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Yes, the first meeting of the new year is again 
a review of the exploits and successes of our 
members over recent months. Lots of us have 
been out fishing, and apparently some of us 
very successfully too. We are hearing that 
members have had fabulous days in New 
Zealand, in Tasmania, and in our local Victorian 
waters too (which is truly great news). The 
Goulburn River has been firing, as have other 
rivers around Thornton, and the photo below 
shows just one of the many monsters that 
Jim Blakeslee has been connecting with in 
the Moyne River near Port Fairy in Western 
Victoria. Jim tells us he was fishing with 
new WFFC member, Graeme Hays, when he 
caught this 2.4 kg hen brown. And he caught a 
similar sized buck brown a few pools further 
downstream half an hour later.

President David Hooke has been busy rounding 
up reports and debriefing successful anglers. 
Some prime suspects have been identified 
and recruited, so Liars’ Night this year will be 
another fabulous opportunity to catch up with 
colleagues and hear rollicking tales of great 
days and trout encountered both near and far. 
We would encourage all members to attend 
what will be a great evening, and for those who 
would like to join us for a meal beforehand 
PLEASE make a booking for dinner by Tuesday, 
February 14, by emailing Terry Rogers at 
terryrogers@bigpond.com and leaving a 
message. 

February 2023 Meeting – Liars’ Night
FEBRUARY 2023

Thursday, February 16, 
6:30pm at the

Kelvin Club

Jim Blakeslee at Warrnambool fishes the Moyne River near Port Fairy and regularly catches magnificent 
browns like this one. No need at all for Jim to tell untruths at Liars’ Night.
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The 2022 Christmas Dinner was held at 
the Kelvin Club. Some 50 members and 
their guests attended, and those present 
enjoyed a truly delightful evening to end 
the year’s social activities. The new chef 
at the Kelvin Club delivered a superb 
Christmas Dinner, the evening provided 
an excellent opportunity for members 
to enjoy some time together before the 
inevitable pre-Christmas rush enveloped 
us, and our guest speaker, Alan 
Pilkington (a VFFA member of many 
years), delivered a superb speech. 

The text of Alan’s speech is given here:
Good evening. It is an honour, and a 
privilege to talk to you. With all the 
drama of the pandemic I didn’t know 
when I would ever be in Australia again 
on my annual trip to fish with my brother 
John, to visit Enoch’s Point on the Big 
River, and to get grass seeds in my socks. 

My increasing years have been 
accompanied by a loss of flexibility, 
which for me means I fish wet these 
days – not wet flies, or incontinence, 
although they do occur in my life – but 
without wearing waders, which affect my 

mobility in the water. A few years ago, 
after a good dunking in the Indi River 
in Kosciusko National Park, ruining a 
new camera, almost losing my mobile 
phone, flooding all my fly boxes, and 
filling my waders with cold water, I took 
the plunge, so to speak, in reverse, and 
became a full-fledged wet wader, hanging 
up my waders for the last time. 

Fishing wet, even when upright and 
wearing waders, can take on a whole 
new meaning for us anglers of a certain 
age. We all know there are different ways 
to get wet on the inside of our waders 
besides tripping on slippery river rocks. 
But at least it’s warm water. My other 
problem with waders was that it was 
getting almost impossible to find a pair in 
my waist size. So, I have to put up with 
grass seeds in my wet socks, but that’s 
a small price to pay to be back on home 
waters.

It is nice to be back among friends, both 
new and old. Kossy, Lyndon, Bernard, 
Jason, Hamish, Andrew, and of course 
my best mate, my brother John, and his 
patient, tolerant wife Cara, and their son 
Ben, with whom I had the pleasure of 
fishing with in Montana a few months 
ago. 

I was hoping to see Jim Allen in the 
room, but in absentia I should say how 
well I remember his shop on Hardware 
Lane in the 1970s when I was a young, 
enthusiastic fly fisherman. Jim’s guidance 
was always helpful and on the money. I 
still have the Hardy Featherweight reel he 
sold me, now well-worn, with the patina 
of dozens of rivers and hundreds of trout. 
I wish I had a dollar for every fish I took 
using this reel; I would not have had to 
fly Economy from Seattle but would have 
been up front in First Class like the good 
old days. Jim later sold me a much-used 
French split bamboo rod, a Pizon and 

Christmas Dinner 2022 with Alan Pilkington

President David Hooke introduced Alan Pilkington 
as our guest speaker at the Christmas Dinner
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Michel, 8’6” for a #6 weight line. I sent 
it to the maker in France and had it fully 
restored. It is a beautiful thing, with the 
parabolic action championed by Charles 
Ritz in the 1930s, and we still go together 
on the water from time to time. Thanks, 
in absentia, Jim. 

For some months I’ve been puzzling 
about what to say to you, trying to 
compose some memorable, wise, and 
learned words that would stay with you 
the rest of your days. My apologies in 
advance. 

Should I tell tales of the big fish I’ve 
caught in sixty years fishing the fly? Or 
numbers? Or species, of which I’ve taken 
quite a few, including rainbow, brown, 
cutthroat, brook and bull trout (which is 
actually a char), and steelhead - actually 
a sea-run rainbow; and arctic char and 
grayling, mountain whitefish, Atlantic 
and Pacific salmon, bonefish, permit, 
tarpon, trevally, rooster fish and mahi-
mahi. 

But there’s not much to be gained from 
talking to you about some angling 
prowess I don’t really possess. One thing 
fly fishing has taught me over the years is 
humility.

So, what to do? Maybe I could tell you 
of some of my lighter-hearted fly fishing 

... to a very attentive audience

Alan introducing his topic ...
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moments, like the time I told my young 
wife I was leaving with my rod and a 
couple of nymphs, and wouldn’t be home 
till after dark. She innocently said, “Have 
fun, darling.”

But having come all this way, I’d like to 
talk to you in a way that is authentic, 
about my life’s wonderful journey as a fly 
fisherman. 

So, I decided to tell you about why I love 
fly fishing. 

But where to start? I could tell you of my 
love of teaching young anglers to cast, 
then to fish with the fly; of my affection 
for fly tying and of a few patterns I’ve 
created that have worked; of my mania 
for collecting angling memorabilia, 
especially vintage Hardy reels; or of that 
beautiful, magical sound a Hardy reel 
makes as a big trout strips line from it, 
singing like a choir of angels; or perhaps 
of some of the interesting men and 
women I’ve met along the fly fishing 
track, some of whom are here tonight. 

But I won’t. 

Unfortunately these don’t make the cut, 
so I’ll focus on just five.

The first is that fly fishing has taken me 
to beautiful places, both in person, and in 
my dreams! The fish we seek invariably 
live in clean, clear water, whether it’s 
fresh or salt, and usually the further away 
from civilization, that great pollutant, the 
better. 

And these beautiful places are home to 
the wonderful wild creatures of the bush 
we encounter when getting to, or while 
on the stream; the birds, animals, insects, 
and reptiles. Who hasn’t been in wonder 
at the warbling magpies, or the lonely 
calls of the currawongs, as we walk to 
the stream, or the laughing kookaburras, 
as we leave it at dusk. The platypus 
weaving in and out of the green edges as 
we quietly move through the water, the 
blue wren that alights on our rod as we 
rest by the stream, the mayfly and caddis 
emerging then rising to the sky, the steam 
above the water early in the morning, 
the sunsets reflecting on a pool at day’s 
end. Each season I see moose and Rocky 
Mountain big-horn sheep at the river’s 

The food was excellent and the company was fabulous
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edge, bald eagles soaring above, and 
once I fished among caribou herds and 
bears on the tundra. To me these are these 
things that make my fly fishing magic; 
that fill my soul.

Although, I once got a little closer to 
nature than I’d like, when I was fishing 
the Firehole River where it runs through 
a broad, open buffalo meadow in 
Yellowstone National Park, in the Rocky 
Mountains. It was May, late spring, 
and the season’s first small mayflies 
were coming off. I was so preoccupied I 
hooked a cow buffalo on my back cast. 
She was crossing with her calf, behind 
and downstream and was apparently 
as oblivious of me as I was of her, and 
I deftly put a size #14 Adams into her 
backside. It would have been a perfect 
cast, I believe, to a nice rising cutthroat. 
She seemed to not even notice as I set 
the hook, and then my 5-pound tippet 
surrendered. Fortunately, her boyfriend, 
the bull, was nowhere nearby!

The second reason for my love of fly 
fishing is the water itself. No water is 
ever the same water, even a moment later, 

and by preference I like to fish moving 
water, ideally in smaller streams, where 
there is constant change. And as the 
small streams are born in the mountains, 
I am closer to the sky. The smaller, fast 
moving mountain streams sing to me and 
their song, just like the water, is always 
different but strangely somehow always 
familiar. And always intimate, if I listen 
closely. 

Fly fishing has been called the 

‘contemplative sport’, and although I do 
not think of it as sport, the contemplation 
it stimulates in me comes as much from 
the moving, singing water, as it does from 
the fish I seek. To me it is no surprise that 
the great fly fishing writers talk as often 
about the home waters they fish as they 
do about the fish they pursue.

Roderick Haig-Brown wrote: “A river 
is water in its loveliest form; rivers have 
life and sound and movement and infinity 
of variation. Rivers are veins of the earth 
through which the lifeblood returns to the 
heart.”

The third thing I love about fly fishing 
is the beauty of the fish themselves. For 
many years now, each time I catch trout, 
a brown, a rainbow, a cutthroat, a 

Alan gave a superb presentation

One of the features of the Christmas Dinner was the 
presentation of a Life Membership to Terry Rogers. 
This award was unanimously and enthusiastically 
supported by every member of Council. Well done 

Terry!
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brook or a bull trout, large or small, it 
doesn’t matter, I try to leave it in the net, 
still in the water as I remove the fly. I try 
not to lift it from the water, or from the 
net, to photograph it and in the process 
perhaps subject it to more stress than 
it has already endured. It is an easily 
learned skill to photograph the fish in 
the net, with the fish still in or part of 
it touching the water. I use a net made 
with soft fish-friendly material, and one 
from which flies can easily be removed. 
Perhaps you are doing this too, and if so, 
I dip my lid to you. I simply observe the 
trout’s size and beauty in the water, its 
colors and markings and their intricate 
designs, and their movement. 

I ask myself, is there anything more 
beautiful than this wild thing, and am 
I not blessed to be witnessing it, to be 
in its company, this beautiful gift from 
the river. Should I risk harming it by 
handling it? I just lock it in my memory; 
for me that is enough.

Unless I’m starving these days, which 
is never, I cannot kill a wild trout as I 
did when I was younger: to admire it, to 
show off to my mates, to have its photo 
published, or to eat it, or all four. Lee 
Wulff, the creator of those wonderfully 
effective hair-winged flies and who is 
credited with inventing the fly fishing 
vest, said these fish were too important 
to be caught just once. I believe that 
when he made this famous remark, 
he was speaking from a conservation 
standpoint, encouraging the protection 
of the dwindling numbers of Atlantic 
salmon. But he could just as easily have 
been talking about trout. And setting the 
need to preserve them aside, he could 
just as easily have been talking of their 
beauty. Do we want to kill these beautiful, 
sentient beings? We have proven we 
can deceive them and fight them to the 
net. What more do we need? So, I am 
an advocate of the ‘catch and release’ 

ethic now widely observed across the fly 
fishing world. 

I once caught a large brown trout on the 
famed Big Hole River in Montana. It was 
big, at least by that river’s standards, 
an honest five pounder, although not 
really large by some New Zealand or 
Patagonian or Alaskan standards. I 
caught it on a #5 weight vintage split 
bamboo rod and a size #16 dry red ant. 
It was one of the most beautiful fish I’d 
ever seen, brilliantly spotted in black and 
orange and with a buttery yellow belly. 

But I wasn’t the first to catch it. It seemed 
to have scar tissue on its upper lip, 
suggesting it had been caught several 
times before. Imagine if that fish was 
killed when it was just twelve inches 
long. Fly fishermen would have been 
denied the pleasure of meeting it again 
and again, aside from depriving it of the 
opportunity to procreate and spread its 
genes. 

We almost always hear fly fishermen 
extolling the virtues of being solitary on 
the water, and I’m one of those. It seems 
to crop up in one way or another in 
almost all my writing about the outdoors. 
Being alone, but without loneliness, with 
a fly rod in my hand and wildness around 
me is as restorative as any medicine my 
doctor prescribes, or as helpful as an 
hour on a therapist’s couch. In fact, if you 
do it often enough maybe you’ll never 
need the doctor’s medications or the 
therapist’s counsel. Maybe. Fortunately, 
old fly fishermen, like old soldiers, never 
die; they just drift downstream with their 
memories. 

I got a message from the Great Spirit 
in the sky just this last summer, when I 
took a dip midstream in Montana’s Rock 
Creek due to inflexibility in my right 
hip. I fell on a slippery rock and the only 
way to right myself was with my right 
hand, which was holding my favourite 
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Hardy 8’6” 4-weight rod. I had to let it 
go. When I righted myself it had floated 
away and into memory. The message 
was unwelcome, but clear, and it was: 
“Alan, on the verge of your 80th year 
keep out of swift water that’s any deeper 
than your ankles!” As a nice coda to this 
story, on my next trip to Rock Creek I 
was reunited with this lovely graphite 
rod, undamaged, which had drifted two 
miles downstream and was recovered by 
a teenaged fly fisherman and returned to 
me.   

But back to the subject of solitude. Harry 
Middleton, a fine American writer who 
was also a fly fisherman, said ‘fly fishing 
is not an escape from life but often a 
deeper immersion in it.’  

This restorative value of solitude on 
the river is the fourth of my loves of 
fly fishing. Now, of course, there are 
times when it’s good to be with a mate, 
especially in my case if it’s my brother 
John, or his son Ben. But alone, I can 
better enjoy my surroundings as well 
as my fishing - the wind, the light, the 
insects, the river’s intricacies, its currents 
and sounds and moods, and my place 

in the cosmos. If you’ve not gotten your 
copy of my brother John’s and my recent 
book Where Time Stands Still, get one and 
read a great account of solitude in John’s 
chapter, A Camp by The River. 

There are other benefits of solitary 
angling too: no-one to witness lousy casts 
and missed strikes and the attendant bad 
language.

The Germans have a word, 
Waldeinsamkeit, which roughly means, 
‘the feeling of being alone in the woods,’ 
and it usually alludes to some spiritual 
feeling. Some Germans go alone, 
deep into their forests, to experience 
it, to detach themselves from their 
surroundings and to find inner peace. 
I think that for some this concept can 
equally be applied to fly fishing alone, 
substituting the river for the forest if we 
work at it, which I sometimes try to do. 
Those among you who also go down 
this track will attest to its benefits and its 
rewards.

I once wrote a poem titled River Of My 
Memory which alludes to this. It goes:

The second course of the Christmas Dinner was also delicious
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She asked how was the river,			 
did my memory serve me right;		
she asked was it still clean and pure,		
its mountain skies so bright;			 
she asked if it still laughed and sang,	
treated all of us so true;			 
did the river of my memory			 
still run fresh and young and new?

The river of my father,			 
of his father and his sons;			 
she asked how was the waterfall		
above the long trout runs;			 
the angled rocky barrier			 
that breaks the river’s glide,			 
the plunging bubbled pool beneath		
where giant trout can hide.

She asked how were the little birds		
that nest above the pools;			 
she asked how were the breezes		
that kept our faces cool.			 
How was the little cabin,			 
its log sides, its mountain view;		
its hearth that warmed our winter nights,	
was it surviving too?

The playground of our boyhood,		
dim time beyond the pen;			 
the river where we learned to fish, 		
and shoot, and talk like men.			 
We went there with our sweethearts,		
and later with our brides;			 
we went there with our children,		
the source of so much pride.

The river taught us tolerance			
its floods, its drying days;			 
it taught us to respect it 			 
to know its fragile ways.			 
It asked us to be gentle,			 
as any woman would;			 
but it asked us to be strong as well,		
to heed its springtime flood.

She asked how was the river,			 
our little mountain jewel;			 
did the river of my memory			 
still my heart and spirit rule?			
Oh ! Yes, it did all these things,		
it lifted me back up;				 

I drank full of its waters 			 
and filled my spirit’s cup.

Our club has a fine library of books 
about fly fishing, which brings me to 
the fifth reason I love fly fishing – it 
has introduced me to some wonderful 
literature. It has been said that there have 
been more books written about fly fishing 
than all the other books written about all 
the other sports combined. We all know it 
started, in the English language at least, 
with Dame Juliana Berners in 1496, with 
her Treatise on Fishing with an Angle, which 
pre-dated Isaac Walton’s, The Compleat 
Angler, published in 1653, by 150 years. 

The angling books I’m drawn to are not 
the how-to, or where-to, or what-with 
varieties, although these can be very 
useful. Brother John taught himself to 
tie from John Veniard’s, The Fly Dresser’s 
Guide, in the 1960s, and its lessons have 
served him well. The books I’m attracted 
to tell of how fly fishing makes us feel 
and think. And there are lots of them, too 
many to mention here, although I’ll call 
out a few. 

Ernest Hemingway’s character, Nick 
Adams, in the short story, The Big 
Two Hearted River, set in the wilds of 
Michigan’s Upper Peninsula, alludes to 
how the river helps restore his spirit after 
returning injured from the trenches of 
World War 1. In his novel, The Sun Also 
Rises, Hemingway’s leading character, 
Jake, hikes to and fishes rivers in the 
Pyrenees with a mate, to escape from the 
heat and madness of Pamploma and the 
running of the bulls. 

Robert Haig-Brown, an Englishman 
relocated to British Columbia when a 
young man, is my favorite angling writer. 
He was prolific, publishing thirty books 
in the 1930s through to the 1980s, and he 
often writes as much about the water and 
its environment as he does about the fish 
and catching them. 
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Sometimes a book is so powerful it can 
change the public’s whole perspective 
on a subject, as did Norman McLean’s, A 
River Runs Through It, on fly fishing. 

I expect you are all familiar with its 
wonderful opening words: ‘In our family 
there was no clear line between religion 
and fly fishing.’ 

McClean tells of how his father, a 
Presbyterian minister and fly fisherman, 
taught his sons to follow him, and that, 
quote: ‘We were left to assume that all first-
class fishermen on the Sea of Galilee were fly 
fishermen, and that John, the favorite, was a 
dry fly fisherman.’ 

I am fortunate to have made McLean’s 
home waters mine, in the United States 
at least, and I fish Montana’s Blackfoot, 
the Bitterroot and especially Rock Creek, 
all in the vicinity of the small city of 
Missoula, where the story is centered.

Some of you may be familiar with the 
book’s profound and haunting final 
paragraph. McLean writes: 

‘Eventually, all things merge into one, and 
a river runs through it. The river was cut by 
the world’s great flood and runs over rocks 
from the basement of time. On some of the 
rocks are timeless raindrops. Under the rocks 
are the words, and some of the words are 
theirs. I am haunted by waters.’

I could happily read more quotations 
from writers like Haig-Brown and 
McClean, and a score of others I admire, 
including Australia’s own David 
Scholes, and the irascible and humorous 
contemporary American writer John 
Gierach. But I think I am approaching my 
allotted time and should conclude. 

I’ll do that with a slightly lighter, but 
no less profound quotation from Robert 
Traver, the pseudonym for John Voelker, 
who was not only a Justice of the 
Michigan High Court, but an intrepid fly 

fisherman, and author of the books Trout 
Madness and Trout Magic.  

Many of you will have seen “Testament 
of a Fisherman”, from Trout Madness, 
written in 1960. It hangs on a lot of 
fishing cabin walls, including John’s and 
mine at Enochs Point, and it always bears 
repeating. He wrote:

“I fish because I love to. Because I love the 
environs where trout are found, which are 
invariably beautiful, and I hate the environs 
where crowds of people are found, which are 
invariably ugly; 

Because of all the television commercials, 
cocktail parties, and assorted social posturing 
I thus escape; 

Because in a world where most men seem to 
spend their lives doing things they hate, my 
fishing is at once an endless source of delight 
and an act of small rebellion; 

Because trout do not lie or cheat and cannot 
be bought or bribed, or impressed by power, 
but respond only to quietude and humility, 
and endless patience;

Because I suspect that men are going this way 
for the last time, and I for one don’t want to 
waste the trip; 

Because mercifully there are no telephones on 
trout waters; 

Because only in the woods can I find solitude 
without loneliness; 

Because bourbon out of an old tin cup always 
tastes better out there;

Because one day I might catch a mermaid;

And finally, not because I regard fishing as 
being so terribly important, but because I 
suspect that so many of the other concerns of 
men are equally unimportant and not nearly 
so much fun.”

Thank you. 
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Fly fishing has taken me to beautiful places…

The second reason for my love of fly fishing is 
the water itself…

The third thing I love about fly fishing is the 
beauty of the fish themselves…

The restorative value of solitude on the river…

Fly fishing has introduced me to some 
wonderful literature…

Alan Pilkington, Dec 2022 
It is to be hoped you all had a splendid 
Christmas break and the opportunities for 
fishing have improved as the influence of 
La Nina is gradually fading.
2022 was a year of mixed fortunes for the 
VFFA with variable attendance at meetings 
and cancellation of functions and events 
due to circumstances beyond our control. 
However, those of you who were fortunate 
enough to be able to attend our Christmas 
Dinner will certainly agree that we finished 
the year on a very high note. 
Our Guest Speaker Alan Pilkington spoke 
eloquently and with passion about his fly 
fishing life and why he loves fly fishing. 
He distilled the essence of fly fishing 
and articulated what many of us have 
experienced but perhaps have not been 
able to put into words.
Alan, as well as being a passionate fly 
fisherman, is a man of letters, as was 
obvious during his presentation and 
is confirmed by reading his books, his 
contributions to Fly Lines and his superb 
poetry. His address had us enthralled, 
members and guests alike. For those of 
you unable to attend, I encourage you to 
read the transcript published earlier in this 
Newsletter.
The other notable event at the Christmas 
Dinner was the auction of two days fishing 
on the River Test, the details of which 

were published in the December issue. An 
incredibly generous offer from Dr Rodney 
Foale, member of the VFFA and friend of 
John Pilkington.
The auction was conducted by Senior 
Vice President Dr Simon Joel, the medical 
black sheep of the well-known Melbourne 
auction house. The auctioneering genes 
were on display, and after spirited bidding, 
it was knocked down to “the very nice 
lady in the back corner”!  For a most 
gratifying sum which has been donated 
to the VFFA. Thank you, Rodney. (And 
Simon.)
One of the difficulties confronting the 
VFFA during 2022 was the hospitality 
issues experienced by the Kelvin Club, 
leading to a less than satisfactory dining 
experience. Those of you who have sworn 
off the Kelvin Club forever I encourage to 
give it another chance. There are two new 
Chefs and other new staff in the kitchen 
and the Christmas Dinner was excellent. It 
remains our best option.
As often happens, the January 11 trip 
to Millbrook was cancelled due to 

President’s Message
President's Message

Dr David Hooke
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hot weather. The next trip will be on 
Wednesday, March 8.
We have a full complement of members 
enrolled in our annual trip to Peter Hayes 
at Cressy and the competition for culinary 
supremo is already exercising minds. Chris 
Bassano contributed a Tasmanian Fishing 
Update in the December issue which 
provides excellent background information 
and guidance. It all sounds very positive 
and augurs well for a cracker trip. Thanks 
to Chris Gray for his organisation.
Similarly, the trip to Currawong Lakes has 
a full complement attending in March. We 
have deliberately separated the dates for 
Cressy and Currawong as the consensus 
last year was that having them sequentially 
simply didn’t work. Thanks to Hugh 
Maltby for his organisation.
All members attending these trips will be 
asked/required to complete an ERF (Event 
Registration Form) as these will assist 
greatly in the event (perish the thought) of 
a mishap. The forms are an important part 
of Council’s Risk Management Strategy.
Our first meeting for the New Year is the 
Traditional Liars’ Night and speakers are 

eagerly sought. I know several members 
have been to New Zealand recently and 
it would be great to hear from them and 
indeed from any member who is able 
to contribute. There will, of course, be a 
report from Cressy! 
An exhortation from your President: 
please, reconnect and re-engage. Covid 
will be with us for years; the Kelvin Club is 
restored. The friendships and camaraderie 
are dependent on members and without 
the involvement of members we have no 
Association.
Those members who missed the Christmas 
Dinner, unfortunately, missed a most 
memorable occasion. 
The New Year’s Resolution might be to, 
once again, come out and support your 
Association … I wish you all a Happy New 
Year.
And finally, not because I regard fishing as 
being so terribly important, but because I 
suspect that so many of the other concerns of 
men are equally unimportant and not nearly so 
much fun. (From ‘Trout Madness’, by Robert 
Traver, as quoted by Alan Pilkington)

The Ultimate Fishing Expo will be held in 
Melbourne at the Melbourne Exhibition 
and Conference Centre on Saturday 
February 18 and Sunday February 19. 
This free (to the public) expo is being 
held under the auspices of the Victorian 
Fisheries Authority and is designed 
to showcase all fishing endeavours 
particularly in Victoria. It will encompass 
displays from retail, wholesale, media, 
boating, clubs and organisations. The 
VFFA is looking to have a presence and 
is asking for volunteers to help man the 
stand, demonstrate fly tying, and provide 
casting tuition. (A WWC-working with 
children certificate is mandated for the 
casting activity.)

Following on from the UFE at Jeff’s 
Shed the World Recreational Fishing 
Conference will be held from Monday 
February 20 until Wednesday February 
22. This Conference is the world’s most 
prominent gathering of the recreational 
fishing community. To quote: “The WRFC 
is the preeminent and largest international 
recreational fisheries conference 
attracting fisheries experts, researchers, 
policymakers, industry and anglers from 
around the globe. They come together 
to share their science, their issues, their 
experiences, failures, successes and vision. 
Together they unite to learn about current 
research trends, science breakthroughs, to 
network, to share problems and produce 
solutions.”

World Recreational Fishing Conference
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I know I’ve confessed on previous 
occasions to having a great affection 
for the books by David Scholes. I don’t 
own all of them but treasure the ones I 
have, and frequently read a chapter or 
two just for the pleasure. Aside from 
his considerable skills as an angler his 
writing style is just so attractive. He takes 
you up the river with him and you’re 
standing beside him as he describes what 
he has encountered, the difficulties and 
challenges he faces, and how he intends 
to address them. 

My copy of his Trout Quest, now very 
tired looking and the dust cover long lost, 
remains one of my favourites. So I was 
somewhat appalled when at a meeting 
last year John Pilkington passed me a 
copy of the London FlyFishers’ Journal 
of Spring 1970. The Journal had a few 
articles on trout fishing in the UK, then 
finishes with some reviews of recent fly 
fishing publications. And yes, one of 
these was Trout Quest, by David Scholes. 
The reviewer is a Mr C.E.V.W. and in part 
he says this:

“This book is divided into two parts 
with nothing new in either. The first half 
is, presumably, instructional — casting, 
wading, striking, playing, landing, rods, 
etc, in which most conventions are cast 
aside except those which the author uses 
and are, thus, the only correct ones for — 
as he says I know what I am talking about’. 
Most things are only half explained, the 
other half being in the author’s earlier 
works which one is supposed to have 
read. 

All very muddling. As an example, in the 
chapter on casting, one must never have 
tuition by an expert or professional; there 
are, apparently, none of the latter ‘down 
under’ for which the author is most 
thankful and hopes there never will be. 
Rods in that land only last two or three 
seasons of whatever they are made and 
there are only two flies — Red Tag and 
Greenwell — worth using.

The second half is devoted, in the main, 
to accounts of catching fish, always 
boring but, presumably, proves that he 

“On a trout stream only the space near to hand is important. The immediate stretch of river you 
confront holds enough challenges to eclipse everything beyond its strict boundaries, if just for a 
little while. The entire world reduced to a single riffle.”  (Glenn Law: A Concise History of Fly 
Fishing)

“Fish are of course indispensable to the angler. They give him an excuse for fishing and justify 
the fly rod, without which he would be a mere vagrant.” (Sparse Grey Hackle)

“What pays off is just that strange mix of patience and impatience that keeps fishermen coming 
to the water” (Jeff Hull: Streams of Consciousness)

“Great friendships are built up between anglers and rivers. A few, or perhaps just one, become 
inseparable companions, the long and close relationship so welding and cementing the bonds of 
comradeship that a real sense of devotion is developed.” (David Scholes: The Way of an Angler)

From the
EDITOR’S DESK

From the Editor's Desk
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does, indeed, know what he is talking 
about.

Dogmatism at any time is suspect, but in 
fishing is not to be tolerated. Altogether a 
very dull book of little benefit to young or 
old, and, if I had not remembered that I 
was supposed to be reviewing it, I would 
have slung it into the fire after the second 
chapter. C.E.V.W.”

Needless to say, I’m certain that Mr 
C.E.V.W. was reviewing a different 
book to the one on my shelves. It’s true 
that David Scholes was a man with 
strong opinions, but no doubt his vast 
experience of fly fishing in Tasmania and 
his incredible skills would vindicate his 
views. 

Mr C.E.V.W. was critical of David’s choice 
of flies, so just for the heck of it, let’s read 
what David actually said: 

Red Tag or Greenwell? is the chapter 
heading. Then he continues -

“Whatever I say—before the pen even 
touches the paper — I know that I’m 
going to have trouble. People will 
disagree with me. I may get stopped in 
the street. Some will undoubtedly write. 
A few might ring up. But I know what I 
know and that’s that.

Let me tell you that for ordinary everyday 
fishing on ordinary rippling rivers, you 
might just as well put up a Red Tag to 
start with as any fly made. Mind you, I 
have definite ideas on its dressing. The 
herl body should be fresh and full, its 
durability being greatly increased if a fine 
gold wire is wound through it. Floss silk 
makes an excellent tag, while the hackle 
should be of equal parts ginger and red. 
Clipping the hackle assists in floatation, 
especially when fishing rough water, 
when the size can be increased too. On 
the average I use a size 12. 

So there you have it, easy to see and a 
fine floater. What more could you ask? 
Even so there are occasions, I must say, 
when the Red Tag is hopeless, such times, 
however, being more usually associated 
with special conditions, selective feeding 
being the most common. Sometimes 
an alternative is quite easily found, but 
sometimes your whole box is no better. 
The fact remains that on rivers all over 
the country, and others, the Red Tag has 
won me some thousands of trout. Great 
are it virtues and great my esteem.

And what of the Greenwell? Saints, what 
a fly! Is there a nondescript like it? There 
are many more colourful, many more fair, 
but none has a history as great. So fish 
on, O brother, fish on with heart. Even 
on those horrible days, frustrating and 
terrible days, when the trout peer and 
squint and stare at your offering as they 
follow it so slowly down — or ignore it 
entirely, without even a glance — then tie 
on a Greenwell, small and light hackled, 
and cast it with confidence and care. Hats 
off to the Greenwell - it’s amongst the 
elite, so here’s a few lines in its praise:

When the water is low and depleted of flow, 
when the trout are so cunning and shy, then 
put on a Greenwell, you’ll be glad that you 
did; It’s a very remarkable fly!

Of course, even on days when either of 
these champions works wonders, before 
you are done you are likely to encounter 
that proud, arrogant, idiotic type of trout 
that will have none of you. So what do 
you do? You either persevere with the 
dry, try the beetle or nymph, walk past, or 
pelt something at him. They’re all much 
the same these fish, out and out testers. 

Come briefly with Fred Stewart and me 
to the Liffey and I’ll show you.

The pool was long and rather attractive 
with a good bubbly flow entering at 
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its head. This flow swept gently down 
the left bank along which there were 
several rocky outcrops. The right side 
was shallow and clear and the sun shone 
directly across, brightly illuminating 
the deeper flow. At the tail of the pool, 
against the rocky background, I could 
plainly see two nice trout, one behind the 
other, lying some two yards apart. The 
first took my Red Tag gladly and very 
soon finished on the shore. 

Fred bagged the next just as quickly, 
an absolute twin of the first. The Red 
Tag again. A rod’s length upstream lay 
another, behind the next rocky outcrop, 
but my fly kept drifting past short. The 
throw was not easy, the tea-tree hanging 
down awkwardly and the current taking 
the fly sideways, no matter how well it 
arrived. 

Eventually, however, after repeated shots, 
I got it there twice, the Tag passing no 
more than bare inches from him. 

No notice he took, no notice at all. So 
off came the poor Red Tag and on went 
the Greenwell and again I attempted the 
cast. Once more I got it there twice. Once 
more he turned up his nose. Somewhat 
offended, and prepared to move on, I 
reeled in to change to the Tag, a better 
floater and easier to see in the ripples. 

Fred, however, with great authority, 
announced that he knew the real answer. 
After searching his boxes exhaustively, 
with much solemnity he produced a 
Whirling Blue Dun, size 4. 

“Heck!” I thought, as I took it with doubt. 
Nevertheless, out over the pool it sailed 
on its way. A poor shot really, too high 
and too fast, hitting the tea-tree forcibly - 
so hard that a shower of dead leaves fell 
like confetti on the surface. 

Amongst them, doubtless to some degree 
camouflaged, the huge Dun also fell, just 

a few inches from the trout. He was on 
to it instantly, splashing and kicking, an 
ounce or two better than the others. 

“There, I told you”, said Fred. But even 
as he spoke I lifted the fish clear of the 
net, holding it up so that the corpulent 
and bedraggled fly, by sheer chance foul-
hooked in the trout’s chin, was plainly in 
view. 

There are many such stories, but all much 
alike. Such trout are with us forever, 
knaves of Beelzebub. If you catch them 
you’re lucky. But rest assured, if your Red 
Tag is spurned, and also your Greenwell, 
then the chances for others are slim. I am 
aware of your Black Spinners and Alders, 
your Variants, your Ants and your Gnats. 
But these two together, the Red Tag and 
Greenwell, form a most formidable team. 
The majority of anglers, if asked what 
dry they would choose and limited to 
one only, will pick on the Greenwell. To 
this I recommend the Red Tag, to give 
you — on the type of water indicated — a 
completely unbeatable pair.”

So there it is – delightful reading and a 
thought-provoking recommendation of 
two great flies. Informative and totally 
enjoyable.

Sorry Mr C.E.V.W. but David’s prose is so 
much more attractive than yours.

Lyndon Webb

Fly fishing catches lots of species even in the 
tropics (a delightful photo from Clinton Isaac)
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Many of the waters that I fish hold what 
I would term ‘Well Educated Fish’. Now 
there are two very different types of 
educated fish, ones that I hate and ones 
that I love. Let me explain.

The ones that I hate are freshly stocked 
trout from a fish farm. They have been 
educated all of their lives to recognize 
humans as a source of food, so no caution 
is required for the angler to get close 
to the fish. (Freshly stocked trout will 
actually come towards the angler to see if 
he or she has some food). 

They have learned to associate splashes 
with food being thrown into the stock 
pond, so as a result clumsy casting and 
one of their shoal members thrashing 
about on the end of an angler’s line 
excites them into a feeding frenzy. They 
have been bred to feed aggressively and 
to behave as shoal-fish, unlike wild trout 
that are very territorial (except for when 
there is a glut of food). 

Furthermore, once stocked into a river, 
having been brought up on pelleted food 
they have to learn what is edible, so will 
ingest anything that might be edible, 
including cigarette ends, bits of twig and 
grass seeds, all of which I’ve found in the 
stomachs of stocked fish. So virtually any 
fly will do. 

In addition, these often big stocked fish 
compete with the wild fish and even 
eat many small fry trout and grayling, 
thus reducing the wild population. The 
stocked fish in rivers rarely seem to 
survive or remain in the river for more 
than 12 months, so the river ends up 

depleted of wild fish, making stocking 
essential the following year. 

Stopping stocking has dramatically 
improved the fishing on several rivers 
that I fish, and particularly the grayling 
fishing. In my opinion stocked trout 
should only be put into waters that 
are unable to support a self-sustaining 
population of wild fish. Their only real 
value is that in small still waters they are 
a means of introducing newcomers, who 
lack many of the skills required to catch 
wild fish, to the joys of fly fishing by 
giving them the encouragement derived 
from catching a few fish.

However, stocked trout do eventually 
learn what wild food is, and in ‘catch & 
release waters’ that are heavily fished and 
stocked infrequently they can become 
highly educated, sometimes becoming 
virtually impossible to catch. They do not 
usually become wary of anglers on the 
bank, but they do become very wary of 
regularly used fly patterns and of any fly 
that is presented badly or unnaturally. So 
they can present a real challenge. 

For example, on my local small stillwater 
near Driffield, East Yorkshire, it can 
be many months between stockings, 
and the rainbows eventually become 
very challenging when they have 
been repeatedly caught on Blobs, big 
Bloodworms, Cats Whiskers, etc, which 
they learn to avoid. Many of these fish 
become focused on tiny natural food 
items - bloodworms 7 mm long, buzzer 
pupae less than 4 mm long and Daphnia 
1 mm in size! 

Catching Difficult Educated Fish - Tactics and Flies.
by Dave Southall. Sunray is a significant company based in the UK selling a wide range 
of quality fly fishing equipment. Their Website regularly publishes articles on aspects 
fly fishing. The owner of the company, Tom Bell, has very kindly given us permission to 
reprint this article by Dave Southall, who is writing about trout fishing in UK waters. 
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Furthermore, this lake is like a U-shaped 
canal and it has a distinct flow. These 
fish never learn to avoid natural food, 
so a suitable imitation, well presented, 
will not be refused. When fishing with a 
size 24 to 30 CdC Midge or a size 24 to 30 
Buzzer Pupa the fly must drift absolutely 
drag-free. When fishing a Buzzer pupa 
‘on the drop’ it must sink absolutely 
vertically, which requires a Dump 
Cast to pile tippet on top of a fly-first 
presentation. 

If the fly sinks across the flow on a tight 
tippet it will be completely ignored. 
Even with extremely long fine tippets 
getting a perfect presentation is virtually 
impossible, as is the hyper-accurate 
casting needed with such tiny flies. 

Wild trout are normally very different 
from their stocked cousins. They are 
not inbred to ensure that they have the 
traits of aggressive, social feeding and 
fast growth. They have learned all their 
lives to avoid any possible predators, 
including humans, and they have learned 
from hatching what is natural food, so are 
less likely to be fooled by flies that look 
more like Christmas decorations than any 
natural food. 

As a result great stealth is required 
when approaching them, and generally 
more imitative fly patterns are needed. 
On heavily fished waters wild fish 
can become highly educated and very 
difficult to catch. They can become 
habituated to people and therefore far 
more tolerant of humans. However, they 
are often far fussier about the artificial 
flies that they will take and particularly 
about the presentation. 

I well remember a day in September 
2009 on Yellowstone, Wyoming’s Soda 
Butte Creek that gets very heavy ‘catch 
& release’ fishing pressure. A guide and 
his four clients had just fished through a 

pool above me. Much to my surprise the 
cutthroat trout were still rising steadily 
to small Olives. I discovered that I could 
wade to within 20 feet of the rising fish 
without putting them down. However, 
they proved to be no easy-catch. My fly 
had to drift without a trace of micro-drag 
before they would take it. Often I made 
30 to 40 casts before a fish was fooled. I 
even watched fish rising to a natural fly 
turn away when a puff of wind pushed 
the natural Olive sideways.

On my local Pickering Beck (in England) 
the section below the town of Pickering 
is heavily fished and the fish are 
surprisingly tolerant of anglers but very 
wary of Gold Bead-head Nymphs but 
happy to take more natural Black Bead-
head Nymphs, whilst the fish in the 
wilder, less-fished water above town are 
far more spooky and prefer flashy Gold 
Bead-head Nymphs to those tied with 
black beads.

Fish may have incredibly small brains 
and are certainly incapable of thinking 
logically, but they can learn to avoid 
unpleasant stimulae, such as being 
repeatedly caught on a particular 
fly pattern, particularly if it does not 
accurately resemble a natural food item. 
Grayling will soon learn to avoid bright 
Pink Shrimps on waters where they are 
often used but are far less likely to learn 
to avoid naturally coloured Tan Shrimps. 

Which brings me to another point worth 
making. Fish, particularly shoal-fish 
like grayling, can learn from their near 
neighbours. When one or two fish in 
the shoal have been caught, or pricked, 
whilst using a particular fly pattern, they 
seem to be able to let the rest of the shoal 
know to avoid that pattern. Yet a change 
of fly, sometimes just a slight change such 
as a different bead colour on a nymph can 
result in continued success. I am a great 
believer that good presentation is often 
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far more important than fly choice, but 
there are many times when fly choice can 
be just as critical as good presentation.

I love the challenge that well-educated 
fish present me with even though they 
can be very frustrating at times. When 
my local highly educated small still water 
rainbows are really fixated on micro-
buzzers a friend describes it perfectly. 
He’ll say: “I had to go down to a size 
30, and even then it was a thousand 
flipping casts for one flipping fish!!!!!!” 
Nevertheless, it is incredibly rewarding 

to know you’ve finally fooled a really 
difficult fish.

The reason I love Tom Bell’s Sunray gear 
is that thanks to the micro-thin, delicate 
presentation 0 weight and 1 weight 
Jeremy Lucas lines and Micro Nymph 
line teamed up with his 7’ 6” 2-weight 
Microlite, 10’ 2 weight Volition, 10’6” 
Zero weight and 10’ 4 weight Microlite 
rods with their precise casting and 
forgiving actions, plus long leaders, I can 
obtain outstanding presentation of my 
flies.

Having just returned from a week of 
intense and (mostly) productive fishing 
in the Snowy Mountains, I’m reminded 
of a few easy-to-miss issues which can be 
costly. The interesting thing is, all can be 
quickly and easily corrected, yet swept 
up in the action on my trip I occasionally 
neglected to do just that – and paid the 
price in missed opportunities. I also very 
nearly damaged my gear.   

The Tail Wrap
Wet flies with long tails can swim with 
an enticing wriggle, but they’re also 
prone to the dreaded tail wrap. On my 
recent trip, long tailed flies were often 
essential for success, so changing to lower 
maintenance patterns wasn’t an option. 
Yet on several occasions I fished for many 
minutes before realising the reason I was 
no longer getting takes was that the fly 
was tail wrapped and swimming with an 
ugly and unnatural spin. 

Tail wraps happen most often after a 
poor presentation or a missed take, but 
can also occur for no obvious reason. A 
good habit is to simply lift the fly out of 
the water every few casts, and check that 

the tail is hanging down straight. It only 
takes a moment, and saves a lot of ‘what 
ifs’?   

Tail wraps aren’t the sole domain of wet 
flies. They can also happen with the tails 
of mayfly spinner patterns. Again, long 
spinner tails can be an indispensable 
feature of an effective artificial, but 
they’re also prone to getting caught 
under the hook gape. Spinner feeders are 
a challenge at the best of times, so a quick 

Caught Behind

The Tail Wrap

Philip Weigall, one of Australia’s best-known fly fishing guides and writers, regularly 
contributes something for us at the beginning of each year. Here he suggests some 
subtle but potentially damaging fly and gear failures to look out for.



20 VFFA FEBRUARY 2023

check every few casts will ensure that at 
least your fly is right! 

Blunt or Snapped Hooks
There are many ways to blunt a trout 
hook, but granite boulders – a feature 
of Snowy Mountains lakeshores – are 
particularly good at it. Although trout 
love to hang around the boulders, the 
hard rock is murder on fly hooks. The 
slightest clip can leave your hook point 
blunted, or in the worst case, snapped 
off completely. After every suspicious 
incident in the Snowys or anywhere else 
(I once snapped a hook on my car on the 
back cast!) check your hook: it should 
be sharp enough to catch when dragged 
across your fingernail. Always carry a 
sharpening stone or tool to correct any 
damage.     

Open Gape
This is one I especially dislike, because:

(a)	 It is often caused in the first place by 
pressure exerted during a fight with a 
large trout, which then escapes, and 

(b)	 If not corrected, the damage will go 
on to result in many more fish that 
don’t stick or get off. 

Check the hook gape after any big fish 
loss, or even after recovering your fly 
from a snag by pulling. Sadly, even if 
bent back into shape, fly hooks damaged 
like this are prone to opening easily or 
snapping, so the safest approach is to bin 
the injured fly and replace it with a new 
one. 

Sliding Parachute Hackle
While not the worst of fly failures, if you 
notice your parachute hackled dry is 
sinking easily or is hard to see, check the 
hackle – it may have slid up the post. In-
the-field repairs are beyond this writer at 
least, so a replacement is the solution.  

Weed/grass/algae On Your Fly
This one is a special risk during the 
warmer months on lakes and/or 

slower streams, or on weedy waters, 
or on waters which have recently 
flooded terrestrial vegetation. Years 
spent watching the response of trout 
to flies which are carrying any of the 
aforementioned (even a match head’s 
worth) have persuaded me to be 
fastidious about keeping flies clean. The 
tiniest bit of algae or vegetation on a fly 
is enough for even the smallest, silliest 
trout to not merely refuse it, but ignore it. 
I suspect that’s because real trout water 
bugs never carry such adornments, and 
so any such baggage immediately flags a 
fly as ‘not food.’ If in doubt, check your 
fly and clean it if necessary.     

Loose Rod Joints 
Prolonged casting or rapid temperature 
changes can each loosen rod joints. The 
two risks here are casting a tip or even 
half a rod into the water, or having the 
rod section slide out just far enough to 
place rod-breaking stress on the ferrule – 
without actually being obvious at a casual 
glance. Check joins regularly and resecure 
snugly if necessary.   

Tippet Damage
Fences, branches, abrasions on hard 
rough surfaces, and fights with fish can 
all seriously weaken tippets. Likewise, 
‘wind’ knots. (Although the name 
generously attributes this problem to 

A badly bent hook
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uncontrollable forces of nature, in reality 
it’s usually a casting fault, particularly the 
dreaded tailing loop, which creates this 
line-weakening knot.) All these issues can 
be checked for by regularly running your 
fingers along the tippet and feeling for 
any inconsistencies. Of course, damaged 
tippet should be immediately replaced. 

Speaking of which, tippet which is old, 
or exposed to extreme heat and/or 
prolonged sunlight, will weaken without 
any obvious signs. The best approach 
here is, if in doubt, replace the whole 
spool. Life is too short to fish with bad 
tippet! 

Weak Knots
Roughly every tenth knot I tie, whether 
tippet to fly or leader to tippet, fails… 
and I don’t really know why. Luckily, I’ve 
learnt to pull test every knot, every time. 
Better to break in my hands than on the 
fish of the day. 

That’s the theme of all the above really 
– potentially costly, but quick and easy 
to correct. It just requires a deep breath, 
taking your eyes off the water, and a 
minute or two of not actually fishing. I 
need to remind myself of that as much as 
you.

A healthy tippet was required here

What a difference a month can make in 
the southern part of Australia. I am in 
my bathers, sitting inside enjoying the 
air conditioning while I tap away on the 
computer. Today is a good day to hide 
from the 38 degree stinking hot weather 
outside whilst reflecting on some recent 
fishing adventures and writing a short 
report to share my experiences. First, a 
bit on fishing in the Central Highlands 
of Tassie in the first week in December 
2022, then a bit about the fishing around 
Warrnambool in the last month. 

The first week of December last year was 
one of the coldest on record in Tassie. 
I shared a house at Miena with friends 
Chris Beaton, his brother Donald and 
nephew Louis, and Peter Carman. It was 
a good thing the rental house had a wood 
heater and generous supply of firewood. 

We needed it. The first person to rise 
each morning stoked the fire to take the 
chill off the house, as we woke to find 
temperatures in the low single figures. 

Report From Way Out West- A Cold Week in Tassie
... Jim Blakeslee

Despite the cold and wet weather some fine browns 
were landed by Jim’s team. Donald Beaton caught 

this one on a Dun pattern.
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One morning it was even snowing! Most 
days it warmed to a balmy 7 to 9 degrees 
Celsius. The warmest it got was 14℃.  
Not what you expect in summer. 

On several days it rained off and on. As 
a result there were no beetles flying, and 
hatches of insects such as mayflies and 
caddis were sparse. As a consequence 
there was very little surface action 
on most lakes, though there was one 
exceptional lagoon where there was a 
good dun hatch and the browns were 
making subtle sipping rises throughout 
the day. We visited there on several 
occasions and caught some well-

conditioned fish on dun patterns. They 
weren’t interested in our nymphs or 
emergers for some reason.  

Despite the cold and breezy conditions 
on our first few days in Tassie we went 
up top to fish the Nineteen Lagoons. 
There were very few other anglers 
there. It was sunny and the sky clear, 
so good for polaroiding. All the lakes 
and lagoons were full after the rain in 
November. In spite of the lack of hatches 
all of us caught fish every day on Hedge 
Hogs, black Woolly Buggers, brown 
nymphs, stick caddis and dries such as 
the Highland Dun, Great Lake Beetle or 

This fine brown was caught by Louis Beaton
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a black Pedder Bug cast to fish we could 
see. 

We caught fish mostly by just chucking 
flies out and taking our chances just 
covering the water. There was a lot of 
frog spawn around, so I think the fish 
took a black Pedder Bug as a frog. Double 
Lagoon, Botsford, Kay, and Carters were 
all good to us. But in the end, aside from 
the lack of hatches and rising fish, the 
most frustrating thing about fishing up 
there this year was the lack of tailing 
fish, even though the lakes and lagoons 
were full with good water levels in the 
backwaters and plenty of frogs and 
tadpoles about. Why was it so? 

The rest of the trip was cloudy, cold 
and very windy. We sought shelter at 
Penstock and hoped for some duns. There 
were only a few duns hatching and fish 
didn’t rise to them. I polaroided one nice 
brown mooching along the dam wall. I 
dropped my stick caddis in its path, it 
turned and sucked it in, I lifted and then 
the battle royal began. It tried to break me 
off in the strap weed a few times and each 
time I managed to pull it back into open 
water. Finally, Peter Carman was kind 
enough to clamber down the rocks and 
net it for me. That was the only Penstock 
fish for the trip.  

We fished Little Pine a few times. Again, 
high water but no tailers. When some 
duns came up there were a few fish 
after them, but mostly the browns we 
caught chased a Hedge Hog given a jerky 
retrieve.  

Three days after getting off the Spirit of 
Tasmania at the new terminal in Geelong 
I came down with covid. (It’s probably 
still a good idea to wear a mask on public 
transport). Fortunately, when I called 
my GP he sent an e-Script to my phone. 
My wife Trish filled it straight away and 
I think that’s one reason I felt better in a 
few days. Then Trish caught covid from 
me. Bummer. The GP came to the rescue 
again, Trish took her course of anti-virals 
and got better, too. Relief!

Back in Warrnambool I was feeling more 
energetic and the Merri and Moyne 
Rivers began to clear in mid-December. 
So I started looking for a couple of local 
browns to smoke for Christmas Dinner. 
I polaroided a few in both rivers. Their 
condition was exceptional, and when 
hooked they jumped repeatedly, ripped 
line off the reel, and really set my heart 
racing. Luck was with me. I was able 
to keep them out of the strap weed and 
submerged timber and land them all. 
The two I kept had flesh that was a 

It wasn’t all fishing - Jim Blakeslee is a superb chef
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rich orange colour, and when I checked 
stomach contents they were both full of 
shrimp. I guess that’s why they happily 
took the #10 Green Bug, my go-to shrimp 

imitation (see page 105 in the VFFA’s Time 
Flies edited by Rick Keam). 

Now that the summer heat has finally 
arrived late in January, the surface water 
temperatures are too hot for trout. They 
are probably sitting on the bottom in cold 
water below the thermocline waiting for 
things to cool down in autumn. 

So the target at the moment is redfin. 
Fish up to 1 kg are going berserk in local 
lakes chasing galaxias. A Green Matuka 
has been their undoing. The last of the 
Winter/Spring floodwaters in the lower 
Hopkins should be clearing soon. I’ll 
head down to the mouth on an incoming 
tide soon and have a go at the bream, 
estuary perch and mulloway.  

Jim’s friend Pat Hays caught this superb rainbow 
on a stick caddis pattern from Lake Winslow, about 

15 km north of Warrnambool

Some large redfin (English Perch) caught in Lake 
Gillear near Warrnambool by Jim. They are 

plentiful in the lakes around Warrnambool, take a 
fly enthusiastically, and are very tasty eating

Another fine brown caught by Jim from the Moyne 
River. This one took a Spuddler.
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It was the second week of December 
and we fly fishers across the land had 
been subjected to what had been weeks 
of spring rains, floods, and all that 
accompanies them. I knew that now 
the conditions, at last, were going to be 
conducive to an 'evening rise'. I had an 
annoying itch that was going to need 
scratching. For days and weeks it had 
been growing, and worse and worse it 
was becoming.

Some friends, who are not in any manner 
of speaking fly fishers, and who reside 
in the hills beyond Noojee invited me 
to join them for a day of 'social activity' 
- whatever that might mean. What an 
opportunity, I thought. An opportunity 

for some good company, good food, good 
wine, and good conversation. How could 
one refuse? And so it was to be.

I thought that given the opportunity 
I might even be able to sneak in a few 
minutes on the nearby stream around the 
time of the evening rise. And so it was 
also to be. 

Leaving a half consumed magnificent 
shiraz on the dining table, I was able to 
encourage my non-fisher companions to 
go down to the stream for the 'evening 
rise'. As much as I waxed lyrical about 
the wonder of this spectacle, they chose 
to go off in another direction in the hope 
of spying a platypus, of which there are 

Ray Goddard’s Delightful Evening Rise

Well done Ray! The evening rise is often productive.
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The exceptional fishing in Lake 
Eucumbene has continued despite 
December being much colder than usual. 
With snow still melting on the mountains 
the lake rose steadily until the end of the 
year, by which time it had reached 68% 
full.

Judging by reports, everyone fishing 
the lake has been doing well most of 
the time. The cold weather changed 
suddenly to near heat wave conditions 
for Christmas, but the fish didn't seem 
to mind. Fly fishers found casting midge 
pupae worked well, although some fish 
were lost amongst the flooded thistles 
and other vegetation. There have been 

excellent rises to midges on suitable 
evenings.

I much prefer fishing rivers and streams 
if possible, and with both the Monaro 
streams and the larger rivers coming out 
of the mountains in good shape we have 
concentrated there.

Following the wetter than usual 
winter and early spring, the Monaro 
tablelands have been dry since the end of 
November. The coast has had rain, and 
the mountains too, even snow, but very 
little rain has fallen here in Cooma. So 
the small Monaro streams which were 
flowing high and clear earlier dropped 
to normal or even fairly low levels by 

Cooma Notes from John Killip

many in this location. They didn't see 
one.

I approached a tiny pool not 50 metres 
from where they were. It was after sunset 
(around 8:45 pm) and the light was 
fading quickly. The pool was alive with 
trout – all leaping and splashing around 
as if there was no tomorrow. There were 
at least six quite active fish, and I was 
thinking this was going to be like taking 
candy from a baby. And so it was also to 
be.

Creeping not too close to the water's 
edge and equipped with a soft action 
8' 3-weight with 6x tippet attached to a 
well-proven size 16 Parachute Adams, 
I made a gentle flick across the pool to 
the slack water on the far side. Instantly 
a 'take'. As one would expect in this tiny 
little stream, a boisterous 15 cm brown 
quickly came to hand and was just as 
quickly released.

Another cast further up the pool into 
the soft water near the seam - nothing. 
Four more casts - nothing. Then on the 

fifth cast - an ever so gentle and subtle 
take, barely noticeable, but enough to 
cause one to lift the rod tip. Connected! 
Ah ha! I felt like uttering that guttural 
and hackneyed old phrase, “Who’s your 
daddy?” 

I refrained, but must have uttered 
something, as my friends were soon in 
attendance. I knew that for this stream it 
was likely to be a lovely little specimen – 
and it was. Albeit a trifle slim, obviously 
due to the difficult and harsh conditions 
of the previous month or so. Just the 
same, I was rather chuffed.

With that, my ardour for 'doing' an 
evening rise was completely sated. My 
friends and I decided it was time to re-
address the question of that lovely shiraz 
waiting patiently on the dining room 
table.

In all, it only took around five minutes 
on the stream and while wearing one's 
Gazman shirt no less. How easily one can 
be pleased?
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Christmas. The marvellous fishing we 
enjoyed during November was largely 
dependent on the mayfly hatches which 
are always at their peak during the 
spring. The cold windy weather in early 
December was not helpful, and with 
the reduced flows the fishing became 
difficult.

However, by then the larger rivers 
flowing out of the mountains were down 
to good fishing levels and well worth 
trying. While there were usually a few 
rising fish to provide encouragement we 
found we had more success with small 
wet flies. In fact, dries seemed to get 
mostly short takes. As I have mentioned 
previously, there has been a lot of 
stocking of hatchery fry and fingerlings of 
both brown and rainbow trout, and this 
along with the good river levels for the 
last three seasons have resulted in a lot 
of small trout present in most places. It is 
likely that many of the short takes were 
from very small trout. That is how we 
consoled ourselves, anyway.

As the river levels came down to more 
like normal, the fishing improved. There 
were rising fish to target with imitative 
dry flies, and while many were small, 
enough larger ones were landed to make 
for some very enjoyable fishing.

Like most fly fishers these days we 
release all our caught trout, so the legal 
size limit of 25 cm in NSW does not 
concern us. However, it has resulted in us 
regarding fish under 25 cm as being too 
small to count. Which reminds me of the 
day one of our young daughters returned 
from a fishing trip with me to excitedly 
tell Margaret that she had caught thirteen 
trout. When I ventured that maybe they 
weren't all big enough to count she 
retorted, “You may not count them, but 
I do!!”

So we don't want to spend time casting to 
rising trout that turn out to be “sprats”, 
but how to tell the difference can be a 
problem. If the trout are breaking the 
surface with their heads, or taking flies 
hovering above the surface, then it is 
easy enough to judge their size, but what 
about those times when they are quietly 
sipping flies down with just a small ring 
on the surface to give them away? How 
can we pick out the good fish from the 
rest?

Back to basics. Just like humans, fish 
need shelter and food. And again, like 
humans, there is a hierarchy within the 
fish population. The biggest fish take the 
best positions. 

Shelter may take many forms. I remember 
a particular large trout in a small pool 
on the Maclaughlin River. When it was 
feeding it cruised slowly around the pool, 
rising occasionally, and making a great 
target. It was caught and released by 
several of our motel guests, and I caught 
it at least three times over a few years. 
However, if it wasn't feeding it seemed 
able to vanish. It was in a quite a small 
pool, and shallow enough for the whole 
bottom to be visible. But there were two 
large rocks near where the stream flowed 
into the pool. They leaned together and 
formed a cave underneath. If you knew 
where to look, a large tail was just visible.

In a flowing river most trout food is 
drifting in the current. So we look for 
places of shelter close by the main 
current, or “drift lane”. It may be rocks, 
or an undercut bank, or simply deeper 
water. Even the turbulent water in a faster 
flow may act as shelter. Needless to say, 
achieving a clear drift with your dry fly is 
essential, and working out how to get the 
fly to drift freely into the places that you 
have identified as a “prime” trout lie is a 
great deal of the pleasure of river fishing. 
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I made a two-week trip to Eucumbene 
from November 26. The lake was rising 
rapidly so you’d think the fishing 
would be wonderful, but it was actually 
quite difficult if you chose to target the 
‘wormers’. Imagine a rolling two-foot 
wave constantly crashing into the metre-
long grass, and trout everywhere with 
noses down, bums up, searching out the 
thousands of worms washed out of the 
soil. 

It was all but impossible to gain their 
attention because your fly almost 
immediately became snagged or 
entangled in the moving mass of grass 
and water. I caught fish, but it was hard 
work, and a lot of flies were lost in the 
process.

The trout caught were in excellent 
condition. The wormers would, on being 
hooked, vomit up a big ball of worms. 
If this happened in a clear patch then as 
soon as you released that fish it paid to 
immediately place your fly where the ball 
of worms fell, because his mates would 
be right there mopping them up. 

I saw a good number of big ones landed, 
mostly by bait fishers, but a few were 
caught on the fly. I had met up with a 
mate, Ted Taylor, with whom I ran fly 
schools for over ten years. We camped 
close by so it was a short trip to the water 
each day.  

The farm camping ground at Frying Pan 
is open again, and many good fish were 
taken right out in front of the sites where 
the water was edging closer each day. 
It rose a full metre in the time I fished 
Rushy Plains Bay. 

It was all a far cry from the dozen-a-
day of my previous April trip, but I still 
averaged six fish per day. 

The wind was a major problem on most 
days, and performed the most 180º 

turns in direction I’ve ever seen with 10 
changes in 14 days. I’d wake to a gentle 
southerly, but by mid-morning it was 
blowing 25 knots with 35 knot regular 
gusts. At times it was impossible to cast. 
For two of the days I was there it blew so 
hard I didn’t even bother fishing apart 
from early morning and dusk.

One morning I was delightfully surprised 
to see a beautiful calm sunny day – except 
that I think it spooked the trout. Not a 
fish to be seen until a light breeze arrived. 

Then everything changed. Stoneflies were 
hatching well offshore, but the breeze 
obligingly carried them in to me. When 
I captured a stonefly I realised why my 
regular pattern wasn’t working – this 
inch-long grey insect had a yellowish 
abdomen. So I raced to the car, whipped 
out my fly tying kit, and produced 
half a dozen in record time. It paid off 
immediately. On my first cast I landed a 
nice 4lb rainbow. Seven more followed 
over a couple of hours before the hatch 
ceased.

Dusk was the most productive time for 
me as the fish moved in closer to shore, 
rising to midges and the odd caddis. 
I managed to catch a few on a Cubit’s 
Mudeye, but overall the mudeye activity 
was quiet. Damsels were also sparse, 
which surprised me as I had expected to 
see them in profusion. 

But the stonefly hatch revealed a rapidly 
developing problem for us fly flickers – 
the lake was advancing so quickly over 
new ground that the new shoreline was 
leaving the well-populated weed beds 
far behind, so any hatches that did occur 
were a long way from shore and the 
nymphs hadn’t moved into the newly 
covered grounds. 

Rod Barford Visits Eucumbene Again
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Yabbies were making an appearance 
though, and I found a few in the 
stomachs of the trout I killed to eat.

I spoke to a few others who had made 
the 2 km walk around the bay to have 
the wind behind them, but their efforts 
weren’t as well-rewarded as they’d 
hoped, with very few fish caught. 

I caught up with a couple of friends from 
Cooma and we drove to a tiny creek 
about half an hour away. They were 
saying they’d caught trout over 5 lb there. 
It was hard to believe, but the evidence 
wasn’t long in coming. On my third cast 
over a deep pool, I just missed connecting 
with a very large trout – possibly 6 lb I 

think. I did land two that weighed just 
over 4 lb in the net, plus two more of 
about 2 lb. Not a bad afternoon for any 
stream.

Back at the lake I met up with an old 
friend from Queensland who had come 
down to take advantage of the higher 
lake levels. He’d spent the previous 
week up at the Providence end and had 
caught plenty, averaging eight fish a day, 
including three 8 pounders caught when 
fishing the shallows around the trees after 
dark. 

He said he’d lost a real giant when fishing 
a mouse fly in the river where it enters 
the lake, putting its size at well over 10 
pounds. So they’re definitely out there 
and catchable. 

Since arriving home I’ve been hearing 
great reports of the Goulburn and 
tributaries, as well as the high country 
streams. My next outing will be to the 
Goulburn, then Angler’s Rest – after the 
crowds have left!

Cheers, Rod

Chris Wisniewski has given us a brief 
report on the current trout fishing in 
Tasmania.

He tells us that water levels in most lakes 
are high after the prolonged La Nina 
weather patterns. This is particularly true 
in the eastern waters.

Lake Crescent is still full and has flooded 
into the wetlands. It continues to produce 
magnificent trophy fish.

Little Pine Lagoon is also fishing well. 
The water level will fall in the lagoon 
in late February to allow work to be 
undertaken on the main boat ramp. 
The lower level will provide great 
opportunities for fishing to tailing fish.

The Nineteen Lagoons, a network of 
small lakes and lagoons accessed from the 
Lake Augusta road area has continued 
to be very popular with anglers and has 
provided great polaroiding on sunny 
days. The dun hatches have been slow 
but they should improve. Wild brown 
trout are dominant, but rainbows are 
present in some waters with Lake 
Augusta and Little Blue Lagoon having 
the largest populations.

Finally, there is currently great fishing 
at Lake St Clair, where anglers have had 
success polaroiding the beaches and 
casting to fish rising to black spinners.

Brief Tassie Report

One of the many fine rainbows caught by Rod on 
his recent trip to Eucumbene
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We had a trip to Millbrook scheduled 
for January earlier this year, which 
unfortunately was cancelled because of 
high daytime temperatures.

But March will be a lot cooler, so the 
Millbrook visit scheduled for Wednesday, 
March 8, should go ahead. 

Terry Rogers will no doubt advertise 
this event by email and invite interested 
members to apply. Watch out for his 
email in late February.

Next Millbrook Lakes Visit

Hillies Lakes at Millbrook are a very attractive trout fishery. The photos show the main lake with the cabin.
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Happy New Year to all our members. We 
look forward to doing great work with 
your support in 2023.

Filming for the ATF promotional video 
is ongoing in January, so President Terry 
George and Vice President Paul Stolz are 
heading to the North East to complete 
filming before the editing begins. The 
video will only be five minutes long, but 
this still requires several hours of filming. 
Some filming has already been done 
around the Goulburn River just before 
Christmas. 

Mick Hurren from Filmic Productions is 
producing the video, and hopefully in 
time for the World Recreation Fishing 
Conference being held in Melbourne in 
February.

The video will be posted on our website 
and on YouTube when completed. Stay 
tuned.

DEWLP Grant
Recent news is an exciting development 
in the ongoing partnership between the 
ATF in Victoria and the Department of 
Environment, Water, Land and Planning 
(DEWLP). DEWLP has provided $12,500 
to the ATF to identify areas of riparian 
rehabilitation needed in priority wild 
trout areas, and to initiate projects in the 
same areas in partnership with the four 
Catchment Management Authorities 
(CMAs) of Goulburn Broken, North East, 
West, and East Gippsland. 

In addition, the ATF and CMAs are 
to report issues arising from crown 
land river access to feed into policy 
development. Some of this work has 
already been done with workshops that 
the ATF conducted in a number of areas 
seeking angler input regarding areas they 

believe are priority areas for riparian 
repair. 

Membership Fees 
To save our hardworking Executive 
further hours of work we have decided 
to waive membership fees for 2022-23. 
If you have already paid, this will be 
acknowledged by our treasurer, and 
we hope you will be generous enough 
to leave it with us as a membership 
donation. Those who have not paid and 
are on our membership list will receive 
a request for payment before June 30 
next year, and from then on request for 
payment will roll over automatically. 
This will streamline our administration 
significantly.

Finally, the ATF would extend seasons' 
greetings to all of our members. We 
thank you for your continued support 
financially and physically when 
volunteering. We look forward to more 
activity in 2023 with a lot of new work 
in the pipeline. We will rely, as ever, on 
your support to deliver these projects to 
assist in the continued development and 
preservation of our waterways and the 
sustainability of the wild trout fishery.

Australian Trout Foundation (ATF) Report

The business end of a fine brown trout
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In his award-winning book The Colonial 
Earth, the art historian and environmental 
lawyer Tim Bonyhady describes how 
“The standard view of the colonial 
period is that the invaders wreaked 
havoc on their new environment - both 
gratuitously and as an inevitable part 
of the process of settlement.” A long 
line of influential writers, from Keith 
Hancock through to Tim Flannery, have 
maintained that Australia's European 
settlers saw the land as their enemy 
and were interested only in taming and 
exploiting it. 

Bonyhady argues that this reduces the 
real world to the simplicity of slogans. 
He finds “more subtle and reliable” 
environmental histories in the work of 
Joe Powell, Geoffrey Bolton and other 
authors. His own study shows that 
although many colonists were alienated 
by their new environment, others loved it 
and wanted to preserve it. 

I have been thinking about all this in 
relation to the history and development 
of Victoria's freshwater fisheries, and to 
the issue of species introductions, most 
notably trout. From time to time, in casual 
argument or in letters to newspapers, it 
is claimed that trout anglers are people 
who have never quite come to terms 
with being Australian: mentally and 
emotionally they are living in England 
or America. They place no value on 
native fish, and they do not care about 
the impact of their own iconic fish on the 
native fauna. 

Since the publication of Tim Low's 
best-selling Feral Future, which has 
been enormously influential on popular 
conservationist opinion, this view has 

gained renewed currency. Low paints 
trout as the sportfish of the English 
gentry, introduced by mad acclimatisers 
who held Australian fauna in contempt 
and were hell-bent on re-creating 
England in the Antipodes. He then gives 
a version of the ecological consequences 
which mixes undeniable realities with 
careless errors (mercifully redfin do not 
grow to 10 kg!), omissions, elevations 
of conjecture into facts, and the truly 
outlandish. The proposition that “Trout 
streams are wet deserts” is disprovable 
by any ten-year-old with a dip-net. Low 
concludes that “The ecology of Australia's 
colder waters has been ruined forever, at 
public expense—all to keep recreational 
fishermen happy.” 

Ambit claims of this kind are totally 
unhelpful to the difficult, long-term, 
complex job of managing our waterways 
and our fisheries, and of resolving 
competing claims to the environment. 
We now have instances, for example, of 
conservationists refusing to participate 
in local stream rehabilitation projects 
that also involve trout anglers. Some 
observers may see this as an example 
of taking a principled stand. I see it as a 
tragedy. 

In working through these issues with 
the seriousness they deserve, we have to 
confront history in all its uncomfortable 
twists and contradictions. Nobody would 
now defend the wider philosophy of the 
19th century Acclimatisation Societies. 
The overwhelming case against them has 
been well summed up by Eric Rolls and 
other Australian historians.

But over 99.9 per cent of 19th-century 
European Australians were not involved 

150 Years Of Change: A Look At The Past To Make Sense Of 
The Present

This is a summary of a paper presented by Rick Keam at the 38th Assembly of 
Australian Fresh Water Fishermen, Wodonga, March 2003.
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in the Acclimatisation Societies. Did 
they find Australia alien and hostile and 
devalue its flora and fauna, or did they 
not? 

Three 19th-century authors who make 
passing references to recreational fishing 
in southern Victoria are of interest in 
this respect. Each arrived in Melbourne 
in 1852. They have mostly escaped the 
attention of Australian angling historians. 
Yet they provide us with glimpses not 
only of fishing before the introduction 
of trout, which help to put that issue 
in some perspective, but of riverine 
ecologies and the enormous changes 
that have since occurred. They also 
provide insight into their more general 
environmental and social views. 

First, the naturalist. Samuel Hannaford 
worked in banks in Melbourne, 
Warrnambool and Geelong, but his 
life's passion lay outside banking. 
In Devonshire he had been a deeply 
involved amateur botanist. He quickly 
found his adopted country a naturalist's 
treasure- trove and began collecting 
specimens for identification and analysis. 

In the Old Country, Hannaford had also 
been a keen angler. Though admitting he 
missed the evening wildlife along English 
rivers, and “the rising now and then of a 
splendid trout to our fly”, he championed 
the local streams for their own virtues. 
He urges readers to judge for themselves 
the Moorabool at Fyansford: “...this 
much maligned stream...called slow, 
and sluggish, and paltry... Small as it is, 
the banks are indeed lovely to behold ... 
despite the havoc made by cattle to which 
we may owe the barrenness of much of 
our river scenery...” 

After enthusing in detail about the 
riverbank wildflowers of that time, and 
the microfauna of the river, he comments: 
“We have been fishing during our stroll, 
but it is sorry work, not a nibble scarcely 

but from a host of tiddlebats or some 
such small fry ... still we can recommend 
our friends devoted to the sport to make 
a trial on the upper portions of this river, 
where Trout, Black Fish, and Eels may be 
taken and afford some sport.” 

Greg French's recent Frog Call records that 
'tiddlebrat' was a common name once 
used for galaxiids in Tasmania. The 'trout' 
Hannaford refers to were of course not 
salmonids but galaxiids with markings 
reminiscent of trout, notably the spotted 
galaxias G. truttaceus. 

Strolling the tidal section of the Hopkins 
River at Warrnambool, Hannaford 
remarks that “as long as crabs were to 
our hand to serve as bait, we never failed 
to secure a dish of bream”, and he sees 
an angler with a bag of “Mullet, Salmon 
Trout, and a stray Herring (which fish 
is generally taken with a fly higher up 
the stream).” This was the Yarra herring, 
cucumber mullet or Australian grayling 
Prototroctes maraena, described in The 
Australasian of that era as “a dainty little 
fish” and “at present the only fish which 
offers any sport to the fly fisher”, but 
which rarely exceeded a few inches in 
length. 

Hannaford's account of the Hopkins at 
Tooram Stones highlights just how much 
its surrounding environment has changed 
in 150 years. He describes it as thickly 
surrounded by box and other eucalypts, 
native cherries and lightwood—among 
which aborigines still camped—and alive 
with phalangers, possums, koalas and 
bandicoots. 

Second, we have the experiences of the 
hunter. Horace Wheelwright was a failed 
English lawyer who, after some years in 
Norway and Sweden, arrived in search 
of gold. Unsuccessful on the diggings, he 
became a professional shooter of game, 
supplying the Melbourne market with 
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duck, quail, pigeon, kangaroo and other 
species. 

At first glance Wheelwright seems to 
be the embodiment of the saying “if it 
moves, shoot it”. He praises the neglected 
table merits of bitterns, coots, herons, 
nankeen cranes, plovers and wattle-
birds, but he laments the “indiscriminate 
war at all seasons” against wild game, 
which should receive proper seasonal 
protection, and the attitudes of those who 
“are the first to complain when they find 
the game decreasing, [though] not one 
will give himself the slightest trouble to 
keep up the breed.” 

Wheelwright's comments have to be 
taken in the context that they refer to the 
area within forty miles of Melbourne. 
He begins his chapter “River Fish and 
Angling” with the comment: “Very little 
can be said respecting the angling, or 
river fishing, in Victoria ... I brought all 
my salmon tackle out with me from the 
north: the only use I made of my rod was 
to cut it up for cleaning and ramrods. My 
trolling and fly lines came in handy for 
tying up wisps of game; and my salmon 
and trout flies soon became the prey of 
the moth, instead of the fish ... 

Most of the creeks and water-holes, 
however, do abound with fish, such as 
they are; but the only ... species I ever met 
with were eel, bream, trout, black-fish, 
mullet, and herring; and most of these 
can live in salt as well as fresh water.” 

“At certain seasons the herring and 
mullet come up from the saltwater into 
the creeks and rivers that run direct 
into the sea, and they appear to live as 
well in fresh as well as salt water. They 
are the only fish that will rise to the fly 
here, and catching them is about on a 
par with whipping for dace and roach at 
home. For fly fishing the Yarra and the 
Barwon are the Coquet and the Dove of 
Victoria. I believe the general fly in use 

out here is red body and white wings; 
but the Victorian fly fisher requires no 
very varied assortment of flies in his 
book. Both the herring and the mullet are 
bright, clean-looking fish, but they run to 
no great size.” 

Finally, Wheelwright definitively 
declares: 

“One thing is quite clear - Victoria is no 
country for the angler ... Even if the fish 
were worth killing, and if you hooked 
a good fish, the chances would be very 
much against your landing it, owing to 
the steepness and rottenness of the banks, 
and the heaps of moss and rubbish with 
which every river is filled. Moreover, 
angling is never likely to become a 
favourite amusement with the present 
race of Victorians ... As long as the gold-
fever rages there is not likely to be much 
quiet or content out here.”

Third, we have the visiting author: 

William Howitt and his two sons - one of 
whom, Alfred, would become the noted 
explorer, geologist and anthropologist - 
arrived to try their luck on the goldfields. 
Howitt's diary, published as the two-
volume Land, Labour and Gold, portrays 
the nature of the streams at that time. Of 
those closer to Melbourne, he writes: 

“The rivers here have all the same 
character. They lie deep between their 
banks, or they run through narrow deep 
gullies ... you perceive abundant traces of 
violence about them. Huge dead trunks 
of trees are lying in wild confusion; some 
of them on the banks, some in the stream, 
and others hanging suspended from the 
precipitous cliffs and slopes above them.” 

On the Plenty River, which he describes 
as “encumbered with an extraordinary 
number of fallen trees”, his sons “amused 
themselves with fishing, and caught 
what they call black- fish, and trout, to 
us quite new fish, and a brilliant blue 
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crawfish, with prickles all down each 
side of its tail.” At each stream his party 
encounters, Howitt stresses the density of 
the bankside vegetation and the amount 
of in-stream timber. 

At an unidentified location somewhere 
further north, he writes: “[Charlton] 
and Alfred ... fish a great deal, and 
have caught black-fish, perch, trout, 
and mullets, besides those bright blue 
crawfish. They are now fishing at 
the creek with some of our travelling 
neighbours, while I have sat writing 
under a tree through one of the most 
serene and heavenly evenings that I ever 
saw, amid the scent of the gum-leaves, 
like the incense of a Catholic church, 
diffused through the forest.” 

Earlier Howitt provides an evocative 
description of the Goulburn River 
near Seymour, though his account on 
returning the following year is even more 
vivid: 

“The water stood glittering amongst 
the green water-grass and succulent 
water-plants. The frogs made a croaking 
like ... a thousand pairs of bellows; and 
the large and lofty columns of the trees 
[grew] everywhere in the water ... All 
beneath and around them was greenness 
and rampant vegetation. Thick masses 
of wattles marked the course of the river 
... running in sombre sweeps twenty feet 
below its banks, dark and strong ... huge 
trunks and branches of trees encumbered 
the stream and the ... precipitous and 
crumbly banks... There was a silence, a 
shadowiness, and a feeling of the wild 
force of the river in flood time...” 

Howitt also sought gold at Bendigo and 
elsewhere, but his diary makes no further 
reference to fish except that aborigines 
on the Campaspe had “caught a good 
quantity of the river cod and had learned 
to ask a good price for it”. 

We cannot make any claims about how 
typical or untypical these three men 
were, but their writings do at least 
provide documented evidence of their 
attitudes, as distinct from undocumented 
stereotypes. None fit neatly into the 
cartoon figure of the blinkered English 
gentleman who finds the Australian bush 
alien and threatening. They each have 
their own prejudices, but not always 
the ones you might expect, and their 
attitudes are complex and inconsistent. 

It is Howitt, who is for land redistribution 
and social reform and considers the 
gold licence excessive and oppressively 
administered, who also believes that 
the consequent Eureka rebellion is the 
work of “low, red-republican foreigners” 
(“infidels, materialists and atheists”), and 
who elsewhere reveals a comprehensively 
racist attitude to aborigines. Instead, it 
is the hunter Wheelwright who respects 
and sympathises with aboriginal people 
and has some insight into what is 
happening to them. 

In relation to the aquatic environment, 
two things shine through these accounts. 
The first concerns the enormous physical 
changes that have since taken place along 
our waterways. That will be no surprise 
to anyone here today, and needs no 
elaboration. 

The second concerns fish and fishing. 
Whilst there was no abundance of 
species, there was certainly no shortage 
of fish. However, they were mostly small 
or lacking in those characteristics that 
might challenge anglers. The notion of 
freshwater “sport fish” or “game fish” is a 
product of European culture. But in these 
areas the absence of such fish was a fact, 
not an illusion held by nostalgic members 
of the Victorian Acclimatisation Society 
formed a decade later. 

Hannaford would be right at home with 
modern environmentalists. He recognises 
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that even the smallest organisms have 
their own importance and value. But his 
description of the available freshwater 
fishing still has a distinct note of 
disappointment: it is really not up to 
much. Wheelwright is more blunt about 
the matter. 

Howitt's account is useful because he is 
not an angler and is not burdened by an 
angler's expectations, though it would 
have been interesting to know what 
his sons thought about the fishing. He 
confirms that fish were plentiful, but that 
in the south-flowing streams at least, only 
eels and the larger specimens of blackfish 
were of any size. Whilst the subsistence 
needs of aborigines were seasonally met 
by short-finned eels, these and the tasty 
and vulnerable blackfish were never 
going to sustain the demands of white 
Australians for a viable recreational 
fishery. If one was to develop in this part 
of the mainland - and the same was true 
of Tasmania - it would have to be on 
the basis of introduced species, whether 
from other parts of Australia or from 
overseas. That was both the challenge 
and, ecologically, the threat. At the time, 
however, the science of ecology did not 
exist. 

It is important to remember that before 
and after the introduction of trout, there 
was also considerable interest in the 
translocation of larger native fish. Edward 
Wilson introduced Murray cod and 
Macquarie perch to the Yarra catchment 
in 1857, inspiring similar experiments in 
other areas including Ballarat. In meeting 
a social need, those involved believed 
they were doing no more than usefully 
adding to the variety of species in any 
one area - in today's language, increasing 
its biodiversity. As we now know with 
the wisdom of hindsight, the risk is that 
you can end up with fewer species - 
reduced biodiversity - because one or 
more of the species you introduce doesn't 

get on with one or more species of the 
indigenous residents, or has poor table 
manners, or eats its fellow diners. 

These introductions have reshaped our 
aquatic ecosystems in a range of ways, 
sometimes dramatic and sometimes 
subtle. We tend not to realise this because 
we were not around before it happened, 
but the introduction of a new top-order 
predator must inevitably mean that the 
ecology changes forever. 

Whether you agree with Tim Low that it 
has been ruined forever is another matter. 
The relationship between humans and 
aquatic communities is not a one-way 
street. The presence of trout and other 
prized recreational fish has its own 
reverse influence on human ecology 
and human culture. It helps underpin 
the viability of rural communities. 
It motivates involvement in habitat 
restoration and other conservation issues, 
provides the livelihood of a large number 
of people, and has inspired some of our 
greatest and most distinctively Australian 
literature. 

The great blind-spot of anglers 
collectively, however - whether they 
chase native species or trout - concerns 
the small non-angling species that once 
dominated our waters and have been 
most affected by the introduction of 
larger gamefish. In return for what we 
have gained, it is only right and proper 
that we support measures to ensure 
their survival. If we claim to be serious 
conservationists, we can't just limit our 
concerns to the species we want to catch. 

But painting visions of environmental 
Armageddon is simplistic, 
counterproductive, and wrong. Let us 
all spare each other the slogans and 
stereotypes, and together work towards 
communication, participation and above 
all goodwill. 
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Hubert Reichelt regularly fishes New Zealand’s South Island rivers and is an 
experienced campaigner on the Mataura. Several years ago when fishing this 
famous river, he found that fish were turning away from his nymphs, and in some 
cases were spooked by his offerings. He was fishing the usual suspects - beadhead 
hare and copper nymphs and pheasant tails, and they clearly weren’t working. 

So he turned over rocks and ran a small seine net in the flow, and discovered that 
the predominant nymph in this river was the nymphal form of the Mataura Red 
mayfly – a small dark nymph matched best by a fly tied on a size 16 hook. 

Hubert saved a few samples of the real thing and set about creating a realistic copy. 
The end result proved highly successful to the point that a number of South Island 
guides now use this particular tie and have found it productive on many South 
Island rivers. 

Hubert returned recently from a trip to the South Island with his regular fishing 
companion Trevor Stow, and Trevor reports that again on this trip Hubert’s nymph, 
now referred to as the ‘Bismarck’, was by a large margin their most successful fly.

We featured the Bismarck in our July 2008 newsletter but it is well worth another 
look as it catches lots of trout in our Victorian rivers too. 

FLY OF THE MONTH

Hubert Reichelt's Mataura River Nymph- 

The Bismarck
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Tying the Bismarck:

Materials:

Hook:	 Kamasan B175 Heavy Trout hook – size 16 			 
(Hubert also ties them in size 14 – a size that can be used earlier in the 
season when the rivers are running higher and are a bit coloured. The 
heavy gauge hook and tungsten beadhead are needed to get the fly down 
quickly in the strong currents in these rivers).

Thread: 	 Dark brown Uni-thread, 8/0

Tail:	 5-6 fibres of Mink or Beaver guard hair, either dark brown or black.

Body:	 Stripped peacock herl.

Thorax: 	 Black tungsten bead – very small. (Tiewell sell these in a pack labelled 
‘Extra Small’. The size is 2.0 mm or 5/64 inch). The is bead covered with a 
wing case of dark brown Wapsi scud back (1/8 inch width) tied over the 
bead.

Hackle: 	 Half a dozen dark brown guard hairs – rabbit, muskrat, beaver or other 
suitable fibres, tied in underneath the eye.

Tying Procedure:

1.	 Slide the black bead onto the hook so that the curved side of the bead is closest to the eye. 
The bead should be right behind the eye.

2.	 Fix the hook in the vise and wind a layer of tying thread along the hook shank behind the 
bead. 

3.	 Take a small tuft of Mink or Beaver fibres, hold them by the tips to remove the fluff and 
soft underfur, level up the tips and then tie them in to form the tail. Use five or six fibres, 
with the tail being about the same length as the hook shank. 

4.	 Wind thread back and forth along the hook shank, building up a base of thread which is 
slightly thicker closer to the bead. Then tie off the thread behind the bead. 

5.	 Push the bead back along the hook shank to about the halfway point, and re-tie the thread 
behind the eye. Build up a base of thread between the bead and the eye that will stop the 
bead 1 mm back from the eye. Then add enough thread to take up the clearance between 
the hole in the bead and the hook shank. 

6.	 Move the bead back along the shank toward the eye. It should fit tightly over the thread, 
being stopped so that there is a gap of 1 mm between the bead and the eye of the hook. 
(This space is needed to tie off the thorax later and to build up a small head.)

7.	 Tie off the thread behind the eye and retie it on the other side of the bead to stop the bead 
moving down the shank. 

8.	 Wind the thread down to the tail. 

9.	 Take a section of peacock herl and strip off the flue. Place the stripped herl above the bend 
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of the hook and catch the end under the tying thread. The herl will be wound along the 
hook shank to form the body. In order to avoid an unsightly lump at this point, try to catch 
the herl right at the tip. 

10.	 Wind the herl along the shank up to the bead with the curved side of the herl facing out – 
thus creating an attractive segmented effect. Peacock herl is fragile and tends to break and 
unwind after a fish or two. (To overcome this problem Hubert recommends tying thread 
over each turn of herl as it is wound on. This is tedious but creates a far more robust fly.) 

11.	 Tie off the herl. 

12.	 Take a short length of scud back material and trim the end to make a point. 

13.	 Tie this pointy end in behind the bead, and then take the tying thread over the top of the 
bead to the front, adding one or two loops. 

14.	 Now take the piece of scud back, stretch it over the bead, pull it tight and tie it down in 
front of the bead. Trim off the excess material. 

15.	 Take a small quantity of leg fibres, even them up, then tie them in front of the bead below 
the eye. 

16.	 Build up a small head between the bead and the eye of the hook. Then whip finish and 
trim the thread.

17.	 A drop or two of head cement on a toothpick can be used to complete the fly.



40 VFFA FEBRUARY 2023

VFFA 2022 meetings & other activities
(... all events subject to Covid restrictions) 

January  2023
31  Tuesday 	 First Council Meeting for 2023 – 7:00 pm, Zoom meeting.

February  2023
4 Sat -11 Sat	 Tasmanian trip to Hayes on Brumby’s. Event Co-ordinator – Chris 

Gray (chris@graysmail.com.au.)
16  Thursday	 General Meeting – 6:30 pm at the Kelvin Club:
	 “Liars’ Night” – reports from members on their summer fishing.
18 Sat – 19 Sun	 Ultimate Fishing Expo – Melbourne Exhibition and Conference Centre
20 Mon – 22 Wed	World Recreational Fishing Conference - Melbourne Exhibition and 

Conference Centre

March  2023
8  Wednesday	 VFFA members visit Millbrook Lakes.
	 Event Co-ordinator – Lyndon Webb (0488 555 724)
11 Sat – Sat 18	 VFFA trip to Currawong Lakes
	 Event Co-ordinator - Hugh Maltby
23  Thursday	 General Meeting – 6:30 pm at the Kelvin Club:
	 (Speaker – Dr Jarod Lyon, Principal Research Scientist at Arthur 

Rylah Institute. Dr Lyon’s topic: “A midge over troubled waters: Co-
managing trout fisheries and threatened species in a changing world”.

29  Wednesday 	 Council Meeting – 6:00 pm at the Kelvin Club.
31 Mar – 2 April	 Big River Trip. Event Co-ordinator – John Pilkington

April  2023
7 - 9 	 Easter 2023 	
20  Thursday	 General Meeting – 6:30 pm at the Kelvin Club:
	 (Speaker – TBC)
26  Wednesday 	 Council Meeting – 7:00 pm, Zoom meeting.

May  2023
18  Thursday	 General Meeting – 6:30 pm at the Kelvin Club:
	 (Speaker – TBC)
31  Wednesday 	 Council Meeting – 6:00 pm at the Kelvin Club

June  2023
9  Friday	 The trout fishing season in Victorian rivers officially closes at midnight 

on Friday, June 9, this year.
15  Thursday	 General Meeting – 12 Noon at the Kelvin Club:
	 (Speaker – TBC)
18  Sunday	 Social Casting at the Red Tag Casting Pool, commencing at 10:30 am
28  Wednesday 	 Council Meeting – 7:00 pm, Zoom meeting.


