The River Ver- Hertfordshire’s Hidden Gem
The River Ver, runs its course quietly from its spring in Markyate, through Redbourn and St Albans and onto where it joins the River Colne near Bricket Wood.

I wonder sometimes that this is possibly an almost ‘forgotten’ river, overlooked by many anglers as too small, or not having enough fish worthy of fishing. There has always been talk of Wild Brown Trout in the river. I always knew there was a very small head of them, perhaps only just enough to support the population all of which, due to the nature of the small stream being very small with the occasional fish of perhaps 1lb.

However, as I thought of doing this, it was time for school exams and therefore wasn’t able to continue this quest until my studies had finished. However, after my exams, I decided the best place to start fishing the Ver would not be at Moor Mill, but rather at the stretch of the Ver at Redbournbury fishery. You May ask why? I was aware that the owner, John Dunkley, had an almost mini ‘conservation’ scheme with trying to provide an ideal habitat for them. He even had a population of Mayflies delivered to allow the Trout breeding there a good source of food.

The owner asks you to call before fishing the river as he limits his ‘beat’ (haha) to 2 anglers per day. So, the night before I call to check for availability and I was told I was the only one due on the river that day! Yes I thought, half a mile of river to fish all to myself!

The owner warned me that fishing was not easy, especially in the height of the summer and moreover, it was an extremely difficult stretch to fish technically! These characteristics I love in a trout river, it makes you work for your reward and when you get into a fish you appreciate it a lot more!

So, on Wednesday 12th August, I finally decided to go fishing on the Ver at Redbournbury. I had been watching the weather for some days to assess when the best day would be to fish. The weather had been consistently very warm for perhaps a week or so now. I looked for a day with some cloud and to be cool. Wild Brown Trout aren’t the most obliging feeders in hot weather, my thinking was, that on a cool day, the water temperature would drop a bit and the wildies would spring onto the feed!

I got out the car, set up my favourite 6’ 6” Greys Streamflex 3weight and put my waders on. Before wetting a line, I walked the half mile stretch twice to assess A) If there was any obvious hatch, B) How ‘technical’ this stretch was going to be and, C) most importantly if I could spot any fish!
The stretch of river available is a very interesting stretch. You could divide it into 2 obvious sections, the top half, narrow fast and gravel bedded. And also the bottom half, wide sluggish, shallow and silty. After walking the stretch twice, I had seen just 5 fish, 4 Wild Brown Trout all around 3-6oz, and an escapee Rainbow of perhaps 1lb 8oz or so. All of the Brownies were on the top half, with the Rainbow at the very bottom of the stretch.

I thought that I’d start at the bottom of the stretch and work up the river. At the bottom of the river are 2 pools, on the bottom pool (Where I started) I decided to get into the water to wade. I found a nice shelf on the edge with a small streamer plant on a bit of gravel. I was always told that when you wade a river you don’t know; always get in on the gravel as this is where the river bed is easiest to walk on and the river bed is the most stable. First step in, WOOOOSHHH!!!!!! I fell through this deceptively thin layer of gravel right through into silt! This wasn’t just upto my ankles, nor to my knees but I sank to over my waist!

Some say that silt is a bit like sinking sand in the sense that the more you pull against it, the more it squeezes against you! Fortunately however, the path at the side of the bank was very narrow and there was a fence post from an adjacent field just within arms reach, so, after perhaps 5minutes of clambering I finally got out!
‘Subtle’ were the first words that shot to my mind after getting out, inevitably this spooked the bottom pool for at least an hour! So I changed my plans and started fishing at the top of the river stretch. 

Fishing at the top of the river was hard! When the owner said the stretch was technical, I knew what he meant! No back cast, bushes overhanging on the water, water gin clear. Even when I crept around like a church mouse, it was almost as if the fish knew I was coming and shot off long before I came. On the upper stretch, perhaps 50% of the swims were limited to Roll Casts, 30% limited to catapult ‘flicks’ with perhaps just 20% of the spots allowing a backcast, bearing in mind I was using a 6’ 6” rod, and still wasn’t able to do a backcast, this is how technical the upper stretch was. 

Sadly, for the first 2 hours they were completely unfruitful.

At 11:30am I decided to go back to the bottom pool in hope that a fish may have moved back into the swim. Fortunately, the bottom half backs onto fields allowing a good backcast ( When I got there, there were no fish, so I moved onto the next pool up. I found the Rainbow again, even though I was specifically there for wildies, I was getting frustrated so I cast to it, it turned its nose up at everything I cast to it. Starting with Pheasant Tail Nymphs, then onto Gold Ribbed Hare’s ears, then onto Caddis Flies, then onto Shrimps, then onto Greenwells Nymphs, it wasn’t having anything. I gave up trying to catch that fish. As I gave up, I sat down on the bank, and just watched the water for 10mins. SUDDENLY, from the next pool down moves in a Brownie! This wasn’t a small parr either! This was a specimen of perhaps 3lb or so! He was moving through the pool and I didn’t have time to change my fly, so I was stuck on the last fly I had used when I had tried to catch the Rainbow. I had a weighted Orange Shellback Shrimp on. I cast it out it was a perfect cast, it landed perhaps 6” upstream from it, by the time the trout was by the fly, it had sunk precisely to the level of the trout in the water, and, without any hesitation so this monstrous Brown Trout engulfed the fly! Careering off downstream, I had little say in the fight, I was using a 3wt rod, although its superb for the technical stuff, it has no and I mean NO backbone to it. After 3minutes or so of a very one sided fight, the trout ran me into some dense reeds on the far side of the pool and then SNAP, the line pinged! I was using 4lb Drennan Flurocarbon, and although I doubt the fish was 4lb, it fought SERIOUSLY HARD! Hard enough to break a line heavier than the weight of the fish!

For the next hour or so, I sat and watched these 2 pools for any activity, sadly, apart from that Rainbow I saw no more brownies. 

By this time it was about 1pm and the heavens opened, the wind picked up and made casting impossible with a 3wt. Quite literally impossible! It was 1:30pm before the wind had died sufficient to allow me to cast again! I still was sat at the side of this pool and the disturbance from the rain had bought a couple of trout out of the reeds.

The 3lb’er had returned, but this time with a friend, a smaller Brownie of perhaps 1lb-1lb 8oz. I cast first to the Brownie and he had evidently learned his lesson and shied away from the fly. I quickly swopped my flies, put on a size 16 Goldhead Black Pheasant Tail Nymph and cast out again. Again, the biggie still was edgy about the fly and left it. However, his little friend wasn’t edgy and shot over and smashed into the fly, it then took of like a Ferrari! This time it went upstream, however, upstream is a mini (and I mean mini!) weir, perhaps 1yard wide! He had fought against the current, came to a dead end and I slowly bought the fish downstream and landed him! ‘Yes’ I thought! Not only was it the first Brownie of the day, but also without doubt, my biggest ever Brownie! Out came my little Samson Scales and it tipped the scales at 1lb 6oz! This was my p.b. by 1lb 2oz! Below is a picture of the fish (
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Sadly, the landing of the fish spooked the bottom 2 pools for the rest of the day, so my last couple of hours were to be spent on the upper stretch.
With my polaroids on, I crept around as if were a sniper waiting for my next quarry to target. I soon found this small hole on the far side of the bank where a small wildie of perhaps 8oz was grazing. Since it was grazing on the gravel, I thought it’d be best to put on a small shrimp and I catapult flicked it out, and, without any hesitation, it took the fly, however, at that time, so I was bitten by an insect took my eyes off the fly, and missed the fish. 

I then worked upstream onto the next fishable spot, blindly, I flicked a fly out and as soon as it hit the water so a small trout came out of nowhere and took the fly. I had the fish, but as I lifted it up to unhook it, so it shook itself off the hook and swam back into the river. 

I continued to work the small hidden tucked away spots but again to no avail. 4pm came, and I had a phone call from my mum to say she was on her way to pick me up, so I worked my way back to the car. On one of the last swims I went to, there were 3 Brownies sat mid current each between 1lb 8oz-2lb 8oz. I crept up on them hid behind a bush and cast out, most annoyingly, as I cast a bit of wind picked up and caused my little DT3F line to land heavily onto the surface sending the trout off each in a different direction.

However, on the very last spot I fished, I saw a small trout rise. It couldn’t have been more than 6oz and, at this stage, I was on the ‘last’ cast of the day and couldn’t be bothered to change my fly. At this stage I had a size 12 Goldhead Flashback GRHE nymph and I cast to the spot, immediately, so it took the fly, taking only the short tail, I continued to retrieve it and then right under my feet as I was about to take it out the water, so it decided to take it ( On my last cast I managed to wangle a small wildie of perhaps 6oz. It was a nice end to a super little day.

The price of a day ticket is £15 paid on the bank, it’s a nice little stretch, and however, Redbournbury fishery is messy so you do often see the bright orange clay pigeon shooting discs on the banks and occasionally in the river itself.  

There are without doubt more Wildies in that river than many people think, they also grow to a size bigger than most think. VAC own a stretch of the Ver at Moor Mill which contains the beast, which in the next few weeks, I’ll be down there trying to catch!

It’s a very underfished super little river! Any fly fisherman looking for a most enjoyables day fishing should seriously consider the Ver. 

Fisherman do not realise that on there doorstep is a super little river which has not only a good head of Wild Brown Trout, but also sizeable ones at that! Definitely worth a dabble (
