West Country Brownies.

Before leaving for our annual trip back to the 1950’s, aka Budleigh Salterton, I somewhat anachronistically Googled Fly ‘fly fishing in Devon’. There is no shortage of choice but Crediton Fly Fishing club caught the eye with day tickets at £15, or £30 for five days on a choice of several miles of wild brown trout fishing in Devonshire streams. 
As we were staying with friends there were some social niceties to observe in the form of breakfast and dinner. My host, Ken, would play golf and the ladies could do what ladies do. The agreement therefore was to squeeze in three daytime sessions. Not ideal perhaps but a balanced approach keeps everybody happy.

As a coarse fisher for fifty years I am a recent convert to the side of the angels; fly rod, reel and line last Christmas. Experience is limited to ten sessions on the VAC trout section ticket ( best ninety quid I’ve spent for years) so I was relying heavily on a bit of reading, useful advice from the proprietor of the Crediton Fly Fishing store and native animal cunning. 
Ideally I should use a 7’ 6’’ , 3/4 weight rod so I was “over-clubbed” with my 9’, 6 weight, but I splashed out on a pair of chest waders to avoid the inevitable soakings.
First session, I arrived at the river to find flies, exactly matching my imitations, popping through the surface film and then almost immediately sinking into a black swirl as the fish gorged themselves. Perfect. I’m in heaven.
Back in reality, nothing. Certainly no flies emerging, not that I could see, but more worryingly no fish either. Of course, I should have spotted it, “owt for nowt”.
So Plan B, I was going to have to work at it. The rest of the session is a happy, hazy blur of wading ungracefully, cramped and  restricted casting, flies in trees and, of course, ‘the moment’, the rod went over and, in the parlance, I was ‘in’. Having reached the big six this year times like this become more significant, and as someone wrote before “this is the only day of my life when I will catch my first wild brown trout”. It wasn’t big, it wasn’t even small, but it put a bend in my rod and the pump beat faster.

I went on to catch about fifteen brownies over three sessions, most caught on nymphs in the deeper water. In the last session I resolved to fish dries, come what may. Should have done it before. There was still no appreciable activity but I suppose natural curiosity and a free lunch bought the fish to the surface. I had my biggest fish that day, stretching the tail it went eleven inches and seven eighths. Big enough for the pan – but not this time.
Chris Jennings

CFFC
www.fly-fishing-club.co.uk
Crediton tackle shop

www.fly-fishing-tackle.co.uk
Also worth a look. Both organizations will send out useful booklets.
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