
 

  
 

Welcome to all , 
 
Since our last newsletter we have had the first round of the school holidays  for 2011 , 

the Easter Break  and the Labour Day weekend to hopefully get some time to chill out 
and wet some flies.  

 
Also since the last newsletter my wife a nd I welcome a new addition to the family,  a   
camper trailer and we set about preparing the new addition, now name d ñMurphyós 

Lawò, for itôs maiden voyage. The Labour Day weekend was chosen for the test run 
with the destination to be the Main Beach Carav an Park on the Gold Coast. Not far 

from home, close to shops if on the run changes needed to be performed on the 
camper, yep, that should make the inaugural test run easy.  
 

As things panned out the sequence of events that led up to and occurred during th is 
weekend would fit the bill well in any ñRussell Coight Great Australian Adventureò 

episode. In fact if the story I am about to share with you doesnôt raise a giggle then I 
suggest some form of professional intervention maybe  required.  
 

Things started to go a touch pear shaped when I came down with a solid dose of the 
flu that I am sure would have kept Pharlap in his stable  at cup time . Also t he weather 

forecast lent towards further catastrophic  ñLa Ninaò conditions for the planned time 
slot . In the back o f my mind I was thinking that the forecast may not be that bad and 
at best a slight drizzle would help season the new canvas. As we drove out of the 

driveway the drizzle kicked in. As we headed south towards the Goldie the windscreen 
wipers were switched f rom intermittent to continuous slow. By the time we reached 

the Mai n Beach Caravan Park the wipers were going flat chat.  
 

For those of you who are not familiar with the principles  of Murph yôs Law, principle 
number one says ñStuff Happensò and trust me it d id. You see it was on the trip down 
that I realised that I had forgotten to pack the camera  bag. Now for those who know 

me  that is the equivalent to heading off to the Texas Steak House with and empty 
bell y and leaving your dentures in a glass beside the b ed.  I am afraid the mobile 

phone camera does not cut the mustard with me.     
 
Well after infecting all the staff at reception at the caravan park with my dreaded flu  

we drove down to assemble the camper trailer  which by the way  was designed by the 
same gen tleman who invented the  ñRubik Cubeò.  As luck would have it  darkness fell, 

but we  were  rewarded with ample light as nature turned on a light show .  While 
running around wet with metal tent poles  waving around like a fly rod in a tuna chase, 
I was hoping t he weather gods didnôt try to dry me out by  using me as a lightning 

arrestor. One other good Samaritan  came to assist. He also is an electrician but I 
think it may have been the stubby in his hand that may have clouded his judgement.  

Yes we did get the c amper up, no we didnôt get fried, no he didnôt put the stubby 
down at any point in time and no he didnôt spill a drop. 
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As is often the case the conditions the  morning after a storm were  clear and fresh 

and all those flies that I had t ied to cast along t he beaches at the Spit were ready to 
go. That was until I hooked up the water tap to the van and made a cup of coffee. My 
first thoughts were that there must have been a massive fish kill at Hinze Dam. The 

water tasted like Indian tonic water and smelt lik e decaying lawn clippings.  
 

Hell , no coffee. The decision was quickly made to head over to the Australia Fair  
shopping centre and grab two 10 litre water bottles at $5 each, bargain. It was also a 
chance to grab a few extra extendable tent poles as the spa re tent poles that I had 

purchased from Super Cheap before leaving didnôt make it through the first night.  
 

When we returned to our car armed with fresh drinking water  we noticed a ticket 
under the windscreen wipers. Turned out we had not read the fine pr int on the one 

hour parking sign properly and the drinking water had gone from $5 to $55. Stone the 
crows , could have got two bottles of Bundy at that price . 
 

As Murphy stated, stuff happens so we  licked our  wounds and made tracks for the 
camp. While waiti ng at the traffic lights on the trip home I heard the sound of a 

continuous car horn close by. Poor bugger must have a fault y car horn I thought, but 
no. It seems that the pressure from both his hands on the horn button was the real 
cause. When the horn st opped he jumped from his car and proceeded to pound the 

crap  out of the car behind me. He seemed desperate to gain the attention of the 
driver in the car behind us who by the look of things had locked all the doors  and 

windows  in an attempt to survive . Wit h that the door opened in the car behind us and 
the scene turned into one from Jimmy Sharmanôs boxing tents with the two 
contestants bouncing off many of the cars that were waiting for the lights to change.  

 
Lucky we were the first car at the traffic ligh ts and as soon as the lights changed we 

escaped the blood bath and continued on our way back to camp. I commented to 
Annette that I will  be glad to get back to camp, grab the fly rod and have a cast.  Well 
as Murphy would have it, things were not quite that  simple. A few minutes up the 

track we were crossing the Sundale Bridge . It was then that I noticed the tail lights of 
the 4WD Ute  in front of us glowing like ripe roma tomato  and  swaying about out of 

control. It was again time to take evasive action and the anchors went out.  
In what seemed to take forever we managed to avoid the vehicle in front, that was 
until the vehicle behind slammed into our rear and catapulted us forward. Now you 

could smell the fear. I felt another bump as the car behind manoeuvred  backwards 
and then saw him blend into the lane of traffic next to us and do a runner. Great !  

 

 
 

Just the shot to get those unwanted ñfear smells ò out of you r car  



 

Looks like that fly session had been put on the back burner, again.  Once off the bridge 
we pulled into the boat launching area nearby to exchange particulars with the vehicle 
that was in front  of us . It was very humbling to see so many locals come forward to 

render assistance. That feeling quickly evaporated when they all turned out to be tow 
tr uck drivers who were only after a quick buck. Honestly they swarmed on us like 

seagulls to a chip and materialised out of thin air.  
 
Back at camp the thoughts of grabbing the fly rod and wetting a fly were getting 

watered down. The people at the park recep tion were great and jumped on the 
computer to source the details of our insurance company and put us in touch via their 

office phone.  After a brief discussion with our insurer I was informed that I needed to 
lodge a claim ASAP and it would take 20 to 30 mi nutes. As I did not want to tie up the 

office phone for that long I thanked the staff and went back to van.  
 
As I only have a prepaid mobile phone , a 30 minute call  to lodge  a claim was not an 

option, time for plan  ñBò. A family member lived not far from the caravan park  so I 
contacted her to ask if we could use her home phone to sort out the insurance details. 

She was not home at the time but insisted we scamper over  to her house and sort 
things out. On arriving at her house we discovered that the front ga te was locked. I 
had a key to the front door but no such luck with the gate. Murphy again. I 

remembered I had a step ladder that I had brought along to connect the high ridge 
pole on the van annex. Iôll climb over the fence I thought. With Annette holding the 

ladder I climbed up on top of the fence.  The thought had crossed my mind the locals 
have more than likely phoned the police by this time but I worked on the principal 
that they would be more interested in collecting revenue behind their  speed gun s than  

coming to a break and enter  and do real police work .  
 

As I finally made the top of the fence there was a loud ripping sound and I found that 
the new shorts  I was wearing had improved ventilation and lost some of that new 
look. Dam . Inside to the phone.  Once in contact wi th  the insurers and a good 

35minutes later the claim was a done deal. The down side to the conversation with 
the insurance company was that they were quick to pass on the bad news that 

because the dingo behind me had done a runner , I was  up for $400.00 excess 
payments. Well there  goes my stash for Uncle Billys in July.   
 

The cost of  10 litres of water had now risen to $455.00. Lucky I didnôt by 20 litres.  
Did I get a fly session in? No. Our friend arrived home just as we were about to l eave. 

Turned out she had tapped the royal wedding the night before and Annette was keen 
to have a gecko. After many cups of earl gr ey tea, replays of the mop on Eltonôs head 
another look at Thorpie ôs new swim suit that he modelled for the wedding  and  

wond ering how good Kateôs veil  would work to keep the midges off down at the creek ,  
it was time to scoot before dark. After all we now donôt have any headlights on our  

car. We arrived back at camp and the effects of all that earl grey had taken their toll. 
A rush for the amenities was wasted when the code for the door slipped from my 
memory a t  the critical point. Bugger. I consoled myself with the thought that my new 

shorts werenôt as new as they were the day before anyway.   
 

If you have never tangled with ñMurphyò before, count your blessings, he will throw a 
wet blanket over any well planned fl fishing trip. And before you leave home make 

sure you are carrying ample drinking water. The cost of drinking  water down the coast 
is outrageous, $455.00 for 10 litres .  
 

Russe ll, ñTop this oneò. 
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April Club  Meeting  

 
Attendance for the April club meeting was down a tad  with 16 members in 

attendance. I had tried to play it close to the chest that I was doing the talk that night 
but  the word must have slipped out and hence the numbers were down.  

 
With a few of our members in the recovery mode at the present it was great to hear 
that recoveries are progressing in the right direction.  

 
 Planning for outings was first up  and the Inskip C lub Challenge was under the 

spotlight. At present there has not been to many nibbles for the trip north. I 
have contacted the lads at Gavinôs shop to check on their availability and 
referred the  issue back to the chief, Mark H. I was dispatched to find a suitable 

date  on the calendar in June which may fit the bill.  
 

Taking into account our casting day, the Queenôs Birthday weekend, the Nerang 
Club Championship Outing,  the school holidays and the teddy bears picnic we 
were left with the  18 th  and 19 th  of June.  I have forwarded the date change to 

the sunny coast lads and am still low on feedback.  
At this stage the jury is possibly out on this one, and we can discussion the 

options in more depth at the Tuesday meeting.  
 

 The fishing reports were encouraging  from several locations.  

× Mark gave his account of his trip to Moreton Bay with Muz and the tuna 
that came out to play.  

× Vince, Andrew have been into Kingfish, Trevally and Tarpon in the 
seaway.  

× Ezvin and Vince have livened up a few Hinze bass of late.  
× Dean is still stalking the local bream with a fair degree of success.  



× There was a report on the casting weekend coming up on June 4&5. All 

the planning and preparations are well underway with Tom at the helm.  
 
The meeting adjourned for a short break while th e raffle tickets were sold and the 

next session was prepared. We took a closer look  at some of the equipment we use in 
our fly fishing and the focus was on the use of hooks.  

 
I facilitated the discussion on the evening. The value of the input to this dis cussion 
was well received with the experience of so many of our experienced members thrown 

into the melting pot. The input of the more experienced members of the club d id  
much to advance the learning curve of all the members and greatly assists members 

to understand and enjoy their chosen pastime.  
 

Many thanks to all who shared their knowledge on the subject.  
 
                  
 

 
 

Just a tiny cross section of some the items tha t go to make up the big picture  

 

At the next meeting Paul  and I will lead  the di scussion on Fly lines. With Paul ôs 
background and the input from  the group I am sure that many myths will be dispelled 
and the task of line selection will be made much easier. It is also a go od time to let 

people know what your experiences are with new fly  lines that you have purchased or 
gather thoughts on future lines that you are considering buying.  

 
 

                                                                                                     Jeff Christoffel  

 

 



A Pre Easter Trip to Maroon  ï Jeff  Christoffel  

 
Ezvin  had arranged to take the wee k off before the Easter weekend  so the idea of a 

quick trip to Maroon was on the agenda. Murphy had not been kind to Ez that week 
with constant rain and squally winds. A gecko at Willy Weather and then Sea Br eeze 
showed a glimpse of an  opportunity for the Thursday before Good Friday.  

 
Ez arrived earlier than planned that morning only to find me running around like a 

chook with its  head missing getting the last pieces of the puzzle together. With 
daylight stil l a way off we headed up the highway towards Ipswich  and then on to 
Boonah. Well that was the plan, somewhere  in my dyslectic navigational functions we 

ended up on the Rathdowney road and lost a good 40 minutes of first bite fishing.  
 

The dam waters looked  top shelf. A tad overcast, just a zephyr of breeze.  
 

 
Maroon doesnôt get much better than this 

 
We made our way over the weed beds just to the south of the Camp Lakefire 
launching area.  The plan was to work the valleys between the weed patches and 

verti cal walls of the weed beds along the front of Camp Lakefire.  There were not to o 
many signs of surface action so after a few casts we switched away from the surface 

presentations and started prospecting a tad deeper.  
 
It is not that this area does not prod uce any surface action, but rather that missing 

that first touch of morning light on the water threw a spanner in the works.  One other 
factor that was influencing our thinking was that the Barometer on my watch was 

showing 992 . When we left Brissy it was s howing 1012.  This did not fill me full of 
confidence.  
 

Well call it luck, or call it what you like but half a dozen casts later Ez and I were in to 
a double hook -up. It obviously wasnôt 1020, bass a plenty, but who cares. 

 



 
Two healthy specimens  

 

Our spi rits lifted and we worked the area with renewed optimism . There were plenty 
of bumps and shoulders but the bass went tight lipped again.  We worked the 

adjacent wed beds with mediocre success. As midday approached we moved around 
to the western side of Cam p Lakefire to try our luck. This place has Bass written all 
over it but its  potential to produce results can be erratic.     

 

 
The back blocks  

 

Around these picturesque waters there is a healthy distribution of wild life. Wallabies, 
goannas, swallows, du cks, swans and the blue double fly.  

 



 
The blue double fly, fly on fly  

 
We parked the boat between some Banksia ôs that were just out from the shore line. 

The midday sun still had some bight in it and the shade was welcomed as we tucked 
in f or  a bite to eat . After lunch we moved over to a patch of water lilies on the 

southern shore line. After several casts with nothing more than passing interest from 
a few spangle perch we decided to move back to the main basin. It was at that point 
that Ez came up tight on  a solid bass that  played up like a second hand lawn mower.  

 

 
Ez and a healthy bac k blocks bass  

 

 



We worked our way back to the main basin and both managed a few bass here and 

there. The barometer was still in the low 990ôs and the bass were playing hard to 
hook.  I remembered a conversation I had with a very accomplished fly angler, Gordon 
Macdonald. Gordon spoke of the response the bass give to fly and lure presentations 

during low barometer readings. One of the behaviour patterns often displayed by the 
bass under these conditions was that the bass were reluctant to mouth the fly but 

rather  they shouldered the fly in a some what aggressive manner. This response 
would appear more like a get out of my face approach from the bass.  
 

It was interesting to note  that several of the larger bass caught on the day were 
hooked on the right side of the mouth about 15mm back towards their gills. This fits 

in well with Gordonôs comments. If this theory is correct and our experiences lean that 
way, then a higher baromete r reading may see far more bass coming to the net on a 

given day.  
 

 
Ez with anoth er weed bed bass  

 

All up it was an enjoyable day on the water and 9 bass came over the side and were 
released to grow bigger. The bass were all around the 37 to 39 mark and i n good 

condition.   
 

Always look forward to any opportunity to fish this great location.  
                                                                                                 

 

Skagit casting the Huon  River ï Tasmania  
 

I have recently learnt how to skagit cast. Skagit is a form of Spey  casting that loads 
the rod from ripping the line from the water (water tension) as opposed to loading the 
rod with a big D - loop as with traditional or Scandinavian spey casting. This style of 

ñskagitò casting is also known as a ñsustained anchor castò. 
 



The benefit in this style of cast is that it requires little to no back space so the angler 

can fish from any position on the river and not be worried about the trees behind.  
The fly is cast out and left to swing dow n and across until it has reached the end of its 
swing and cast up again. A tip section of sinking line gets the fly down and this can be 

adjusted accordingly. I first saw this casting on some US steelhead DVDôs and thought 
it would be a great tool for fis hing the Huon  River in southern Tasmania where the 

water is fast and the bank is thick with trees.  
 
There were some choices when it came to tackle, you can Spey  cast with a switch rod 

(a pprox 11ft) and it would be very versatile in other fishing situations  like double 
handed overhead casting and single handed casting -  but if you really want the full 

Spey /skagit experience then you should go all the way to a long 13 ï 15 ft double 
handed rod ï and thatôs what I did. The lines for these rods are very heavy, mine is a 

7wt and its 525 grain in a 26 ft head, but just remember there is no false casting.  
 
The first trip with the DH rod was a learning curve, like most things it took some time 

and practise to become half competent with the new technique. A few days on the 
river throwing casts and no action soon had me reaching back for the 9ft rod and 

heading up to the lakes. When the next Tassie trip rolled around I was still determined 
to catch my fish on a swinging fly at the H uon so some pre - trip practice at the mouth 
of a fast flowing QLD river was undertaken to get me ready to hit the ground running 

as soon as I got back to the H uon.  
 

The first day on my return with the skagit setup was also fishless but I did get to 
enjoy that satisfaction of putting out some r eally nice casts and this was a reward in 
its self as only a fly fisherman knows that feeling of finally ñgetting itò with their 

casting. The next day the old man (plastics fisherman) and I hit a spot a little further 
up river and I waded out on a gravel b ar and got back into the casting groove ï this 

was finally the time for me to start catching fish and the first was a nice little brown 
that took the streamer fly with a solid grab, a few casts latter had me onto another 
brownie of a better size that won h is freedom right at the bank.  
 

 
 

Great when it all comes together  

 
The next fish was something that I did not expect but it as a fish that made all the 
effort worthwhile. Atlantic Salmon are farmed in large sea pens in Tasmania and the 

ones that escape ( sometimes in the ir thousands) instinctively head up the rivers  
 

When the fish took the fly it could have just as easily been a rock the line just stopped 
and it was not until a strip strike to set the hook that he began the head shakes and 



then the thrashi ng and then the jumping and the taking of line against the reels drag. 

Landing a fish on a 13.5ft rod is a different ball game but once I had the leader in 
hand it was time for him to take off again ï repeat process ï and finally in the hand 
for a very hap py snap shot. Now Iôm normally a strong advocate of the catch and 

release philosophy but hey ï he was bred in a farm and they donôt last long in the 
rivers anyway. So although he may have done a Houdini on the salmon farmer he still 

ended up in the old man ôs smoker 
.  

 
Now thatôs drawing a long bow 

 

 
 

Cheers  

Taz  

 

 



What ôs on  in June ?  

 
 

 
 

 
Aside from flyfishing, flycasting has become a sport in its own right . I t is challenging, 

great fun and is an activity shared by both men and women.  
 

John Water Austr alian National Grand Casting Champion will be visiting the Gold Coast 
in June 2011 to conduct teaching sessions for both beginners and experienced 
casters.  

 
Saturday June 4 th  John will offer private tuition for $75 per person giving personal 

attention that  will advance your skills enormously.  Bookings are essential.  
 
Sunday June 5 th  is an open day where John will be joined by other internationally 

certified casting instructors to assist beginners to advanced l evel casters. This will cost 
$15  for participant s for the full day with lots of novelty events both challenging and 

fun being planned. All gear will be provided or you may bring your own.  
 
This is to be held at the Gold Coast Rugby Club Fremar St reet , (off Bermuda St reet ) 

Broadbeach commencing at 10 am  until 4 pm.  Full use of the clubhouse is available 
together with access to the staffed bar and a sausage sizzle.  

 
Bring the family they will be well catered for and for the kids there will be touch 
football and an art competition with prizes.  

 
For enquiries  and essential bookings please phone 5564 6660  

 
 

The Nerang Outing  ï ñTrout Tackle in the Salt ò -  12 th  June 2011  

 
The Nerang outing (Trout Tackle in the Salt) is part of our club championship 
programme  for 2011 .  
 

Last year was the inaugural hit out for o ur trout tackle in the salt outing and w hat a 
cracker day was had by all. Most members caught fish , with Bass and Bream making 

up the lions share of the catch.   
 
A few pics of the outing:  

 

 
 

 

Flycasting Clinic 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Brian sniffs out a bass  

 

 
 

Jon and Taz working the deep  

 
 



 
Ma rk D. showing good form  

 

 
 

The target s pecies  

 
Nerang River ï ñTrout Tackle in the Saltò 

Launch, start finish point  ï Boat ramp (Arthur Earl Park, UBD map 37, J2)  
Conditions/Requirements  ï Saltwater, tidal, shaded BBQ area and toilet facilities, 
reasonab le parking space, no problems parking with early start.  

Nominated Species  ï Bream  (Total length of best 3), QLD fishing regulations apply.  
Lines In  ï 05.45 am  

Lines Out  ï 12.00 Noon  
Approved fly tackle on the day:  
Rod -  Maximum 6#, Tippet -  Maximum 6lb, Ho ok Size  -  Maximum #8.  

 
The normal condition s apply  for club championship entry. Please have your 

name in the draw on the web page a minimum of one week before the outing 
to be eligible. Names not in on the night of the draw will be considered as 
fishing the  outing on a non championship basis.  

 
 



 
The Inskip Interclub Challenge  

 
The next club outing is an away event at Inskip Point on the 18 th  and 19 th  of June . 
This weekend is set as a friendly interclub challenge. Fingers crossed that the weather 

gods will sm ile on this outing as this area has the potential to produce some top shelf 
fishing given the right conditions.  

 

 
The  Inskip Interclub Trophy  

 

 
Mark and Rick prospecting  

 
 

 



 

 

 
 

Muz setting the pi ck on the mother of all tinnies  

 

 
 
 

 

 
 

Some of the crew f rom the 2010 Inskip Challenge  

                                                                        

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      



 
 

Accommodation only a stone ôs throw from the ramp  

 

 
 

SEQFFC members with shield  from 2010  

 

Just jump on the web site to find out more on this week end.  
 

                                                                                           
                                                                                     Jeff Christoffel                                                                                                                                                                                    



                                                                                

Russell Coight  Award Nomination s -  2011  
 

This month we  have a couple of nominations. Jeffôs ñMurphyôs Lawò efforts detailed at 
the beginning of the newsletter and also one for Muz, the details of which follow.  

 
Practice what you preach.....  
 

Now we all know that Muz is a mechanic and has been gracious enough on a  couple of 
occasions to demonstrate to those interested how to check & service the wheel 

bearings on your boat trailer. He has even done a few of the club members trailers 
and has also on many occasions stressed the importance of making sure you check 
your wheel bearings regularly so you donôt have any problems.  

 
WELL GUESS WHAT .....  headed up to Mor eton  Bay on Monday 2nd  May to  chase a few 

fish!!! Left home about 4.00am and by about 5.00am found ourselves at the BP 
Service Centre just out of Beenleigh having  a coffee and pondering our next move. Iôll 
let the pictures tell the story.  
 

 
 
 

             



            
 

            
 

           
After all that one small Mack Tuna !  

 



Photo  of  the Month  
 

 
         A classic fish displayed with a classic smile   

    Photo by one of the four  ñMousketeers ò 

 

Fishing Reports  
 

We could nôt go p ast a recent Hinze Dam outing by a few members which is where 
Andrew landed the great 74 cm Toga in the above photo.  
 

 
Question, how many people does it take to display a trophy Toga  

Answer, the four Mous k et ee rs!  


