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Our Annual Dinner will be held this 
year on Wednesday, August 28, at the 
Kelvin Club, commencing at 6:30 pm. 
Our guest speaker will be Cameron 
McGregor.

Cameron has a passion for fishing, and has 
fished for Australian natives all of his life. 

 He learned to fly fish at the age of 12, and 
this fuelled his early interest in entomology 
and fly tying. In his university studies he  
 

examined macroinvertebrates and 
Australian native fish species. 

His research interests have seen him 
researching native fish species including 
Murray cod, trout cod and golden perch, 
invasive species such as carp, and sport 
fish such as brown and rainbow trout. 

Cameron’s research and personal interests 
have allowed him to accumulate an 

extensive knowledge of Australia’s 
freshwater ecosystems. 

Our Annual Dinner is our biggest 
night of the year, so come along, 
bring your partner and friends, 
and enjoy a fabulous night of food, 
fellowship and fun. 

The cost this year is the same as 
last year - $85pp, and the evening 

will include auction prizes of a 
day’s fly fishing for Murray cod with 

Cameron McGregor and a rod, reel 
and line from The FlyFisher in South 

Melbourne – the combined total cost of 
these is $3,500.

JULY 2024

Annual Dinner with Cameron McGregor 

Wednesday, August 28, 
6:30pm, at the
Kelvin Club
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A Lunchtime gathering 
with John Pilkington as 
our guest speaker

I first went to the Big River 
valley over seventy years ago. 
My father and I walked the ten 
miles along the dray road to 
the old gold mining township 
of Enochs Point where he had 
built a log cabin for his father 
in 1937. We unpacked the push 
bike which was loaded with 
our supplies and went down 
to the river, collecting a few fat 
grasshoppers on the way. Dad 
put one on his hook and let 
his line run out in the current. 
Almost immediately the line 
twanged and a silver shape 
danced across the water and was 
eventually in the net. A rainbow 
trout of close to two pounds - 
and my first Big River trout.

Since that day the river has 
provided me with endless 
pleasure. Learning the ways of 
trout, of course, and progressing 
from ‘hoppers and mudeyes 
to Red Tags and Dr Warks was 
one thing, but understanding 
the lore of the bush and its 
natural inhabitants has given 
meaning to my life and I have 
enjoyed sharing this with 
others fortunate enough to 
find themselves in the valley. 
The prodigious travails of the 
gold miners and their families 
has provided another level of 
wonder.

My talk will be about this 
little treasure - it will of course 
include a bit about fishing, 
stories from the valley, and of 
course a few jokes.

John with his dear friend Peppy

July 2024 Meeting: 
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Dear fellow members, while the fishing 
season in the rivers of both Victoria and 
Tasmania are closed, it has been a very 
active time for your Association.

Our membership committee has been very 
busy developing a coordinated strategy 
for member activities and recruitment. 
I’m pleased to report that we’ve had ten 
new members joining us in June of this 
year, so a big thank you to the introducers. 
I encourage all members to make these 
new members welcome by introducing 
yourselves at upcoming events. It’s 
enormously important that we embrace 
this new generation of fly fishers and 
engage them in VFFA activities.

I’ve had the privilege of hosting several 
new members for lunch at the Kelvin 
Club, and it’s been a privilege to learn 
first-hand about their interests and 
expectations. Vice Presidents John Spragg 
and Rod Hirst also attended and have 
now taken on the responsibility for their 
continued socialization into our VFFA 
program. 

Recently, past president David Hooke, 
Terry George (from the Australian Trout 
Foundation (ATF), and I met with Travis 
Dowling, the CEO of the Victorian 
Fisheries Authority (VFA), regarding a 
VFFA presence at Snobs Creek Hatchery. 
The meeting has given us hope that we 
may soon establish a small museum at 
the hatchery to permanently display our 
memorabilia, and for the ATF to display 
their books and educational material on 
water-way conservation. Whilst on the 
subject, I’m happy to report that matters 
are progressing at the Australian Fly 
Fishing Museum (in Tasmania), and 
the museum is still on track to reopen 
this October. These two projects, along 
with the recommissioned Kelvin Club 
Strategy Room, gives the VFFA good 

space in which to display our historical 
memorabilia appropriately.

Our on-water activities are also an 
important issue for Council, and recently 
Councillor Dan Lovecek and new 
member Bernard Chu agreed to join me 
in assessing and coordinating our existing 
activities, as well as pursuing new on-
water events. This is an important first 
step, and I welcome input and suggestions 
from all members. I have a number of 
ideas for new and revisited activities, 
including fly fishing for cod, and for wider 
use guided offerings at Millbrook Lakes 
and in regional Victoria and Tasmania. I 
would welcome any members’ thoughts 
regarding our existing on-water activities 
and suggestions for new events.

Last Sunday’s casting day was well 
attended, and our first fly tying night for 
this winter is coming up on Tuesday July 
2, at South Yarra. Richard Kos and David 
Hooke are organising the night, and this 
will be the perfect opportunity to refresh 
your fly stocks and enjoy some fly fishers’ 
camaraderie. Casting and fly tying are part 
of what makes fly fishing so special and 
I encourage all to get involved in these 
unique activities. 

President’s Message
President's Message

Simon Joel
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Kossy is our fly tying expert and 
instructor. He is running three fly tying 
nights in the next few months for the 
tyers among us who would like to come 
along for some free tuition and extra 
guidance on tying effective flies. 

The dates for these instructional nights 
are July 2, August 6 and September 3 (all 
Tuesdays). 

The location is at the Botanical Art 
School of Melbourne, which has address 
1A Shipley Street, South Yarra. (There 
is plenty of available parking right 
opposite.)

The time – fly tying will commence at 7pm.

If you are interested in participating then 
please contact Kossy on 0430 091 300 or 
by email – kossy1@bigpond.com to let 
him know that you would like to attend. 

Kossy is keen to know that you plan to 
be there. He also wants to know your 
fly tying skill level (beginner, novice, 
reasonably experienced, or highly 
skilled), and what patterns you would 
like to see tied and want to tie yourself.

Nice water

After a lot of dialogue with the Bairnsdale 
Club, I can announce that the Bruce 
Whitehead Trophy will be fished for 
on the first weekend in August (Friday 
August 2 to Sunday August 4) with 
Bairnsdale suggesting a change of location 
to Lake Wendouree at Ballarat, as this lake 
is now fishing particularly well. More 
on this will be published in upcoming 
newsletters, but in the meantime if you 
want to register your interest send me an 
email (vffa1932@gmail.com) and I’ll pass it 
onto the organisers.   

On a final note, I hope you are all 
planning to attend our Annual Dinner on 
Wednesday, August 28 this year. Council 

members are busy collecting a fantastic 
array of equipment and goods to be 
raffled and auctioned on the night. This 
is the Association’s major fundraiser for 
the year, and we rely on your support 
and attendance. I believe there is an 
exceptional prize for those booking a 
table of six, so think about bringing along 
family and friends on the night. 

Advance bookings can also be sent to me 
on the aforementioned email, or by calling 
our Secretary on 0415 872 372.   

Until next month, 

Tight Lines 

A Note From Richard Kos
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It’s that time of the year now when the 
rivers are closed, so us fly fishers turn our 
attention to the stillwaters – the lakes and 
reservoirs, including such great places as 
Millbrook Lakes.

I was one of the recent group of members 
who fished at Millbrook a few weeks ago. 

Craig Coltman was busy netting fish as 
lots were caught

“Some of the best fishing is done not in water but in print” 
(Alfred Miller, aka Sparse Grey Hackle)

“The literature of angling falls into two genres: the instructional and the devotional. The former 
is written by fishermen who write, the latter by writers who fish.” 
(William Humphrey)

“It was late in April, with the river running fine and as clear as a young parson's conscience.” 
(Tom Sutcliffe - Reflections on Fishing, 1990)

“I fished a little while ago with a man, not in his first youth, who had wasted the flower of his life 
on business and golf and gardening and motoring and marriage, and had in this way postponed 
his initiation into fishing far too long.”  
(Arthur Ransome – On Giving Advice to Beginners, 1929)

From the
EDITOR’S DESK

From the Editor's Desk

Lake Bunny was great water to fish
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Weather-wise it looked a tad 
uninviting – overcast, not too 
much wind, and the hint of 
possibly some rain. But the 
rain held off, and the fishing 
proved to be incredibly good.

We met, as we always do, in 
the carpark at the Gordon 
Hotel, then followed Craig 
Coltman, our guide for 
the day, into the section 
of Millbrook Lakes called 
Hillies. But we didn’t stay 
there long. Mark Weigall took 
John Spragg and myself to 
another nearby lake (known 
locally as ‘School Lake’) 
where we found fish rising in 
numbers all around the edge. 

We anticipated some great 
fishing to follow. But it 
didn’t happen. Mark is an 
outstanding guide and he 

Another one hooked and landed
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spent time with both John and myself 
doing everything he could to get us 
connected to some of these fish. He 
changed our flies and adjusted tippets 
and leaders, all the while explaining what 
the trout were doing and what they were 
taking. And we cast exactly where Mark 
told us tocast , so that our flies drifted 
tantalisingly right through and past fish 
that were clearly taking bugs off the 
surface. Yet our offerings were totally 
ignored. How can this happen? Mark 
obviously knew this lake and its trout, 
and we fished flies and techniques that 
had worked successfully on countless 
previous occasions. But these trout on 
this particular day displayed high end 

qualifications in fly recognition and how 
to distinguish between real food and fluff 
tied on a hook. After an hour we gave it 
away and returned to Hillies.

Mark and Craig then discussed the 
possibilities and decided that another 
lake, called Bunny, that had been fishing 
particularly well was worth a look. So 
we all headed to Bunny. This was an 
inspired decision. The fish were there in 
numbers and seemed very keen to take 
our flies. I saw members with rods bent 
over right around the shore, so raced to 
grab a camera. I don’t have a record of 
the number caught by all members of 
our group, but lots of us caught a fish or 

It looks great water and was
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three. John Spragg landed seven, which 
I thought might have been the top score, 
but then John Wieladek and one other 
member whose name I didn’t record, 
caught eleven each. (All fish caught were 
returned of course.)

Those sorts of numbers are very 
impressive and certainly justify keeping 
Millbrook visits as a regular activity in 
our VFFA annual program.

For those readers whose interest has 
been stirred, our next Millbrook visit is 
scheduled for Wednesday, September 25.

John Wieladek had a top day, landing eleven
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This was my sixth trip to Christmas 
Island (CXI, or Kiritimati) in the Republic 
of Kiribati. It is the largest coral atoll in 
the world and is famous for its healthy 
population of bonefish and a Mecca for 
saltwater fly fishermen.

As we flew the last leg from Nadi to 
Christmas Island, while my companions 
were sleeping I was refreshing my 
memory of the island by re-reading two 
books. The first was “The Christmas Island 
Story – Captain James Cook Bicentennial 
Edition 1777-1977” by Eric Bailey. The 
second was “Rivers of the heart– A Fly 
Fishing Memoir” by Steve Raymond.

Two passages from Steve’s book that 
I strongly identify with re-confirmed 
how trips such as this one hold special 
meaning for me. 

Here is the first passage -

“My memory is like a river, reflecting 
glints and mysteries from the past. 
The sight or sound of a river, any river, 
reminds me of all the other rivers I have 
seen or heard or fished, of the things 
that happened in or around them, of the 
people, places and events that help define 
each river in my mind. In the curious 
way that the mind works, one memory 
sometimes leads to another, triggering 
recollections of other waters – lakes, 
estuaries, or the tropical flats of distant 
seas. Most of these remembrances are 
pleasant, as fishing memories ought to be 
- some are provocative, a few even dimly 
painful.  None are indifferent.” 

And the second-

“It was my great good fortune to have 
both a father and mother who fished 
and who saw to it that I began fishing at 
an early age. Thanks to them I can now 
look back on more than half a century 

of angling experience, more than most 
people are allotted, and yet still dare 
hope for many years more. In the passage 
of so many years an angler learns that 
the acts of fishing, and catching fish, 
are only part of what draws him to the 
water; he begins to understand that what 
matters as much, or even more are the 
people he meets, the places he visits, the 
things he observes, uses, or collects, the 
lessons he learns, and the thoughts, ideas, 
and fantasies that grow from all these 

experiences. Some of these demand to be 
shared.” 

And so, as Steve requested,” I had invited 
five friends to come along and share the 
Christmas Island experience with me this 
year.

There is one flight a week to Christmas 
Island. It leaves Nadi in Fiji just before 
midnight on a Tuesday and lands early 
in the morning on Wednesday. The plane 
then flies on to Honolulu, Hawaii. It 
returns to Christmas Island in the late 
afternoon then continues back to Nadi. 
On this trip ours was a group of six 

Return to Christmas Island 

Zoran Vasic with his first bonefish for the trip

… from Jim Blakeslee
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fly fishers. We had booked with Gavin 
Hurley to stay at Ikari House on a twin 
share basis. I was joined by four others on 
the Fiji Airways flight from Nadi – Zoran, 
Kurt, Graeme and John. Randy would be 
joining us later in the afternoon on the 
flight from Honolulu. 

We landed at Cassiday International 
Airport shortly after 6 am and had 
the quickest collection of luggage and 
processing through immigration and 
customs that we had ever experienced 
(maybe because they had a newly 
donated x-ray luggage scanner and 
airport staff were supervised by Bea, an 

officer seconded from Australian Border 
Force).  

Once outside the terminal we bought our 
fishing licenses, while the Ikari House 
Lodge staff loaded our luggage. We then 
boarded our flatbed truck “taxi” and 
were off on the 45 minute bumpy ride 
from the airport to our lodge at London. 
In the future it may be a faster, smoother 
ride, since representatives from the World 
Bank were there checking on selecting 
and prioritizing infrastructure projects, 
such as re-paving the road from the 
airport to London, which hadn’t been 
done since it was first constructed 70 

Kurt Nesseler with a small bonefish. Many larger ones were to follow.
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Graeme Hays with his guide Chris

Loading up for the day
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years ago when Britain and the USA were 
testing nuclear weapons there. 

Aid donors such as Australia and the 
USA would be approached first by the 
World Bank. Both would be wise to chip 
in some dollars, otherwise the Chinese 
are more than willing to help as part 
of their Belt and Road initiative (e.g. 
handing out loans to poor countries like 
Kiribati with strings attached, such as 
“we will re-build your roads, construct a 
hospital, etc, if you let us build a Chinese 
naval base there”).

When we arrived at the lodge we were 
the only fishermen there and were able 
to move straight into our three rooms. 
The air temperature was a humid 31ºC, 
the same as the water temperature – that 
Wednesday and every day for the week. 
After we unpacked and had a shower 
to freshen up we walked to the dining 
area for breakfast and for a briefing with 
Nathan, the head guide and organizer 
during our stay. 

It took another hour to sort out our 
fishing gear and by 11am the five of us 
boarded “No Name”, a red motorized 
outrigger that would ferry us to Paris for 
our first day’s fishing. Paris (formerly a 
settlement called Kaihau) is a charming 
spot with a dense cover of coconut palms 
only a 20 minute ride south from London.

When Captain Cook spotted the island 
on Christmas eve during his third voyage 
to the Pacific in 1777 there were only two 
or three clumps of trees on the atoll, and 
Cook described how desolate a place 
it was. He and his crew stayed there to 
collect water and 300 turtles for fresh 
meat before continuing to sail north to 
the Hawaiian Islands. In the years that 
followed, numerous attempts were made 
to settle and exploit it by extracting 
guano and planting coconut plantations. 

Paris was the site selected by a former 
French Catholic priest, Rev. Father Petrics 

Emmanuel Rougier, for a copra (coconut) 
plantation. He purchased the island for 
14,500 English pounds in 1914 and in 
subsequent years “enslaved” a number 
of natives from the Gilbert and Fanning 
Islands who planted thousands of 
coconut palms and built a house for him 
at Paris where he stayed when visiting 
from his estate in Tahiti.

Anyway, back to fishing. Since we were 
making a late start that Wednesday we 
could maximize our fishing time by 
choosing Paris as our first venue. As 
we stepped off the outrigger we let the 
first-timers, Graeme and John, have the 
guides to coach them and help them 
spot the fish. Kurt, Zoran and I knew the 
drill, waded across the gravel bar to our 
favourite beats on an inner lagoon and 
began polaroiding the flats for bonefish. It 
was great to be back. 

It’s still a thrill for me to spot the blue-
grey shape of a cruising bonefish, present 
a #6 Crazy Charlie ahead of it, then strip-
strip-strip, watch the fish turn, rush, then 
pounce on the fly, strip-strike… and then 
watch it go! All the fly line would race 
out the tip guide of my rod and I would 
be into the backing in a few seconds. 
After some head-shaking the fish would 
head off for another run, or sometimes 
for a change it would head straight 
back at me. I would then wind the wide 
arbour reel like mad and sometimes walk 
backward to take up the slack, re-gain 
all the backing and some of the fly line, 
only to have the fish race off and into the 
backing again! Heart stopping stuff. 

Everyone caught bones that day. Some 
were up to 21 inches (53 cm) Fork Length, 
and approximately 5 lbs (2.3kg), though 
most were smaller fish. John and Graeme 
had the usual introduction to bone-
fishing by “trout striking” and missing 
them, or strip-striking too hard, or having 
the drag set too tight and thus breaking 
them off. 
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John and Graeme had put many hours 
into tying flies for the trip and after losing 
a fly they would present their fly boxes 
to the guides to select the next one to 
use. After inspecting flies in their boxes 
the guides invariably declared them too 
heavily dressed and after choosing a fly 
they would trim off much of the Arctic 
fox/synthetic fur/crystal flash wing to 
create a very sparse Crazy Charlie before 
tying it on. (The flies were then very 
much like what Zoran called a “Naked 
Charlie” – all that was left of one of 
his flies after it had been savaged by a 
couple of dozen bonefish on a trip a few 
years earlier). Luckily, everyone had a 
box full of spare Crazy Charlies tied in 
crustaceous pink, hot orange, chartreuse 
or the original white/silver version 
just waiting for a “haircut” by a well-
intentioned guide. 

At around four in the afternoon as we 
were making our way back to No Name 
we saw the Fiji Airways plane fly in 
from Honolulu. It was a quick trip for 
us back to Ikari House where we shared 
our individual stories about our first day 
on the flats. The beer fridge was on our 
minds, too, and we knew Randy Ishihara 
would soon be joining us for pre-dinner 
drinks, probably around 5:30 pm.

As predicted, Randy arrived in time for 
a shower, then a cold one to wash down 
the fish tit-bits and deep-fried bread 
fruit “chips” we were served at 6:00 pm. 
Randy had arrived with a group of six 
other Americans. Some, like Winnie from 
Kaui and Ron from Oregon had been 
there before. 

Ron was accompanied by a young South 
African called Christo. Both were keen 

Jim Blakeslee with a 5 lb bonefish
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to catch some big GTs (giant trevally). 
Others were first timers. Winnie’s mate 
Todd, from Alaska, was an experienced 
spin fisherman but had never fly fished 
before (and his technique showed it - he 
was on a steep learning curve for the 
next seven days). Gayne and Rich from 
California had fished for bonefish in the 
Caribbean but hadn’t been to Christmas 
Island. They had heard about the finicky 
triggerfish and were keen to catch one. 
And, of course, everyone was hoping to 
catch a Personal Best bonefish.  

Wednesday’s dinner was served at 7 
pm, where we had to make do with 
grilled lobster, teriyaki wahoo, steak and 
salad. After that, Nathan showed us the 
whiteboard for Thursday that listed the 
names of fishermen (four per boat), two 
guides (each guide being shared between 
two fishermen), the name of the boat each 
foursome would use that day, the flats we 
would fish, and the times/heights of high 
and low tides.  

The six guides and three boats 
arrangement was varied each day so 
that during the week everyone had the 
opportunity to fish with all the other 
anglers and guides. The system worked 
well, and we all had a great time.

On Thursday at 7am I climbed aboard 
our skiff, GTO, with Zoran, Kurt, and 
Randy, and we zoomed south to fish 
Taina flat for our first session. Graeme 
and John were with two Americans that 
day and they headed for Koito flat. 

When the bow of our skiff pulled up on 
the edge of the flat the water was knee-
deep, and the tide was running out. The 
fish tend to swim into the out-flowing 
current to feed, so we waded with the 
rising sun and Easterly Trade Wind to our 
backs. (The wind blows from the east on 
Christmas Island, both day and night). 
After spotting a bonefish we tried to cast 

down-current, landing the fly well in 
front of them. 

Sometimes they were singles, at other 
times maybe a conga-line of fish coming 
one after another. At yet other times there 
were groups of them together. We would 
cast and let the fly sink to the bottom, 
then start the strip, strip, strip retrieve to 
skip the fly along the bottom into the path 
of the oncoming fish. If the first thing 
the bonefish saw was the fly and they 
liked it, they would dash for the fly and 
go nose down. A final strip would then 
result in a hook-up and the battle was on. 
If the cast landed too close to the fish or 
the fly landed with too much splash they 
spooked. If the fly pattern was wrong, 
they would spook or just ignore it, and if 
that happened it was time to change flies 
immediately. 

In the mornings on CXI I usually started 
with a #6 crustaceous pink Crazy Charlie 
with toilet chain eyes and a tan Arctic 
Fox wing. The fish normally took it with 
gusto. If it was refused I switched to a 
hot orange Crazy Charlie. If that didn’t 
work, I’d try a chartreuse Crazy Charlie, 
especially over yellowish-coloured silty 
bottoms or if it was in the afternoon. 

White was sometimes the killer colour 
over white sand. The depth of the water 
and strength of the current were other 
factors that would determine the size of 
the fly hook (#8, #6 or #4), and weight 
(toilet chain or brass or chrome plated 
lead dumb bell eyes) needed to keep 
the fly on the bottom but land it with as 
little splash as possible. The bonefish’s 
colour preferences varied so one had 
to experiment, but almost always some 
version of the Crazy Charlie would do 
the trick. If Charlie didn’t interest the fish, 
then sometimes a Gotcha would work. 

That Thursday as the tide ran out the 
water ran off the flats, and eventually it 
was too shallow. The fish retreated to the 
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drop-offs, and we had to follow them. 
By lunchtime the tide was dead, the 
current had stopped, and the fish went 
off the bite. They would wander around 
aimlessly, or just sit. So we climbed back 
on the boat and had our lunch as the 
boat driver moved us to our next venue 
– Y-Site 1. Our final stop later in the day 
was at Te Ren flat. Initially at Y-Site there 
wasn’t a fish to be seen, but when the tide 
started to run back in again and flood 
over the flats the bonefish came with the 
rising water and started to feed, this time 
swimming into the in-coming current.

And that’s also when the triggerfish 
are intent on feeding and are most 
vulnerable. Usually a fly cast anywhere 
near a triggerfish sends it fleeing in panic. 
Presenting a fly to one of them without 
spooking it, getting it to look at the fly 
and not spook, then finally having the 
trigger actually take the fly is intensely 
satisfying. The one I managed to hook 
that afternoon dashed for its hole in the 
reef. I normally let fish run so that the 
hook doesn’t get straightened or broken 
off. But when a trigger is heading for 
home there is only one option - hang on 
and hope for the best. If it gets to it’s hole 
in the reef a bust off is a certainty. 

I managed to stop a Peach-face Trigger 
on its first run, then drag it out into the 
open on the flat where I could reduce 
the pressure on the drag. I let it run a bit, 
eventually wore it down, and finally held 
it up for Zoran to take a photo.

The average size of bonefish that I caught 
that day was larger than those I had 
caught on most of my previous trips to 
Christmas Island. Lots were in the 3 - 4 
lb/18 – 20 inch (1.5 - 2kg/46 - 50cm) 
range.  Some were 5 lb. But there was one 
thumper I hooked after lunch that took 
over 100 metres of backing a couple times, 
and I was only able to land it after a 15 
minute tussle. It was about 7 lb/24 inch 
(3.2 kg/60 cm) – my best ever bonefish on 

CXI. And there was no-one with a camera 
within cooee to record it. Ah well, as 
Steve Raymond would say, that’s one for 
the memories.

Back at Ikari House that Thursday 
evening, as we sat around the table 
having drinks and pre-dinner nibbles, 
everyone had stories of fish stalked, 
hooked, caught or lost. Or of reels that 
had seized, or rod tips broken whilst 
fighting a big one. Or hooks crushed 
or bitten in two by a trigger’s powerful 
jaws and gnarly teeth. Gayne moaned: 
“I hate triggers”, as he walked past with 
his 4-piece Loomis now a 5-piece Loomis. 
Ron, Winnie, Todd and Rich described 
the frustration of watching big GTs cruise 
past that refused to look at their flies, and 
they vowed to “get ‘em next time!” 

Zoran offered to loan his spare reel and #8 
line to Graeme to replace his now defunct 
reel. Randy had his biggest ever bonefish 
on, but it got away. (Well, tomorrow is 

Jim landed this peach-face trigger fish
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 You'll probably hear this from Terry 
George as well, but there has finally 
been an announcement by the Minister 
on funding for Mayfly Rise 2.0 Habitat 
project on the Ovens at Bright. I've been 
out on site today with a photographer 
from local media so will have some pics. 
It's a joint ATF/Alpine Fly Fishers/
Wangaratta Fly Fishers/NECMA project.

another day.) Kurt, smiling, scribbled in 
his little notebook that his tally of bones 
for Thursday was 10. John, in his modest 
way, mentioned he was catching more 
bonefish, missing fewer strikes, and not 
breaking as many off. And he had landed 
some big ones up to 5 lbs. He also quietly 
mentioned that he had caught a blue-fin 
trevally – his biggest fish ever on a fly. All 
of us had caught triggers. Zoran’s count 
for the day was 3!

During the following days we fished in 
different groups. We rode in skiffs named 
GTO, 4X (until the motor broke down and 
was replaced by Spotter), or on No Name 
to flats such as Smokey, Texas, Whisper, 
Run-Like-Hell, Orvis, Old Poland Wharf, 
Y-Site 2, Trailer Wreck, Navy flat, Lady 
flat, or around bird nesting islets such 
as Motu Tabu. When the tide was high 
enough we went as far south as possible 
to the “back country.” When it was dead 
low we would motor north, almost back 
to London, to fish flats near shores that 
fire-up with big bones coming in as the 
water rises. 

Each day the one metre tides advanced 
an hour, so on the last few days we had 
to fish near the shore in the morning at 
Paris 1, 2, or 3, and wait until later in the 
day for the water level to drop. Then flats 

like Smokey, Taina, Texas, Te Ren, Koito, 
Y-Site, etc, were shallow enough to wade 
and the fish were on the munch with the 
outgoing current.  

Each day we de-briefed over drinks and 
nibbles. Graeme described his battle with 
a GT that he spotted zooming across the 
flat, and with one cast hooked it on a 
bonefish fly. I bemoaned the one I had 
hooked on a bonefish fly that, after a long 
fight, spat the hook just as I reached for 
the leader to drag it in for a photo. The 
consolation prize was after that, Kurt and 
I both landed big bones that were 5 to 7 
lbs at Texas. 

All of us eventually manage to land 
bonefish that were about 24 inches/7lbs 
(60cm /3.2kg). We had delicious meals, 
including spaghetti bolognaise, fish curry, 
braised fish, pork or chicken and another 
go at steak and lobster. That night the 
hula girls from the local school provided 
entertainment. They received a hearty 
round of applause for their efforts. 

Finally, Wednesday rolled around again 
and it was time to pack up and head 
to the airport. As we sat in the waiting 
area we reminisced about the week that 
had gone so quickly and were already 
thinking about the next time. Maybe 
2025?? 

Brian Eddy, always active in Australian Trout 
Foundation affairs, managed to make the front 

page of the local press

Australian Trout Foundation
… a note from Brian Eddy
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The little river ran low and clear, the 
transparent water either babbling noisily 
over dark rounded stones and bright 
gravel patches or, black and almost 
flowless, just filling the few deep pools 
beneath the willows. With no rain to speak 
of since Christmas, now, in late January, 
the full heat of the summer sun had dried 
out the soil, baking the grass to a light 
yellow brown, evaporating the ditches 
and soaks of the springtime to mere damp 
depressions or else parching them dry 
completely.

The trout in the river, although well 
supplied with food earlier in the season 
when the backwaters and side runs were 
full, when frogs and worms and yabbies 
were plentiful, were now hungry. Apart 
from a sprinkling of caddis larvae and 
those of very odd stone-flies and damsels, 
their food came chiefly from the surface. 
Beetles, moths, ants, wasps, caterpillars, 
crickets, grasshoppers—all these and more 
they rose to and swallowed eagerly.

The trouble was that there was only 
sufficient of this almost entirely 
adventitious diet to provide a reasonable 
living. Therefore, there was much 
competition in the pools for the available 
food and consequently much hunting and 
lying on the fin in the current on lookout, 
both of which were continuous consumers 
of energy. As a result, many trout lost 
condition simply because their bodies 
used more energy than they produced. 
In the evening, just at dusk, there was 
usually a fair showing of sedges and 
many fish waited for and practically relied 
upon this meal, hardly stirring from their 
shaded retreats all day. Thus towards 
dark there was frequently a spirited rise 
to these fluttering insects, the sound of the 
splashing and jumping resounding all up 
and down the river.

In daylight the fact that rises were so 
scarce, coupled with the low state of 
the water, which in turn made the trout 
particularly shy, necessitated the angler 
seeing the fish first if he hoped to get 
far. Otherwise a dark fleeing shadow 
would be all that would greet him, or a 
fish transfixed and alert, watching each 
and every move of the intruder, utterly 
ignoring the fly he might offer until at 
length, when approach was made too 
near, or the repeated presentation of the 
fly overhead became no longer bearable, 
flight in all haste was decided. Even in 
those places where the banks were clear 
enough to allow cattle near the edge no 
trout would be found, the movement of 
the cows being enough to keep them in 
hiding all day.

For all this there were still places where 
a cast could safely be made. The old, old 
problem of terrifying a tiddler at the tail of 
a pool, sending him darting helter-skelter 
upstream like an arrow, warning his 
larger brethren en route, was ever present. 
Some pools were quite hopeless to get 
near while others allowed entry towards 
the centre, so that the run in at the head 
could be fished without trouble. In those 
that were completely impregnable the 
trout seemed more at ease as if aware of 
their position. Instead of charging away 
nervously their departure was slow and 
sedate, with a smuggish pride just written 
all over them.

The size of these fish would best, I think, 
be given by length rather than weight, 
for although broad enough through, 
they lacked in the main much depth. 
They could not, however, be called poor. 
They had plenty of speed and vigour; 
their colour was good, their flavour was 
excellent, and two or three brace made a 
pleasant enough weight on the shoulder. 
It was just that they could hardly be 

David Scholes – The Trout in the Pea Paddock
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termed shapely, that is all. They ranged 
from sprats the size of your finger to more 
worthy specimens of fifteen or sixteen 
inches, the latter not being too common 
either. An average of about twelve inches 
would be a fair estimate. They were, to 
put it simply, nice little trout for the pan 
and jolly good sport in the catching.

I had made several sorties alone and 
then another in the company of a 
potential beginner, on which occasion, 
by sheer luck I had caught eight out of 
ten possible chances. Indeed it was an 

ideal introductory excursion altogether. 
I always think that if an onlooker can 
first be shown the trout in the water, 
then watch the cast made, the fly alight, 
the trout see it and take it, the strike 
administered then all the rest of it, 
the likelihood of gaining a recruit is 
tremendous. What seems most likely to tip 
the scales, of course, is the sheer rhapsody 
of seeing the fly being taken.

On each of my visits I had started at 
a little wooden road bridge near the 
township and worked up. Strangely 

David Scholes caught a lot of large trout



20 VFFA JULY 2024

enough, just a hundred yards upstream 
from the bridge, in clear open country 
so exposed and close to civilization, 
there were quite a few trout. As might be 
expected these were hard to approach, but 
their presence at all, the fact that they had 
not been deadlined or shot by the locals, 
was heartening. Further upstream the 
banks became more and more overgrown, 
and eventually they were so thickly 
covered by blackberries, tea-tree, wattles, 
gum saplings, bracken, long grass and 
odd willows that progress was best made 
by staying in the river, wading carefully 
over the round slippery stones.

It was at this point that I had always in the 
past turned back, but today I determined 
to push on a bit further and see what 
I found. Accordingly, I set out a shade 
earlier, equipped with several oranges 
and a bag of sandwiches to sustain me. 
It was a clear, sunny, calm, morning - 
warm and promising. I had chosen a 
good day. A change was approaching 
from the west, but was still far away. All I 
expected, therefore, was a gentle northerly 
or north-easter. A wretched fellow who 
had been shifting calves from one field to 
another came blundering down the open 
water towards the bridge, thus ruining 
my chances there, so I went on rapidly, 
neglecting one large bend entirely. At 
length I scared a few fish in a shallow 
pool, so I knew I was on undisturbed 
ground.

Disturbed or not the fish proved 
particularly timid this morning, probably 
because there was not enough fly to 
keep them interested in examining every 
tiny object that floated by. Thus even 
the slightest and surprisingly distant 
movement was detected at once. By 
midday I had contrived to snare four, 
but only after what I might term some 
excruciatingly testing fishing. Five rises 
were all I had managed; one being lost 
when he leapt high in the air. 

And so, plodding on from pool to 
overgrown pool well above my previous 
turning point, my hopes had faded 
somewhat when I fancied the bank 
on my right seemed clearer and thus 
possibly allowed faster and less awkward 
headway. So I clambered out through the 
brambles to find myself standing on the 
edge of a five or six acre pea crop, sown 
more or less to within a chain of the river. 
The next pool was slow and dark, shaded 
by a large willow that spread right over 
the stream from bank to bank; here I 
edged carefully in for a look as usual. Due 
to the shade, scanning the pool properly 
was difficult, even with polaroids. One 
small fish came slowly up from the 
shallows at the tail, disappearing under 
the bank opposite me. Otherwise I saw 
nothing.

I was about to move on when, to my 
considerable surprise, a large fish of 
at least two pounds swam quietly 
downstream, rising with great solemnity 
right under my nose as he passed. A little 
below me he turned to return, so I made 
ready to cast. I had been carrying my rod 
over my left elbow, the tip protruding 
safely behind me. Thus now, when time 
was short, I had a hard go of it getting 
sorted and set. There was just time for a 
quick backhand sidecast. 

I could still see the fish plainly, yet 
apparently, against the background of 
leaves, I was invisible to him. No doubt 
you feel sure I am now about to hook this 
trout and so complete the story. But with 
fiendish delicacy the cast caught over the 
only twig in the way. By no more than a 
quarter inch did it do so, yet there was the 
fly harmlessly suspended just clear of the 
surface while the fish swam the last few 
feet of the pool before fading from view 
behind a mass of snags and the trunk of 
the big willow. Thwarted I retrieved the 
fly, but not before it entangled itself in the 
blackberries beneath me. This I remember 



JULY 2024 VFFA 21 

distinctly because I had to put everything 
down and use both hands to dismember 
the cluster of green fruit into which the 
Red Tag had vanished. Many are our trials 
and sufferings.

Once reorganised I moved to the other 
side of the willow, there to view the 
remainder of this rather lengthy pool. 
Here it broadened somewhat and, 
except for a large and to some degree 
ugly tea-tree on my side, there were few 
obstructions to casting. The pool was 
bathed in sunshine. I could see right to 
its head where it shallowed and where 

a curved ripple swept in from the left. 
But more than all this I very soon noticed 
the movement in the middle of the pool 
where, as bold and unconcerned as 
before, the same tantalising trout slowly 
swaggered towards me, a conspicuous 
pale green in the sunshine. This time there 
was no muddle, no trouble with the rod as 
I hurriedly unhooked the fly and, with as 
little commotion as possible, placed it as 
near as I could to his track and as far as I 
could under the cross-stream limb.

He was still a yard or two distant, so, 
motionless, I watched as he came slowly 

David Scholes's desk, now in the 
Australian Fly Fishing Museum in Clarendon, Tasmania
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onward, obviously on the prowl, an 
entrancing sight to behold. It was by no 
means so splendid a sight in a moment, 
however; for with horror I followed his 
turn to port. Too close now to retrieve. No 
hope of a second shot. I stood perfectly 
still as he moved directly towards the 
bank on which I stood. I glanced at the 
fly then back to the trout, back at least to 
his last position. But I saw nothing—with 
the baffling mystery so common at such 
times the fish had apparently dissolved, 
doubtless having slid unseen beneath 
the overhung bank. I waited in vain. I 
returned below the willow, hoping for 
another sighting. I watched once more 
near the tea-tree, but no trout showed 
anywhere. The pool was deserted. 
Disappointed, I moved on.

Presently I came to another road bridge 
where a rough gravel track led to a farm 
on the hillside. In this vicinity, both above 
and below the bridge, I found much more 
activity. Here a small, localised plague of 
caterpillars kept the trout on the feed as 
they fell clumsily from the banks. I spent 
almost two hours in this area, engrossed 
with the excellent sport, although 
hampered in most places by thick 
undergrowth which forced me, in the 
finish, to withdraw. True casting became 
no longer possible anywhere. When I lost 
both point and fly, that finished it.

By a short-cut back to the bridge and 
another around the edge of the pea 
crop, I was soon back at the big willow. 
Below it I saw nothing; the sun had fallen 
appreciably, and the water was now 
too dark for polaroiding. From above, 
however, even from where I stood some 
dozen yards distant, I heard a healthy and 
resonant suck. A suck! What wondrous 
music this is. No other sound, I venture 
to say, absolutely none, can produce such 
active and diligent attention in an angler. 

I was there in a moment, all ready for 
action, searching carefully everywhere. 

No need to search far however, for there 
he was almost as before, perhaps a shade 
nearer my bank, again swimming towards 
me. Once more I made a short cast in his 
track. Once more he turned short, but this 
time only to circle back under the tea-tree. 
Several times he rose as he went, as slow 
as can be, taking in oddments that floated 
in the now semi-shaded pool. Again he 
rose, but now he faced me, moving much 
faster than previously. Again no time for 
a cast. I raised the rod carefully, retrieving 
a handful of line, lifting the fly clear of the 
water so that it hung vertically in his path. 
I waited, almost breathless, and watched. 
Under the ugly limb he came. Five feet, 
four, two, and I dropped the Red Tag 
gently before him. 

With leisurely innocence, but not before 
close and careful scrutiny, he accepted 
the fly audibly, putting his nose right 
over it and closing his jaws confidently. 
As if to taste this morsel thoroughly he 
remained still for a moment, his white 
mouth opening and closing. I struck 
vertically upwards. Stop! stay! whoa! 
Away he went headlong downstream. Not 
up or over to one side where I could easily 
have managed, but instantly down in the 
rubbish —tugging, thrashing, leaping and 
diving all in one great effort to beat me. 
It was hold tight or bust, so I held on, the 
little rod strained unfairly, the cast within 
ounces of parting and I within sight of 
victory.

There is little purpose in a long drawn-out 
rigmarole of our battle. I won in the end, 
after a dusty and ungainly slide down 
the bank. My left elbow was painful at 
the time, so a two-handed netting was 
called for. All went well and out he came, 
two and a half pounds or perhaps a bit 
more. I studied his rich colouring closely, 
the head a dark olive-green with large 
brownish black blotches on the gill covers, 
each one surrounded with silver-grey 
edging. The back almost black with a 
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touch of olive, merging to a dark golden-
green background on the sides, then to a 
creamy-grey beneath. Bright vermilion red 
spots adorned the flanks with conspicuous 
silvery haloes. The fins and tail were 
dark olive-green, the latter with a distinct 
reddish suffusion below. This trout was 
worthy of capture from any river.

Now you may not feel too happy about 
all this. Perhaps you consider I took this 
fish poorly, that I caught him on more of a 
dangle than anything. But let me tell you 
I have taken thousands of fish casting this 
way and that, in all kinds of predicaments, 
with far less difficulty and far less 
hindrance. Had I in this case made the 
slightest error of judgment, just so much 
as batted the wrong eyelid, just moved a 
bare fraction, just done the smallest thing 
wrong, I might have quite as effectively 
heaved a stone at him.

And so the tale might well have ended 
were it not for the incredible fact that as 
I stood on the bank surveying the scene, 
about to leave, I was astonished, make no 
mistake, to see yet another fish in the pool! 
He was well up, past all the excitement, in 
the shallows to the left. My surprise was 
at least doubled by the realisation that this 
trout was even larger than the last, lying 
there quietly in some nine inches of water, 
gently swaying from time to time in the 
current, plainly visible as the sun fell upon 
him in the open!

Now here was a perfect sitter I thought. 
I dried out the fly, checked the knot, 
re-greased the cast, checked his position 
once more, crawled down the bank past 
the tea-tree, got all set in a comfortable 
position and looked across and up not 
twenty feet to where he lay. I tried without 
polaroids—no, it was better with. I was 
almost scared to cast. He was so close and 
so vulnerable. I wished he would rise to 
reassure me. 

As if rehearsed he turned slightly to the 
left to inspect some subaqueous object. It 
was all that I wanted; a low right-hand 
cast dropped the fly close beside him. At 
once he turned towards it, nosed under 
and took it. He was mine, I felt sure as I 
tightened, never more confident in my 
life. 

Nothing! Nothing at all did I feel, not a 
thing. With a quick, furtive and frightened 
look the great fish, champion perhaps of 
all this little river, made erratically under 
the far bank, while I stared thoughtfully 
after.

I lunched on the grass close by, in the 
shade of the willow, adding a few fresh 
green peas to the menu. Then I stood 
up, glanced half expectantly over the 
pool, picked up my gear and turned 
homewards, wiser, as usual, than I had set 
out.

Even David Scholes got hooked up in the trees 
occasionally
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Bantam Pioneers

Tasmania’s Western Lakes were explored 
by many pioneers, but Noel and Clyde 
did it in style. Noel Jetson was Tasmania's 
first professional guide and a renowned 
Tasmanian fly tyer. 

He was also an explorer. In order to extend 
his fishing horizons in 1953 he bought a 
BSA Bantam motorcycle. These were low 
powered, and also lightweight. His early 
trips on the Bantam were with Vic Haye 
– to the North Esk, Macquarie and South 
Esk rivers, and also to Bradys Lake. 

Vic rode pillion and their camping, 
hunting and fishing gear was all packed 
into a wooden box mounted on a 
small sidecar. Noel worked with Clyde 
Spencer at The Examiner Newspaper, 
and they became great fishing mates. 
Noel demonstrated the Bantam’s off road 
capabilities and convinced Clyde it would 

open up vast new trout fishing areas to 
them. So in the early 1960s Clyde also 
bought a BSA Bantam. 

They modified the bikes by adding rock 
guards and changing the gearing on the 
rear sprocket from 48 to 70 teeth. This 
lowered the top speed to 30 kilometres 
per hour but improved the low speed 
performance and capabilities for crawling 
over rocks and along the rough tracks.

Before the modifications though, a trip 
was undertaken to the Julians Lakes. 
Unfortunately a flooded creek was in their 
way, so Noel built a small ramp and used 
it to jump the creek. But Clyde didn’t 
make it and went into the drink head-first. 

However, the next trip to Julians with 
the big sprockets fitted was a huge 
success and took only two hours. Around 
Christmas 1964 they reduced the time to 
about one hour and forty minutes. 

Some Fascinating Tasmanian Fly Fishing History
… from Mike Stevens

Clyde Spencer at Lake Chipman, 1965. (Photo: Noel Jetson)
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The Bantams lived up to 
the expectations of these 
adventurous fly fishers and 
they enjoyed many trips into 
Tasmania’s Western Lakes. 
Transport to the start of their 
journeys was in Clyde’s VW 
Kombi van. 

Noel Jetson’s Bantam can 
be seen at the Trout Fishing 
Museum at the Salmon 
Ponds at Plenty. The BSA 
Bantam at the Australian Fly 
Fishing Museum belonged 
to Clyde Spencer. It is shown 
in its original state and 
Clyde claims it would still 
run. His backpack and rod 
accompany the motor bike.

Clyde passed away in 2021. 
He was 93 years of age.

Clyde Spencer’s Kombi in the Western Lakes 1966. (Photo: Clyde Spencer)

Noel Jetson and Vic Haye at Bradys Lake in 1956
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The Event: The weekend for another 
annual Victorian fly fishing heavy 
weight clash between the VFFA and the 
Bairnsdale FFC.

Dates: Arrive Friday August 2 (or 
Saturday August 3) and depart after the 
trophy presentation on Sunday, August 4 

Travel: You are responsible for making 
your own travel arrangements to and 
from the event. 

Fishing locations: Lakes in the Ballarat 
area (Wendouree, Hepburn, Newlyn) 

Fishing licence: A current Victorian 
licence is required. 

Mobile phone: Coverage should be good 
in most areas. 

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

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

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

Weather: Could be mild, cold or very cold 
(be prepared for anything). 

Accommodation: Depending on numbers 
likely to be in cabin/s in a Caravan Park, 
or arrange your own.

Catering / food and drink requirements: 
Friday evening dinner – somewhere 
in Ballarat (restaurant/pub/sporting 
club - to be confirmed) or self-catering. 
Self-catering for Saturday and Sunday 
breakfasts (to be confirmed) and Saturday 
and Sunday lunches (to be confirmed). 
Saturday evening somewhere in Ballarat 
(restaurant/pub/sporting club - to be 
confirmed) or self-catering.

Sleeping requirements: Bring own 
bedding and towel (to be confirmed). 

Cost: Pay for accommodation and 
evening meals on Friday and Saturday.

Event Registration: 
To assist with planning please contact the 
Event Co-ordinator ASAP to register your 
interest.

Event Registration Form (ERF): 
Please send a completed and signed copy 
of the ERF by email as an attachment, a 
photo by text or a hard copy via the post 
by Tuesday, July 30. Obtain your ERF 
from the VFFA website www.vffa.com.au 
or pick one up at a General Meeting.

Event Co-ordinator: 
Peter Clayton 
Mobile: 0438 219 538 
Email: petergc@bigpond.net.au 
Postal address: 
8 Bentleigh St., Shepparton, Vic. 3630

Date of this Notice of Event: 
June 26, 2024

Notice of Event - 
2024 Bruce Whitehead Western Lakes Weekend
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Lessons from two weeks at Sydney casting 
schools …

Let me share with you what I've learnt working 
every day with fly fishers just like you.

• When practicing your casting you simply 
MUST WATCH AND STUDY every single 
back cast

• Casting on the correct trajectory or alignment 
is gold. This means that any backcast MUST 
BE ALIGNED WITH THE FORWARD 

CAST. The angle or trajectory of the cast 
should suit the distance we are casting. So 
a close target demands a high backcast and 
lower forward cast. A longer target requires 
a slightly lower backcast and higher forward 
cast. Never should the backcast be anywhere 
near the ground!

• Maintaining line tension is as important as 
the previous two points - perhaps even more 
important! NEVER LET THE LINE FULLY 
UNROLL IN ANY DIRECTION or it will 

Peter Hayes – champion caster and highly skilled angler

Peter Hayes on Casting
Casting Stuff
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kick, lose energy, drop from gravity and be 
easily moved out of alignment by the wind.

• If the line straightens then you are too late 
with the timing. You have lost tension.

• Make sure you ease into the opposite stroke 
while the line still has a foot or two left to 
unroll. Learn to 'catch' the corner. Don't let 
your fly line head butt the wall then have to 
turn around and move off in the opposite 
direction from a standing, static, start.

Lessons from Lefty Kreh

Learn to watch your loops!

Nine times out of ten people don't watch their 
back cast. The back cast is often the biggest 
problem. Get it right and the forward cast 
becomes a no brainer. The greatest barrier to 
your improvement will be your inability to 
study your backcast loop.

So don't just watch your backcasts - study 
your loops. You need to study both the back 
and forward casts for loop shape and form if 
you wish to become a better fly caster.

1 Loop Shape - fat, parallel or tailing? Fat- has 
the loop got a convex or domed top leg and a 
concave or sagging bottom leg?

Parallel- are the top and bottom legs parallel?

Tailing- is the top leg dipping down toward 
the bottom leg, crossing over then rising up 
again?

2 Width - is it two feet wide or eight feet wide?

3 Trajectory- up at 45 degrees or horizontal or 
30 degrees down? The back cast and forward 
cast should be absolutely opposite each 
other.

4 Tracking- did you aim the back cast opposite 
the target line? Pick front and back targets 
that are opposite each other and aim your 
loops at these.

5 Unroll condition- was it half unrolled when 
you moved into the forward cast and you 
heard a crack? Was it fully straight when you 
commenced the forward cast? This is wrong 
too. Was it fully unrolled and dropping due 
to gravity as well as being blown out of 
tracking alignment by the wind?

Peter Hayes demonstrating good casting technique to clients at his property in Cressy, Tasmania
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The Bairnsdale Fly Fishers’ Club 
conducted its end of season weekend 
at Mitta Lodge Omeo over the long 
weekend. It was a beautiful weekend in 
the High Country. Air temperatures were 
in the low teens and fine, sunny, windless 
conditions confronted members. 

On the other hand, water temperatures 
were around 6ºC, which is about normal 
for this time of the year. The Mitta River 
and its tributaries were flowing low, 
with little recent rain and no snow on the 
mountains. This system relies on Lake 
Dartmouth to provide spawning brown 
trout at this time of the year. From our 
observations, the fish have not yet run up 
the rivers. Exciting the fish to run requires 
rain, highish water, and preferably some 
really bad weather. Thus far this year 
these conditions have not transpired. 
Hopefully it's still not too late.

It has been noted that the fishing has 
deteriorated steadily since early autumn. 
Apart from a few schools of small, flighty 
fish in the Bundara River, few fish have 
been caught over this period. It has been 
a poor grasshopper season too, so we 
guess that the trout have found it more to 
their liking in the lake.

Members thrashed the river to a foam 
using mainly upstream nymphs and 
downstream wets. Only a small number 
of fish were caught, with the biggest 
being a brown of 1.25 pounds caught on a 
Green Woolly Bugger.

The highlight of the weekend was a visit 
to the newly opened Tapas Bar in Omeo. 
The food was sensational and quite 
reasonably priced. It was accompanied by 
a cheeky Shiraz with a spectacular 60 year 
old bottle of Rutherglen Tokay to finish 
off the night. All good bonding stuff!

The End of the Season
... by Mrs Simpson

On our Last trip I landed 30 trout in the 
size range 4 – 8 lb. But Mum’s the word. 
We don’t want the locals to know I am 
learning how to fish Poolburn, since they 
are not as successful! Needless to say it is 
a superb brown trout fishery. Please don’t 
mention my name. 

By the way my son has transformed the 
old Poolburn Pub. It's now the Poolburn 
Adventure Hub with five new rooms 
with en-suites. Also a cafe. It runs as an 
Airbnb with great meals and a 100 year 
old bar. Quite a few trout fishermen in 
the know stay there. Manorburn nearby 
is also a superb rainbow fishery. Equally 

famous but it’s a bit more challenging to 
get there. You must have a boat. 

You can fish from the shore at Poolburn, 
which is an easy 30 minute drive from the 
pub. Manorburn is a touch further. Quite 
a few VFFA members have stayed there 
over the years. I spend two weeks there 
in January/February and November each 
year. 

Of course they are all closed now. 

Cheers Ian and Munlika

Ian Williamson at Poolburn (Otago, New Zealand)
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We’re fishing lakes and reservoirs these days as the rivers are closed, so big wet flies 
are a good choice. The Cormorant is one of these, and it’s a fly we have featured in 
December 2020. But Richard Kos, our fly tying specialist, has been busy tying some 
variations and has offered these as possibilities for members fishing stillwaters and 
looking for flies that are fairly easy to tie and which will catch fish. 

Cormorant flies do not imitate a specific invertebrate but are a suggestive pattern 
that look like they 'should be’ food! 

A magazine writer said: “Cormorants are a competition angler’s favourite. Their 
slim profile makes them one of the regularly used trout lures by top anglers. There 
are many variations and in some form or another are a must in every fly box. 

Cormorants are versatile flies that can be fished in a variety of ways. They can be 
fished almost static on a floating line to resemble a buzzer or similar aquatic insect, 
or they can be retrieved with a slow figure of eight as a nymph or fry, or they can be 
fished on an intermediate or sinking line and pulled back at speed. 

The original pattern was simply a thin body of peacock herl with a small wing of 
black marabou about 50% longer than the body. Modern Cormorants now often 

FLY OF THE MONTH
The Cormorant

(again)

Fly of the Month

Mick Huffer’s Cheeky 
Cormorant

Davie McPhail’s Quilled 
Marabou Cormorant

Kossy’s Olive Cormorant
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have a holographic rib, a goose biot cheek, and some kind of fluorescent dubbing or 
thread to act as a hot spot or trigger point. Cormorants lend themselves very well to 
little tweaks, so we can be creative and add in some flash or cheeks until you find out 
what works best for you. 

Materials for a basic Cormorant: 
Hook: 	 Wet fly hook in sizes 8 to 
	 12 (Kamasan B175, or barbless 	
	 option Hanak H200BL)

Thread: 	Black 6/0 or 8/0

(Tail: 	 Optional – Bronze Crystalhair)

Rib: 	 Fine red lurex or clear fine 		
	 nylon line 

Body: 	 Peacock herl	

Wing: 		 Black rabbit fur or marabou 	
		  blood quills or black Zonker 	
		  fur on smaller patterns

Cheeks:	Medium orange holographic foil or Mylar, with the rear cut at an angle

Tying Notes: 

1.	 Put the hook in the vise and run turns of thread from just behind the eye to just 
before the bend of the shank. 

2.	 Tie in a short length of red lurex for the rib and three good quality peacock herls 

3.	 Wind the three herls around the shank back towards the eye to build up the body. Tie 
in the herl and trim away the waste. Leave a suitable space behind the eye for tying 
in the marabou wing. 

4.	 Wind some open turns of the lurex towards the eye to construct the rib. The lurex 
should be wound in the direction opposite to the direction the peacock herl was 
wound so that the rib doesn’t sink into the herl and get lost. Tie the lurex in and cut 
away the waste. 

5.	 Tear a generous quantity of black marabou fibres from a feather and place them on 
top of the hook shank. Adjust their position so that the length of the wing they form 
is about 50% longer than the body of the fly. Tie them in firmly on top of the hook 
shank. (Marabou fibres are much easier to work with and manage if you wet them 
first before tying them in.) 

6.	 Build up a small black head in front of the wing, then whip finish to complete the fly. 
A small drop of head cement will also help make the fly more robust. 
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VFFA 2024 meetings & other activities 
July 
2  Tuesday	 Fly Tying at the Botanical Art School of Melbourne – 7 pm
18  Thursday	 Lunchtime General Meeting – 12 noon at the Kelvin Club:
	 (Speaker – John Pilkington)
21  Sunday	 Casting at the Red Tag Casting Pool, commencing at 10:30 am
	 (Certified Casting Instructors will be present)
31  Wednesday	 Council Meeting – 6pm at the Kelvin Club

August
2 Fri - 4 Sun 	 Bruce Whitehead Trophy competition between members of the VFFA 

and members of the Bairnsdale Fly Fishers
6  Tuesday	 Fly Tying at the Botanical Art School of Melbourne – 7 pm
18  Sunday	 President’s Casting Day at the Red Tag Casting Pool, 

commencing at 10:30 am
21  Wednesday	 Council Meeting – 7pm on Zoom
28  Wednesday	 Annual Dinner & Auction - 6:30 to 10:30 pm
	 Speaker – Cam McGregor
September
3  Tuesday	 Last Fly Tying session at the Botanical Art School of Melbourne – 7 pm
7  Saturday	 Trout season opens again for Victorian rivers
19  Thursday   	 2023 Annual General Meeting commencing 7:30 pm - a Zoom meeting
22  Sunday	 Casting at the Red Tag Casting Pool, commencing at 10:30 am
25  Wednesday	 VFFA members visit Millbrook Lakes for some early Spring fishing, 

10am till dark. Event Co-ordinator - Lyndon Webb  (0488 555 724)
25  Wednesday	 Council Meeting – 6pm at the Kelvin Club

October 
6  Sunday	 Annual trip to Thorpdale to fish the Latrobe Valley Fly Fishing Club’s 

stocked dams as guests of the Latrobe Valley members
17  Thursday   	 General Meeting – 7:30 pm at the Kelvin Club:
	 Annual Auction of fly fishing books and equipment
30  Wednesday	 Council Meeting – 7pm on Zoom

November 
8 Fri – 10 Sun	 Annual Trip to Warrnambool
21  Thursday 	 General Meeting - 7:30 pm at the Kelvin Club:
27  Wednesday	 Council Meeting – 6pm at the Kelvin Club
December
13  Friday  	 Christmas Dinner at the Kelvin Club

VFFA 2024 meetings & other activities


