 10
minutes and exerted considerable effort to land the fish. Just a few months later, he faced
criminal prosecution for causing excessive suffering to the animal. The pike has become
something of a poster child for the animal rights movement in Switzerland and has even
attracted over 6000 “fans” on a Facebook page set up in its memory. Arguably Switzerland
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has the toughest animal rights legislation in the world, and it also has the world’s top animal
lawyer, Antoine Goetschel, who acted for the pike, as he has in the past for animals of all
types, both dead and alive.

Don’t go fishing in Switzerland!

A Poem with a Message
(Rick Keam is a rich source of delightful material, and we thank him for the following

contribution, originally from the pen of Jack Pyke)

AN ANGLER

When an angler comes home, and success has been low
(Which is not an uncommon occurrence, you know)
There always are plenty of reasons to show
Why he didn’t catch fish

First, the weather was wrong; it was either too hot,
Too cold, or too windy; too still, or what not —
The weather gets blamed such a terrible lot
When he can’t hook those fish

P’raps the stream was at fault; it was either too high
Or too low, or too slow, or too deep, or too dry —
“The water” is often a strong reason why
He got no darned fish

Or he had the wrong bait; for he should have used flies —
Spinners—hoppers—worms—crickets—or grubs of such size;
The bait, it must suffer most horrible lies
When he can’t get a fish

There are other things, too; p’raps he caught on a snag,
P’raps his tackle was wrong; or his luck just a hag —
Oh, there’s dozens of ways to explain a light bag
When he can’t snare the fish

Though he blames many things when results have been ill,
There is one small omission he seems to make still —
He never appears to consider his skill
Affects catching the fish

‘Taggerty’ (Jack Pyke), Concise Handbook of Australian Fishing (1941)
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ATF Report

During the second half of last year large numbers of brown and rainbow trout were released
into Victorian public fisheries, mainly reservoirs and lakes, to restock waters that had filled
with the winter and spring rains. The ATF was a prime mover in much of this work, and
Stuart Rees, the Stocking Manager for the ATF, provides the following report:

Drought Recovery Stocking 2010

After many months of much needed rain,
Victoria’s trout impoundments are either
full or very close to filling, heralding an
end to the devastating drought. Working
closely with John Douglas from Victorian
Fisheries, the ATF was given permission to
release up to 10,000 fingerling trout into
Hepburn Lagoon during December 2010.
These fish came from Buxton Trout Farm
and will be transported and released by
Victorian Fisheries. 

Hepburn Lagoon was selected as the prime
water to release fingerling trout as earlier this
year it was bone dry, eliminating the majority
of sub-surface predators such as redfin. The
water is also quite dirty making it hard for
birds to find small trout. I am confident that
stocking the ATF fingerlings at 5 grams each
will be successful and provide many years of
quality trout fishing in the years to come. 

I would like to thank Mitch at Buxton Trout
Farm for his generous support and also John
Douglas from Victorian Fisheries.

Stocking Figures

Victorian Fisheries released more than 100,000 fingerling trout into Lake Wendouree.

Some of the drought recovery releases were as follows:
•  Greenhill Lake – 2,000 Brown Trout yearlings, 3,000 Rainbow Trout yearlings
•  Tullaroop Reservoir - 10,000 Brown trout Yearlings, 5,000 Rainbow Trout yearlings
•  Cairn Curren Reservoir – 5,000 Brown Trout yearlings, 10,000 Rainbow Trout yearlings
•  Tooliorook Lake – 10,000 Rainbow Trout Yearlings
•  Deep Lake – 3,000 Rainbow Trout Yearlings
•  Bostock Reservoir 3,000 Rainbow Trout yearlings
•  Teddington Reservoirs – 4,000 Rainbow Trout yearlings

Another bucketful of rainbows is tipped in 

Stocking rainbow trout into Hepburn Lagoon
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•  Newlyn Reservoir – 3,000 Rainbow Trout, 2,000 Brown Trout yearlings
•  Hepburn Lagoon – 10,000 Rainbow trout yearlings (DPI) + 10,000 fingerlings (ATF)
•  Lake Wendouree – 100,000.00+ Rainbow Trout fingerlings
•  Harcourt Reservoir – 1,000 Brown Trout yearlings, 5,000 Rainbow Trout yearlings
•  Beaufort Reservoir – 3,000 Rainbow trout yearlings

I would like to thank John Douglas and his
crew for delivering an amazing drought
recovery stocking that will benefit all
Victorian trout anglers in the years to come.

The next project I will be working on will be
on the Kiewa River in Victoria’s North-East.
The Kiewa is classified as a premier trout
fishing stream that has suffered blackberry
and willow infestation over the last 20 years.
This year the floods have had a serious impact
on the streamside vegetation & access. It is
my intention to work with Victorian Fisheries
and develop something similar to the Delatite
River project. 

Stuart Rees, Australian Trout Foundation,
Stocking Manager.

Warrnambool Report
(from Jim Blakeslee)

Unfortunately those well-known trout streams around Warrnambool have been badly
affected by the floods currently affecting much of the state. The Merri, Hopkins, and Mt

Emu are all high and dirty and “raging along”, to quote Jim. So trout fishing in the area, at
least in the streams, has been put on hold.

This hasn’t kept Jim from catching some fish though. Prior to the flooding of the Hopkins he
had taken a fine bag of estuary perch and bream from near the Hopkins mouth. It required
some persistence and resilience though. Jim arrived there at 10 o’clock at night and fished
through into the wee small hours. He reports that nothing showed until about 2 am, but then
he took a number of fish in the following hour.

Since then he has been restricted to catching whiting at Killarney beach, about halfway
between Warrnambool and Port Fairy. He has also been diving for crayfish and abalone.
Salmon and yellowtail kingfish haven’t been evident, but as soon as they appear Jim and Bob
Loch will be tackling up with their saltwater fly-fishing gear.

Jim and Bob are heading to Tasmania for a week’s fishing in early February. We can no doubt
look forward to a full report on their Tassie exploits in the March newsletter.

One of the fisheries officers from Ballarat
helped with the release
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FLY OF THE MONTH
The Woolly Caddis (from Daniel Hackett)

This fly was contributed by Tasmanian fishing guide Daniel Hackett. He tells us that it
was created after experimenting with the tailing trout at Brumbys Creek. In the end, he
combined two patterns, arriving at this amphipod-caddis hybrid. 

He tells us it's his favourite fly for those studious tailing trout in lakes and, of course, at
Brumbys Creek. 

The fly can be presented in shallow water - either statically, with a slight twitch, or
delivered to cruising fish, which tend to take it on the drop.
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Materials:

Hook: Kamasan B401 size 10, or Tiemco 100 sizes 10 or 12

Thread: Black or dark brown - 6/0

Body: Fiery brown and olive variegated chenille (medium)

Rib: Copper wire (fine)

Head: Yellow vernille (flock) chenille (melted at the tip)

Hackle: Hen (medium to dark, long and coarse)

Tying method:

1. Tie in the variegated chenille at the rear of the hook so that the tag extends 5 mm. Just
in front of this on the hook shank, tie in the wire rib and the hackle.

2. Work the thread to a point two thirds up the hook shank. Tie in a yellow chenille head.
Keep it under 5 mm long (see pic).

3. Palmer the variegated chenille up the body. Tie it off with diagonal wraps under the
front of where the yellow head is tied down.  

4. Next, palmer the hackle forward (three to four turns) and tie it off.

5. Start the wire rib with two turns around the rear of the shank, followed by three to four
turns up the hook shank. The wire rib should be wrapped in the opposite direction to the
hackle. Tie off the wire, and tie off the thread. Clip the hackle randomly into a short and
messy stubble.

Peter Leuver
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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:
               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.

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.


