MICE ON DRUGS!

There’s a rumor going around that it’s a mouse year in New Zealand.  Well, as far as I’m concerned it’s true.  When we unlocked the door of the old scout hall in Middlemarch yesterday,  Peg and I walked in on a friggin’ mouse rodeo.  The little bastards had been having their way for some time.  Judging by the evidence,  and by that I mean mouse shit, urine, and rubbish, there must have been quite a number of them.  They’d chewed their way into everything in the place and some of the damage was clearly more than just a search for food.  It was evil.

I blame it partly on drugs.  They’d chewed open a couple of bags of espresso coffee and it looks like from that point they went into a frenzy of wanton,  caffein-fueled vandalism.  They defiled all the food cupboards, chewing, crapping and pissing all over everything they could reach , chewed  the fighting butt off a pet fly rod, the seat out of a pair of rubber rain pants, completely destroyed a fleece jacket and a whole bag of clothing,  camped in every pair of shoes and boots, attacked  my fly tying kit and ate all the beeswax,   and shredded just about every bit of paper in the house.  This was no ordinary mouse deal.  More like a rampaging mouse bike-gang.

So, it’s war.  I mean total.  No mercy.  I’m tooling up for a search and destroy campaign.  But make no mistake, I haven’t lost sight of the implications for fly fishing this season. This is the first year we’ve had a mouse problem at the scout hall, so the signs look good for it being a mouse year http://www.bestofnzflyfishing.com/articles/mouseeatingtrout.html  .  Apparently the mice population explodes when there is a lot of Beech mast for them to eat. 

I’ve got a bunch of Whitlock style Mouse Rats http://www.microlures.com/Product_img/MIC2.jpg  all ready (maybe not quite so ridiculous as the one shown here – what’s with those big googly eyes?) after the first reports from Paul that it looked mousey out there.  So, I’m good to go.  If it’s true that it’s a mouse year,  the big trout really get onto these critters and pack on the beef.  They get that hog backed look to them after a few weeks of mouse feeding and they don’t screw around sniffing at your flies but charge out from the banks with  bloody intent.  So, between  the trout and me, I’ve got the little bastards surrounded.  Revenge!

