Rudolph is delicious

Yeah I know, I decided to travel when the whole of Britain was in a state of highest alert and all our Airports were in chaos: armed police lurking around every corner and tight restrictions on hand luggage. More accurately, no hand luggage, just a small clear plastic bag for a few coins, keys and passport. It also meant no camera bag and no camera. Yeah right – like I’ll put that in the hold!
At security, I found the restrictions meant I had to dump a few more little things. How dangerous are indigestion tablets? Rennies of Mass Destruction?

Once inside security I could, of course, buy more indigestion tablets and whiskey and matches and paper tissues. Working out why I could buy and board the plane with the components of a Molotov Cocktail but two indigestion tablets constituted a security risk kept me entertained for at least 20 minutes. 

The current security measures seem to me to be handing a minor victory to terrorism. Without actually doing anything more than planning and buying hair bleach, suspected terrorists have created chaos. And we celebrate, waving our little plastic bags in the air. 
Lapland is quiet - oh God is it quiet! Rajamaa [www.rajamaa.com/] is 200km into of the Arctic Circle, many trees, many reindeer and not many people: ideal habitat if you happen to be a grayling and they thrive! Ideal habitat if you happen to be an angler.

To a UK angler Grayling fishing often means heavy nymphs. I had a week fishing Jesper’s Last Years Favourite, renamed The Purple Ugly, a big bold purple Klinkhammer. The type of fly Paul would tie if he could work out you don’t attach dry fly hackles by the tip. Tied to be tough (plenty superglue) tied so I can see it (big fluo pink wing). A buggy imitation, hints of …? Ummm well, I sort of hope there’s nothing like that in nature. 

Jesper, my guide and fishing companion for the week, has a favourite phrase, “Cast to that streamline and make your own hatch.” We did and it works! 
Dead drift is important. First drift no reaction. Second drift a small fish tries but the fly literally pops out of its mouth. Third drift and The Purple Ugly drifted downstream, proud and high, until it vanished in a splash and a fit sleek grayling.

There’s little on no hatch happening, a few very occasional mayfly and small stonefly flutter about. Too late in the year, low water, high temperatures, take your pick it could be any of the above. But, those fish are ready and willing to feed, rarely a reaction to the first few drifts, then action.

Now remind me – this is work! (I can hear an editor somewhere croaking “Take pictures, make notes.”)
Yes I did eat reindeer. Stewed and smoked Rudolph is very tasty indeed – Santa eat your heart out!
Magnus

