THE CLAVE

So here’s an early report on the South Island Clave here in Middlemarch.  (My card reader appears to be balking so pics will follow on the photo thread a bit later on after I get it working again).  We had a great turn out with people from all over the place.  Some new faces showed up and we started some of them off on their fly fishing journey.  A couple are sure to be serious loopers and will be posting on the board in no time.

We did some serious casting out on the playing fields and Bumcast led a session on trout presentation casts.  A bunch of the hard core went fishing so drifted back around lunchtime.  Chris was totally wrecked from no sleep the night before and wandered back and forth from the shop across the street for cans of red bull, which kept him more or less awake until dinner.  The rural ladies laid on a terrific spread and Ronan finally got a square meal, then we ran a great programme of FF films including The Man and His Fish, starring Ronan himself. Carl and I delivered an exciting (for us anyway) slide talk on our WA trip last year and then we segued into some more cicada tying sessions. We had a big cicada session on Friday night and we all tied more or less the same fly, except for Badger, whose foam cicada defied belief). 

This morning we’re having a big pancake breakfast  then heading off for some fishing. The weather looks perfect for it, clear and bright.  Campfire and BBQ pissup at the scout hall tonight.  The goat looks worried.

