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Werner (my partner for the day) took one look and commented the river looked as lively 
as battery acid, a sentiment with which I agreed. The first run was flowing out of two 
stands of parallel trees that meant wading was far from optional and a fairly committed 
plunge into waist deep water was required to even get a cast in. This was another warning. 
It does not occur often that one fights to let the other guy fish first, but it was so cold and 
looked so dead it took some time for one of us to volunteer to take the first go. Werner was 
into the river and instead of following, as I normally would to spot fish and lies for one's 
fishing partner, I hung back. I could hear Werner's breath hiss involuntarily from his lungs 
out of pure shock as he hit the water and I knew this was going to be a harsh day. 

Dressed in nothing other than felt-soled wading boots and shorts (believe it or not, shorts 
are warmer in these conditions) it was evident that once we reached waist depth the 
presence of ladies back at the hotel would be of academic import for several hours. 

As the day progressed and lower limbs were numbed by the anaesthetising water 
temperature, the cloud lifted a little to reveal snow on the mountains around us. We caught 
some fish, although not a lot and most of them on little midges that were hard to see and 
even harder to tie to the tippet with frozen fingers. 

We lasted until about three in the afternoon and headed back to the hotel, the promise of 
fires and warm showers beckoning. The heater in the car had just enough time to warm 
the interior on the short journey. We congratulated ourselves on having comfortable 
accommodation to look forward to and what tremendous foresight we had shown in this 
regard and yet we never considered bringing waders. I think that although I do own some 
neoprene, stocking foot waders that could be used and would fit inside my wading boots I 
will never take them on these trips. Wet wading is part of the package. Cooked breakfasts, 
hot showers and taking female companions were evidence enough that we were letting 
our standards slip and wearing waders even once might be the final straw. Some lines 
should never be crossed and perhaps this is one of them. 

So rain or shine, practical or otherwise, we always wade wet. For the most part it makes 
sense and in the middle of the season it is more than comfortable to take a swim to cool off 
a little. But in the early and late season one needs to harden one's soul, try where possible 
for dry spots from which to cast and, if all else fails, pray for numbness to set in quickly to 
avoid undue pain. 

It sometimes seems a little silly but then fly fishing seems a little silly most of the time and 
I have no intention ofletting anyone think I could be sane ... there is no telling what they 
might expect of me were that the case. 
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