RITUAL

Opening day has come round, at last.  We’ve been anticipating it for what seems like months.  I don’t know what really, because it’s usually a bit of an anti-climax.  I mean, the brown trout haven’t recovered from spawning yet, and are usually a bit gaunt.  They won’t be in condition for a month or more after the hatches get going and they get some feeding.  The rainbows are worse.  They’re still in spawning mode and are either kelts or still on the redds.  A lot of guys go after them while they are packed into a few of the tribs down here, and the numbers of fish I some of these streams is remarkable – but it’s a bit too easy and kinda dumb really.

Some of the back country streams don’t open for another month or two, and that makes more sense to me.  But it’s hard to think of no opening day in October.  Winter has been long and you want to get onto the river, even just to see what’s happening. So we’ll go. 

Most of the streams are blown out by a big rain and snowmelt, so I reckon they won’t be in shape for the 1st. Buddhachu and Bumcast will be just back from a kingfish trip up at the north end of the country.  Carl will go home for a few days first, to be with his girls, but Si already has his trout gear packed and expects to head straight down to the river once he’s off the plane.  Is that a little nuts, or what?  Chris has a bum shoulder and won’t be fishing.  I’m still too sore after my car crash to do much more than watch and take photos.  But we’ll go. 

I’m looking forward to suiting up and walking along the river, even it’s just a ritual. Who knows, maybe someone will get the first fish of the season and we can all go back to the batch and get warm, and drunk.

