Drag-up Fever

Boy, have I got it bad!  I’m winding up my affairs here in Scotland http://members.aol.com/scothist/scotland.html, making ready to head for the southern hemisphere.  Got all kinds of paperwork to get sent away because I’m emigrating to Australia.  Setting up a base in Perth, Western Australia, and a forward position on the South Island of New Zealand.  So most of my stuff is packed up and given away or sitting out in the street, and I’m kind of pacing around the place waiting for something to happen.  

I can’t wait to get to Middlemarch http://www.middlemarch.co.nz/ again.  I don’t know what the fishing has been like but if I get things sorted out here I’m going to move my departure date forward by a week or so.  Not much sense standing in an empty house watching the rain run down the window panes.  The daylight goes by four o’clock and weather here in Scotland has been really crap.  My tackle is just sitting there on the floor, and could have done some grayling fishing but the rivers are all over the banks.

I’m going to miss Scotland, and especially my fishing pals here, but they’ll all be down to NZ before long.  Pyko has already had a taste of it and is hankering for more.  Paul is already into full combat posture  http://www.sexyloops.com/articles/article1.shtml down there, so that just makes it worse to be stuck up here in the dark and rain. Luckily for me, he mostly sticks to those back country streams, where the fish are all big and you really have to get there before anyone else to get a shot at them.   That’s a tough game, but someone’s got to do it.  Sure hope my truck starts.  At least I’m fairly certain it hasn’t been painted pink http://www.sexyloops.com/picofday/pinkpsycho/pinkpsycho1.shtml
