Curses foiled!

You want a few days salmon fishing? Norway in June is a good bet unless they have the hottest June on record; Mediterranean temperatures melt snow, flood rivers for a week or so then bake them dry. A trying week in Norway. 
You know the deal, use your experience, call on the wisdom of other anglers, get a few mates in on the act. Yeah, for sure, that’s the time and place – certain to meet fish there and then.

Fish in brilliant sunshine, knowing that salmon can’t run in water this low and fish already in the river are busy seeking cool depth and shade not even slightly interested in flies. Fishing that challenges the soul - persist when all instincts say “ Pointless, go to the pub!”
So, for a day or two, relieve the frustration by exploring and fishing places you might not normally visit. You hear of a river; call it Mystery River R (In best Sexyloops tradition I don’t want it plundered, I intend to be back there soon.) 

Large upwings pepper the surface: a scatter of paler yellowish bodies, twin tails and clear wings then more with brownish olive bodies, darker wings and three tails.

Rising trout target the sparse hatch: small fish snatch and flick as they turn; rings ripple from deep calm gulps. Near the margins a dorsal fin and tail break the surface more than a foot apart, a blunt nose bulges the surface taking one then two dayflies.
Push through trees to the water, slide down, boots gently feeling for the firm river-bed. The margins flow glassy smooth and clear, wading pulses warning upstream to shy fish alert to hunting mink and stooping osprey. Tough fishing, tiptoe wading, precise casting to spooky trout in clear water, we caught very very few – damn I’d rather be there now!

We washed up on a gently sloping beach facing a deep fjord on the last night. Our last gasp, a secret sea trout mark. Unfortunately, the sea trout didn’t know the secret - imaginary fish! We caught Pollock, which was fun.
Magnus

