The Whisky Talking

I was having a Macallan here at the old scout hall, fire’s on, listening to my favourite music and getting, you know, fairly mellowed out, when I came across this photo of my partner Mag on our first trip to New Zealand (POD).  It was taken down on the Mataura, and she had just landed this nice brownie. She looks good, huh? My old sweetie. A keeper. We’ve been through some changes, I can tell you. Actually, we were going through one of them when that picture was taken. Survived that. Still has that red fleece jumper too.  We call it Red. It’s become kind of precious over the years, the way things do. Good fish spooker. I can’t remember just what year that was. Time flies. It doesn’t really matter because everything changed after that.  I knew where I wanted to be.  Or rather, I knew where I wanted to dig in. For the duration, so to speak.

I thought at the time that the South Island was a lot like Alberta was back in the sixties, when I had pretty much the run of the place and there were very few fishermen around. It was good. There’s maybe more anglers in NZ now than there were in Alberta back then, but for all the pissing and moaning about it I don’t run into many of them.  Lots of room. Lots of fish for everybody.  

Damn, that’s good whisky.

We’re just getting into our new season down here.  Carl and I will try one of our favourite lakes next week. Unlimber the pontoon boat.  Try out our new flies.  Get pissed at night, shoot the shit. John and Dougal are heading south, want me to join them. The following weekend, Ron and I will head up a local river, see what’s what. Maybe go out at night and shoot some dubbing. Maybe Simon will join us.  Good times and good pals.  My brothers say they might be coming down from Canada for the cicada hatch.  If they do that’s already a good year shaping up.

My pals in Scotland will be thinking about grayling about now.  Hope the rivers are in shape for them.  Scotland’s an old country, unlike New Zealand.  I mean, old culturally.  Real old. The cities and pubs and roads are old. Even the fishing’s old.  Lots of tradition, lots of lore.  Still lots of room, though.  I hope they’re all doing good and they catch some grayling in those old rivers. I hope they get down to NZ soon, too.  The last best place.  The meter’s running, boys.  Let’s get to it. Don’t defer anything.

