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Fishing the rises


At Stonecutters there was again evidence of the fire-blackened earth of our previous trips. Trees were coming into bud and new leaf and weavers were frantically going about their nest building and courtship. The Herons were still there, hesitantly going about their daily rodent patrol.  Certainly the fishing was good and as ever the dams and river were well-stocked with rainbow trout. 


The Dorps river has its origins in Dullstroom and on the Stonecutters property materialises from beneath thick undergrowth and an ‘avenue’ of big trees on either bank, as it winds round the foot of a deceptively high hillock.  Almost a mountain! For the energetic, a hike to the plateau at the top rewards with spectacular views. We sat for a while at the foot of this hill on the wooden deck our hosts had constructed over the river at the entrance to the fishable water, coffee and muffins in hand courtesy of the excellent kitchen at Stonecutters.


The fine dinner of the night before and a good night’s sleep in luxurious accommodation making us ever more eager for the sport ahead, we checked our gear and made ready.  The lure of the river, the unknown of what is to be revealed round the next bend always beckons, no matter how often the route is covered.  We were about to climb down from the deck when the loud splash came.  Looking over to the first pool in the direction of the sound, evidence of the rise was now confined to the ever increasing circles on the surface of the water. This first pool – a narrow one – features a natural granite landing, sloping gently into the water on the north bank, before opening out into a wider deep weir which offers only a brief check on the water, before it trundles down some largely inaccessible rapids.





Our approach to the pool was through calf high grass, with grasshoppers making good their escape from our intrusion in all directions. One misguided insect landed on the water, and bang, another morsel delivered on a plate for the expectant fish.  We resolved to try to replicate this by casting a dry fly onto the grass overhang on the opposite bank, in the hope that it would bounce off the grass and fall onto the water.  That was the theory at least!  Most of the river banks are manicured grassland but the backdrop of trees on the approach to the water here made conventional casting difficult without getting snagged, so we had to resort to casting away from the water, through a sizeable gap in the tree canopy, and rely on the back-cast over the water to do the trick.  Ordinarily this is not difficult, but when the accuracy is as critical as this plot dictated, then experience gives way to learning.


It's easier to make mistakes and learn when you don't have a critical audience standing in judgement, and when the only other folk around are learning just as slowly, and making almost as many mistakes, pride gives way to enjoyment.  








 "We wish to reproduce as nearly as possible the effect of the insect as it floats upon the stream; to deceive trout that have had enough experience of flies and of fishermen to make them a bit shy and crafty."


~ Theodore Gordon, 1914 ~
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Gus Mason is an experienced fly-fisherman who was able to marry his passion for the sport to his ability as a sales training facilitator: His course “Fishing For Business” engendered in many a delegate a newly awakened interest in trout fishing. Many of these courses were held at Stonecutters Lodge in Mpumalanga which offers superb accommodation and conference facilities as well as two dams for fly-fishing clinics. But river fishing is Gus’s first love....... 
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My first two casts got snagged in the tree line, with no effect on the water. My third attempt cleared the gap in the trees, with the back cast presenting the DDD perfectly to a clump of overhanging grass half way up the opposite bank. It bounced off the overhang, plopped onto the water, up popped a trout, and the game was on. The ploy only worked once, but the satisfaction at having so successfully replicated nature’s pantry, fixed a smile on my face for a good half hour.





After the first pool the river settles down to an interesting assortment of runs and beats and bends and riffles and pools, all the way through to the opposite extremity of the property.  About two miles of it! It is a meandering river with great character, manicured banks in some places easing gently down to the water’s edge and it draws me again and again to Stonecutters.  





Following the pools and riffles downstream in the now bright morning sunlight, we came to a sharp bend in the river, as it turned from the open savannah surrounds, to hug a tree lined embankment.  The water swirled in a little eddy as if in confusion to this sudden change in direction.  The bits of leaves and seeds and other debris on the surface of the water racing one another round and round in ever decreasing circles, before being sucked below, to emerge somewhere further downstream.  What a perfectly natural food source!  I tied a #12 Adams on and presented it to the still water just beyond the eddy.  Slowly the fly moved in towards the swirl, and just as it started to accelerate, bang!  I had a fish on!  No hesitation!  These little wild trout in the river are far more spontaneous than their still water compatriots.  More smugness!  Oh how gratifying to be able to reason like your quarry.  I was reminded of Ted Leeson's penning of " . . . the miracle of the rise of a trout to a dry fly."





And so on to another pool where in the past my efforts had been richly rewarded. Not a hint of anything living in the water, but lots of terrestrial activity.  The liquid song of a Golden Oriole, still unseen, could be heard patiently calling out for some response from a prospective mate perhaps, whilst a little Sunbird, flitting industriously from blossom to blossom, was 'peening' it's anvil in a rhythmic ping, ping, ping.  As we turned away from the river to make our way back to the lodge where a hearty breakfast would be waiting, any doubt about the existence of life in the pool was allayed by a simple, silent rise.  A goad to return again to this haven!
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Book a Fly-fishing Package at Stonecutters Lodge- 


Call Reservations on 013 235 4225 or 083 375 0132


 








