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ONE


THE EARLY BIRD


THE HERON LIFTS off, ceding his position in the pool with a harsh croak of frustration as you arrive. Wraiths of mist are rising from the river’s surface as the first grey light of dawn brings the Castle Pool into muted focus. You sit on the bench to study the water and consider your fly choice over a cup of tea. It is 6 o’clock in the morning.


Choosing a salmon fly is always more of a matter of faith than the haphazard scientific reasoning governing your trout fly selection. Your eye skims over the Willie Gunns, Ally’s Shrimps, and Blue Charms, finally settling on the Posh Tosh. To my mind an unfortunately named fly for a sport with connotations of exclusivity as embedded as salmon fishing’s. Nevertheless, it feels right for the morning light and the hushed water, so you swallow your pseudo-socialist hand wringing and tie it to the end of your leader with a grinner knot.


Wading in at the head of the run, knowing you will be the first to swing your fly through the storied pool that day, is exciting. Being the only human on the river, with the half-seen sploshes and plops transmitting a hidden energy through the lifting mist, your senses are sharpened, and you feel alive. You are alone but sense there are other presences in the river with you. An actor posing a question to an unseen audience in a dramatic soliloquy. Your first cast lands the fly in the riffle streaming behind a partly submerged boulder near the far bank. The whole scene seems so heavily laden with the expectation of a bright silver fish materialising from the shelter of this rock to take your lure that it never fails to amaze you when the fly swings through the run untroubled.


Your heart rate slows as you find your rhythm, casting and stepping downstream towards the deeper water as the conflicting currents coalesce into the body of the pool. You pick your way between familiar boulders, breaking the routine only to check the fly has not picked up some weed, and taking a moment to swim it in the water flowing past your feet. It looks deadly as it swims upstream, a Chartreuse body glinting seductively under a dark wing, with the visual contrast of the hot, orange jungle-cock eyes. You would approve even more if only it didn’t have such an appalling name. Nevertheless, if you were a salmon you would eat it. Perhaps the king of fish demands a posh fly.


As you fish on into the calmer water, the expectation of a fish diminishes, and you begin to focus less on your fly and more on your surroundings. You chart your progress down the pool by the ruined masonry of Roxburgh Castle jutting up like teeth from the steep overgrown hillside behind. Only an arched postern door reveals it was once a defended dwelling place. It is when you are in line with this feature, paying no attention to your fishing whatsoever and casting on autopilot, that the line is suddenly wrenched through your fingers into the swirling water of the Castle Pool. A heavy fish shears off downstream, seduced by the Posh Tosh, pulling your line with it and putting a pleasing bend into the #7 rod. Heart hammering, you slosh out of the river to fight the fish on terra firma. Keeping a low profile, you fumble with your drag as the fish holds adjacent to you in the stream. Try to ease yourself downstream of it to use the current to your advantage in the fight. A glimpse of turning silver, more coppery through the lightly stained water. A thrash on the surface, then the fish bores deep again.


You decide it is time to face the inevitable guddle of trying to assemble your landing net, which is slung, folded in two, over your back. First it must be unslung then it must be swung so the handle is locked into place. Sounds simple, but attempting this manoeuvre with one hand with an angry salmon attached to your other is tricky and nerve-wracking. Predictably, folds of the net become tangled in the handle’s hinge, provoking much cursing and grunting. Eventually the net is fully deployed and submerged in the reeds in the margin. Now, with both hands back on the rod, the fish can be levered cautiously upwards towards the surface. A compact fish of perhaps 5 lbs obligingly slides over the waiting net and your third-ever salmon is waiting patiently in the water of the river’s edge for you to remove the Posh Tosh from its jaw so it may continue its spawning journey.


You notice the fish is more coloured on one side than the other, an almost pinkish sheen overlying dull yellow, with a patch of fungal infection beginning to eat away at its tail. It seems as if only one half of the fish acknowledges we are now into autumn. Never mind. Holding the fish by the wrist of the tail, you gently turn it to photograph the opposing flank, which retains more silver with bolder ebony black spots. No one will know the difference, and in the photo it can be passed off as semi-fresh, late-summer grilse. You slip it back into the Castle Pool and saunter to the bench for a celebratory cup of tea. It is 7 o’clock in the morning.


One of the unexpected advantages of fatherhood for your endeavours is that the strict, austere routines of having a baby imposes lend themselves to making an early start on what few days you are able to spend fishing. Before my first daughter Polly arrived, the prospect of a 6 a.m. start to my day’s fishing would have been fanciful. For one thing, I would have been too far over the blood-alcohol limit to safely drive myself to the river even in the unlikely event I had found myself conscious at such an unholy hour.


It is well known that salmon and sea trout will often move by night, taking up holding stations by day in new pools further upstream. The early bird is therefore often rewarded by simply being the first to show his or her Poshest Tosh to the new restless fish in the pool.


That morning I felt entirely satisfied with my efforts, and, after my celebratory tea, left the River Teviot before the first of the morning’s Association members arrived. I cannot pretend that fatherhood has turned me into a more regularly successful fisherman, but perhaps I’ve become a more functional human being. I was able to reflect that this was a fish I would have been unlikely to catch had I not been a dad. Thanks, Polly.




TWO


BIRTH OF A FISHER


This moor is an open hand,
The palm lined with streams.


In winter, on the frozen land,
Tweed’s Well shows up as green.


In summer when the upland dries
The source is flowing free.


A clear spring will always rise
While Tweed runs to the sea.1


TWENTY-FIVE YEARS prior to that salmon and many miles upriver, deep in the hills of the Scottish Borders, a 10-year-old boy is fishing an upland stream by dusk. The burn in question is the Kale Water, a tributary (via the River Teviot) of the queen of Scottish salmon rivers, the Tweed.


The River Tweed, for me, is a special river since it is interwoven with my life and – of more importance and interest for this book – my fishing life. Every pool, run, and riffle is steeped in fishing folklore and legend as it winds through the rolling hills. One of my fishing heroes, the venerable master W.C. Stewart, described the Tweed and its tributaries as ‘a field for angling unmatched in the kingdom’.2 The streams of the Tweed catchment tumbled into my childhood, imprinting a connection with the land and the creatures living there. They carried learning and the ancestral traditions of the craft I needed to fulfil my bloodthirsty purposes; the long fermentation had begun. The river captured my imagination as a young boy living on its banks.


That evening, a quarter of a century ago, my younger self would have been found at Towford, high in the Cheviots, near to where my Dad took me to watch badgers emerge from their sett in the crumbling hillside. Open land, rough grazing, bracken and gorse festooned with tufts of sheep’s wool. Seldom visited shepherds’ country. The Kale, here just a good leap wide for a 10-year old, winds alongside a pot-holed single-track road past old shielings and tumbledown drystane dykes.


My companions were schoolfriend John, a.k.a. ‘Hedge’, and his mother Dot, a gentle, outdoorsy woman (imagine a female Paul Young of Hooked on Scotland fame). Dot was an influential figure, both for lighting the beacon of my interest in fishing and for showing me the kinds of places it was right and proper to cast a line. I was being indoctrinated into an enticing world for a youngster, full of bits of shiny gear mingling with the smoke from a campfire cooking a tin of baked beans and dog sausage.


I had come equipped: a small, inflexible, yellow spinning rod, possibly of plastic or fibreglass, with an integrated plastic reel. I was fascinated by the mepps spinners, silver with blue spots, one with a pearlescent sheen, a tiny gold one, and one with a red and green flash. Each had its own compartment in a little plastic box which closed with a satisfying click. They were alluring and worthy of such a pursuit. The gear had been assembled from the last unsold stock from my grandfather’s erstwhile fishing tackle shop, McDermott’s of Ashington in Northumberland. Every trip to his garage gave the impression of stumbling upon a puzzle waiting to be unlocked, a treasure trove of unfathomable rods, cute plastic squids, savage looking hooks, and manly sou’westers, musty and tactile.


YOUR FIRST FISHING trip is always an auspicious one, especially when you’re a child up past your bedtime. We are in the dwimmer light of high summer. The hour of bats and soft, darkening blue skies with the last gilded bars of cloud silhouetting the hills to the west. Hedge, nearby, is busily waving a rod he calls a fly rod; there is the sense that his method is a more advanced discipline within the sport, leaving you a little jealous.


We have come to a deep slow pool which reflects the dying light of the gloaming on its mirror-flat surface. The only sign of fish either of us has seen all day has been the lithe, darting shadows of modest upland trout seeking refuge under the banks as we stomped along. Now, even these signs of life are masked by the implacable darkness of the mysterious pool. Hedge whips the water with his fly line. Plop! The mepp lands in the pool and a few cranks of the reel’s handle later it is back at the rod tip. Repeat. Again and again. A bird’s nest of monofilament surrounds the reel seat and handle of the rod, but I’m having too much fun to worry about sorting that out, if indeed I would even have known how to begin addressing a fankle in the gloom.


Unbidden, implausible, and jarring, the mepp stops amidstream, a living creature erupts from the stillness of the pool and the soft night.


It leaps vertically towards the sky and hangs in the air at eye level, almost within grasp, the embers of the setting sun gleam in its turning flank as it drops back into the pool. It is with a mixture of numbness, anguish, and relief that I realise the line was savagely broken during that single leap and I am no longer connected to the wild thing conjured from the depths of the still-again water. Later, there are feelings of guilt around leaving the mepp in the fish. Slack-jawed, I am consoled by Hedge and Dot who assure me it was a good fish, the equal perhaps of the evocative Grail of the 3-pounder Hedge caught trolling in the remote and exhilarating-sounding (if, to a 10-year old, unreachable) Loch Sionascaig.


In 1653, Izaak Walton famously wrote: ‘As no man is born an artist, so no man is born an Angler.’3 I returned to the tents in the gathering dusk, quiet and awed. As the first stars blinked out over the Cheviots, I naively thought myself reborn a fisherman. As Walton suggests, there was much to learn. But then again, there always will be.


Twenty-five years on, the image of that fish, momentarily unveiled, suspended mid-leap in the air, retains a sharper focus than most of my other childhood memories. Years of my eroding mental faculties – hastened by the regular abuse of alcohol, at least in the time before becoming a father – have ensured that. Indeed, I recall it more clearly than many of the fish I’ve successfully landed since. The old-timers say that this is often the case with the ‘one that got away’. Was it a sea trout, nosing its way by dusk up to the spawning redds of its birth in the headwaters? Was it a small summer grilse? Was it, as Dot thought, the wily old brown trout resident in that one canal-like deepening of the Kale? More likely, it may simply have been a trout round the 1 lb mark, a good fish from such a small burn; yet nothing to match the elusive ‘once in a lifetimers’ swimming through the stream of your imagination. But the mind’s eye is a better fisher than a heron, and therein lies some of the joy of the passion which took hold of my mepp and me that night.




THREE


A ONE-CAST EVENING


YOU HAVE COME to the slow curving glide above the 19th-century stone bridge crossing your home water. It is a pool which has enticed you now for several seasons. A glassy bend and a deepening of the river providing habitat for larger fish in the thin, clear flows of early summer. The glide on the concave bank is invitingly overhung by scrubby beech and hawthorn, with further shade for the lidless eyes of trout and grayling afforded by the stately old Scots pines a little higher up the bank. The convex bank is a tempting gravel bar, gently shelving up into lush pasture.


You have come for a second consecutive evening session, the primary objective being to tempt the single large trout, resident under the overhanging beech, you rose twice last night. You also briefly connected with the same fish last season, a fleeting dalliance with a size-18 Griffith’s Gnat. A flighty and tricky trout with an uncanny awareness of danger. The type of fish you can only become accustomed to in the intimacy of familiar home water.


This kind of intimacy does not simply extend to knowledge of individual fish. As the seasons pass you become ever more in tune with the river. With the way in which an extra six inches of water can alter the drift of your fly as it bobs back towards you along the seam between the riffle and the calmer holding water of your favourite pool. Or how your heart quickens upon arriving to see just enough of the distinctive boulder protruding amidstream to tell you the river is flowing at a good height for salmon fishing. Legendary Borders angler John Younger, the St Boswells cobbler, wrote: ‘Every fisher succeeds better on his own river than a stranger, from his local knowledge of the depth and eddy, rock and gravel, of every cast, pool, and stream.’4


Your knowledge of the rhythms of the countryside also grows; you notice the changes of the bankside plants, the behaviour of the river-dwelling animals and birds. This understanding connects you with the river and its surroundings, becoming a much better guide to where and when to fish for what species than the customary ways people have developed to mark the passing of time. A softer, more natural antidote to a world where every appointment needs logged in the digital calendar you view through an internet connection. Event reminders set for 15-minute intervals, marked with irritating electronic buzzing, seem trivial compared to the quiet suggestions and clues you can pick up from a riverbank if you know where to look.


For example, there is a solitary blackthorn bush tucked in by the tail of a long run on the home water. The run is of even depth with a bed of gravel and good average pace to the current, perfect for short-line nymphing. It took four seasons to properly find and identify the bush (which had probably been given a wide berth for fear of its stiff sharp spines snagging the waders). Just after the time of the first frost, it appeared afresh, covered as it was in clusters of dark blue sloe berries. Handfuls were plundered to be steeped in gin. Conveniently, the harvest of the sloes also signals that the grayling thriving in the adjacent run are coming back into peak condition; muscular, twisting silver bars. The time of year is tinged with a little nostalgia since grayling are better pursued with heavy nymphs as opposed to the more graceful art of fly fishing with a floating line, but you still want to catch a fish. So aesthetics are ruthlessly brushed aside.


Before the sloes, deep purple blackberries materialising in the briars and the appearance of red hawthorn and rowan berries signal that autumn is beginning and the back-end run of salmon will be underway further downstream in the catchment.


In midsummer, the chance of a bright, fresh sea trout, given a spate, is marked by the ripening of the raspberries along the Old Drove Road.


Or, as in this evening, the emergence of the large dark olives corresponds with the elder trees blossoming into their creamy white heads. If you time your evening dry fly fishing to take place within the first fortnight after the appearance of these fresh, white elderflowers of late spring, you can’t go far wrong for a decent hatch. If you pick the flower heads to make elderflower cordial, you soon learn the best of both the flowers and the large dark olive hatches will be over by the time the heads turn yellow and become infested with blackfly. This is the type of obscure knowledge you pride yourself on possessing. It makes you feel more of a sense of belonging to an interconnected web of meaning than the significance you can draw from remembering your internet banking password while taking your lunch break.


You are fishing an evening session not through choice but necessity. The middle-aged angler may empathise with an unfortunate inverse correlation offsetting increased fishing skill (doubtless aided by deeper pockets for gear, permits, transport) against an ever-diminishing allocation of time available to actually justifiably spend fishing. It is a mitigation I have been known, uncharitably, to offer when outfished by younger anglers. This contrary relationship, possibly peculiar to the middle-aged parent-fisher, has led to ‘smash-and-grab’ sorties, for example during the baby Polly’s naptime or, as with tonight, in the lighter early summer months, after she’s been put to bed. The key to the ‘smash-and-grab’ is, no matter how tired you feel, simply to force yourself to go, to trust in the river to revitalise you once there. A full day’s fishing is a more completely immersive experience, but needs must, and the benefit of the summer evening session is putting you on the river when the trout are most active, and your reaction times are undiminished by a previous eight hours’ fishing under an unforgiving sun. True, the demands of family life may have diminished them yet further, as with yesterday evening when an over-eager trigger finger snatched the dry fly not once, but twice, from the aforementioned fish. However, since we are anglers in pursuit of a ‘perpetual series of occasions for hope’,5 you choose instead to believe the fish will still be rising in the same place, with increasing confidence as the dusk gathers along with the large dark olive hatch, and this time you will react with the accuracy of a kingfisher.


Another positive of the shorter session is that your gear can be pared down to a bare minimum. For an evening’s dry fly fishing, the 9 foot #5 casts more accurately than the other rods at your disposal; a lighter model would doubtless serve better but would put another unjustifiable dent in the bank balance. A spool of 3 lb nylon, a small box of dries, ancient Rimfly reel, water bottle, camera, a few small tubs of various anointments you now superstitiously believe you can’t fool a trout without, and a small landing net with the satisfying magnetic release are all stored in or on the sling pack. From pulling on the waders and grabbing the sling pack out of the ‘man cave’ (recently infiltrated by the recycling bin at my wife’s behest), you can be on the river within a short five-minute drive. If all this sounds idyllic, the counterpoint is the long morning commute to work in the city. This is the penance I imagine most fishers must accept for the privilege of living by a reputable trout stream. It seems that trout like cities even less than I do.


The rusty-coloured, large dark olive spinners are catching the evening light like dust motes as you tackle up, well-concealed at the foot of a Scots pine on the steeper bank commanding a broad view of the glide. Every now and then a saffron-yellow may dun is enchanted from the pool, providing a visual contrast to the more numerous large dark olives. With satisfaction you mark what appears to be the same fish rising under the beech leaves, tight to the near bank where you expect it to be. You pause to watch the rise forms and pretend to yourself you know exactly which stage of the hatch the fish is preoccupied with, before tying on the same Soft Hackle Dry fly6 which interested him yesterday evening.


Honed by months of practice creeping round the house to avoid waking the baby, you slip quietly into the river, well upstream of the rising fish, and ford it to make your approach from the gently shelving side offering a clear back-cast. Wary after the experience of many failures in the same pool, you keep a low profile as you move down the bank, at times crawling, to prevent your silhouette on the skyline spooking the fish. You slip back into the river and, very slowly to avoid sending revealing bow waves across the pool, feel your way over cobbles slimed with early summer algae to take up a midstream position maybe 10 yards downstream of the rising fish. The whole process to this point has taken around 40 minutes, and you know one bungled cast could put him down.


You wet the leader to make sure it will sink from the moment the fly lands. You wait for the fish to rise again to get your mark. You wait. He rises just under the leaves where you expect. Several false casts downstream away from the fish to lengthen the line, then you pivot to pitch the fly upstream over the fish. A sense of fatalism helps in this instant, born of innumerable bungled casts, flies caught in trees, and fish which scrupulously avoided your counterfeit. You have found that adopting such a stoic air of nonchalance helps relax the casting stroke in these situations and, illogically, often delivers a better presentation. It’s not as if you’re depending on this fish to feed your family, after all. Guided by this notion (and doubtless a healthy slice of luck), the fly drops, for once, like thistledown in under the overhanging beech and begins to dead drift back towards you, the partridge hackle trailing a convincing ‘footprint’ of an insect trapped in the surface film. All worldly stresses, pressures, and woes are in that moment subsumed within your focus on the few wisps of feather and fur tied to a hook drifting on the surface of the river. One or two seconds of dead drift pass with glacial speed before a deep boil at the fly results – this time – in a solid connection to a fish you immediately recognise may set a new high-tide mark in your craft.


A cracking beautifully marked brown trout immediately leaps out from under the overhanging leaves and then runs directly downstream towards you, causing a surge of panic as you momentarily lose contact. Two voices break into your mind. The first is that of your departed childhood fishing mentor and old friend Dave Watson (of whom we will hear more later) urging your teenage self to ‘Get it on the reel, like ye ken!’


Obediently, you frantically crank the handle of the old Rimfly reel and regain contact with the fish, now holding downstream of you.


The second voice is the altogether less helpful advice of the local tackle dealer who’s recently advised you, during the purchase of a spool of nylon, that ‘It’s easy to hook a big Tweed trout on the dry fly, less easy to land it!’


Given that this was the first decent fish you’ve hooked on the dry fly on your home water after many seasons’ endeavour, you are loath to consider that actually landing it might be the hard part. Two further spectacular jumps set the adrenaline racing, and for a moment you are concerned the trout is going to surge out of the pool altogether. Your net is clenched between your teeth since, in your eagerness, you have unfastened it too soon only to realise you will need both hands on the rod and reel for the fight. Luckily, the fish becomes tangled in a clump of ranunculus in the tail of the pool, enabling you to shuffle over to it, unclench your teeth to release the net and scoop the fish up. You move to the shallows to admire the trout: broad shouldered, yellow bellied, with aquamarine flashes on the gill plates, richly spotted in black ringed with pearl. At 17 and (an important) half inches, it is your largest home water trout to the dry fly, around 2 lbs, give or take a few ounces.


You release the fish back to his home under the beech tree, and pledge to leave him in peace (at least for the remainder of the season). The olives continue to rise like a haze of smoke over the river in the late golden light. You tackle down, entirely satisfied and with no further urge to fish or do anything but enjoy the surroundings. A one-cast evening, a fishing haiku. To continue would risk overcomplicating the moment, distilled from many near misses and frustrations.


In a form of karmic recalibration, you inexplicably lose your landing net on the way home, probably driving off with it on the roof of your car, the fate of a variety of your belongings over the years, especially if distracted by midges or trout. Nonetheless, you feel satisfied some cogs have finally shifted within your fishing mechanism; a new advanced base camp has been attained. Like the duns moulting into spinners, your metamorphosis into a fisher of dry flies is complete.




FOUR


WELCOME FLAT


DAWN TOUCHES THE serrated edge of the mountains overlooking the Copland Pass in the South Island of New Zealand. Far below, on the valley floor, we retrace our steps 10 kilometres or more downstream; our destination, the tiny dilapidated Architect’s Hut.


Two weeks previously we’d climbed this same trail, flanked by the turquoise blue of the Copland River. The trail winds through steaming temperate rainforest, swelling from the wild Tasman shoreline of the West Coast. Green so verdant it is nearly luminous. The subtle light of home is replaced by a sharp, direct UV glare, rendering the landscape in the bright primary colours of a child’s painting. At the trail head is Welcome Flat Hut, the last homely dwelling before the ice and rock of the Southern Alps.


My good fishing friend Frank, also handy with a guitar, once wrote a lovely song in celebration of this place called ‘Breathe Slow’, acknowledging the calming atmosphere he found when he visited. As Frank’s song alludes, arrival here is like reaching the meeting point for the branching capillaries of a vast green lung, gently circulating tranquillity.


Five years before Polly’s birth, my wife, a Kiwi called K, and I lived at Welcome Flat for a fortnight, courtesy of a voluntary arrangement entered into with New Zealand’s Department of Conservation (more familiarly known as DOC). We were engaged in honest and wholesome work such as digging drainage ditches, and trapping stoats and possums. The aptly named Welcome Flat Hut is a two-storey timber-framed chalet, all the more welcome for the three natural hot pools converging near its foundations. Thermally heated sulphurous water mingles with warm, oozing, magical mud. It is a rejuvenating haven from which to recover from the long hike to reach the pools and gaze on the sparkling saw-toothed ridge of snow-capped Alps high above. I’ve certainly stayed in worse howffs.


When the side creeks flooded the trail, trampers (as hikers are known in Kiwi) could not reach the hut, and for days we luxuriated in the solitude of the setting and the simplicity of doing a lot of not very much at all. Lives forcibly slowed to a pace governed by the sometimes torrential rain convected from the Tasman. Our company was the characterful keas, green mountain parrots visiting the hut looking for food and mischief. No one was coming in or out. Even the German tramper who’d chopped his thumb with the wood axe was resting up after my gruff attempts at first aid, enjoying a book chosen from the small library in our Hut Warden’s quarters.


Sitting with my wife and reading by the pot-bellied stove during these periods of enforced inactivity were some of the closest moments to peace and contentment I’ve found in this life. Two practical concerns, however, were not conducive to my new-found state of backwoodsman zen. The first was that our supply of food was running low. All our stores had been packed in at the outset by a combination of helicopter drop and Shanks’s pony. The last of the fresh food (salami and under-ripened avocados) had been eaten days ago. The whisky had gone on the first night in a regrettably exuberant session toasting the stars from the hot pools. All that remained were dour, dry staples: dehydrated mixed veg, couscous, and dried onion flakes. The second linked irritant was that there were no trout in the vicinity of the hut in the brawling upper Copland River. This had not been part of my original plan.


I had been spared the ignominy of blindly fishing a fishless section of river by the hardy DOC ranger who’d shown us the ropes at the beginning of our internship. She advised me that trout can’t access the upper river. Normally I’d have ignored, dismissed as a nay-sayer, or taken as a challenge to my (then extremely limited) angling prowess anyone who proclaimed a stretch of prime-looking river to be fishless. However, our introduction to the ranger in question involved her arrival after nightfall in the one-horse town of Fox, in a battered ute7 with a boot full of freshly caught kawaii (a sea fish I’d signally failed to catch when previously living in New Zealand). These she proceeded to smoke both for our dinner and as provender for the hike into the hut on the morrow. Based round all this, I reasoned that she knew her onions.


Ruefully, therefore, I had left our fishing gear at the midpoint of the trail, under the floorboards of the staging post of Architect’s Hut. Here, the river was broader, deeper, and – I hoped – might be home to some of the stunning brown or rainbow trout for which New Zealand is renowned.


The gear comprised a 9 foot #5 fly rod, bought in Taupo in the North Island several years before, which had returned to the land of its origins for this working holiday. It had previously caught few Kiwi trout of note, since (whether through ignorance or stubbornness) I had yet to adapt my fishing style from the ‘down and across’ wet-fly methods which had served adequately in the rivers and lochs of Scotland where my angling apprenticeship was served. As an afterthought for this trip, the tackle armoury had been rounded out with a cheap spinning outfit picked up from a hardware store on arrival in Christchurch. Allegedly for K’s use, I’d already pressed this rod into active service several times as we travelled across the South Island, frustrating myself with the fly and, in desperation, launching ironmongery at the unyielding antipodean trout.
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