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gracious in celebrating the success of 
others. And they weren’t all men. Two 
women’s teams were fielded this year, 
from South Africa and Scotland.

What I found was not an egocentric 
pissing contest, but rather a collection 
of great little stories and a real feeling 
of camaraderie. Perhaps the best of 
those stories was the attendance of a 
team from Kiribati. Yes, from Christ-
mas Island in the Pacific Ocean. Yes, 
the bonefishing one. Not one member 
of the five-man team had ever left 
Kiribati, ever been on a plane, ever 
been higher than a coconut tree, or 
ever… ever seen a trout, let alone 
caught one!

Nial Logan, who flew to Kiribati to 
escort them to Tasmania, recounted 
their wide-eyed first plane-flight, the 
car trip through Brisbane on busy 
freeways and a visit to a shopping 
centre where one team member leapt 
off the escalator with three steps to 
go, launching himself into a wall at 
the bottom.

I spent a day with the Kiribati team 
on the Mersey River during one of 
their training days before the comp. It 

was their first experience on a river of 
any kind, and a fascinating day for me 
as much as them. They are all excep-
tional casters, able to throw a full 
line using either hand. On the river, 
they learnt to reach, mend, wiggle 
and pile cast after one demonstra-
tion, and were able to combine them 
when needed. They were intuitive in 
finding fish-holding spots and reading 
the river. Having only cast on open 
flats, they quickly adapted to obsta-
cles behind and getting the fly under 
overhanging trees. They were the best 
‘clients’ I’ve ever guided. 

More interesting though was the 
drive from Miena to the river. Neemia 
and Nareau were fascinated by live-
stock, crops and farms, were as 
inquisitive about my life as I was 
about theirs, and awestruck by the 
sight of clouds touching the hilltops— 
“Look, the mountains are in clouds… 
so high!”

Malcolm Crosse (comp director) and 
Nial arranged to get the guys here and 
organised full sponsorship of the team. 
Many generous individuals, clubs and 
businesses supplied all the things the 

 I
have to admit that competition fish-
ing isn’t my thing. It might have 
something to do with the unin-
formed image I had created of surly, 
aggressive men bristling with gear. 
Lined up on the lakeshore, tape 

measures at the ready, giving each 
other sideways glances and sneers. 
When the gun goes, they charge off to 
the best sections of water and growl at 
anyone who comes near.

Having just followed and photo-
graphed the Commonwealth Champi-
onships in Tasmania, I can assure you 
that it’s not like that at all (although 
they were bristling with gear).

Instead, I found a bunch of very 
friendly and even laid-back competi-
tors who, while keen to win their 
session, were equally keen to have a 
chat with controllers, onlookers and 
fellow competitors. They enjoyed and 
rejoiced in their catches and were 

Brad Harris gets to the heart of competition fishing.

Top Rods

Janet Robertson matching the hatch at Little Pine. Marlize Heyns a picture of concentration.

Wading deep at Little Pine.

Who owns them? What are they? Everything 
was new to the team from Christmas Island.

Bernie Maher happy with a fish from Little Pine.

Neil Cardwell ready for action at Arthurs Lake.
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She fished on, wading rivers and lakes 
for three days.

Renthia and 21-year-old Marlize 
Heyns are a mother-daughter combo 
in the South African Ladies team. 
They are from a strong fly fishing fam-
ily and are both exceptional anglers. 
Marlize won her Little Pine session 
with three fish.

Scottish lady Janet Robertson is 
mother of 8, grandmother of 24, and 
has represented her country three 
times internationally. She is a great 
caster and methodical fisherwoman, 
but was virtually unable to fish on the 
South Esk River. She stands barely 
five-feet tall, and the water was just 
too deep for her to wade. 

This one’s just weird. Robert van 
Rensburg, considered the founder 
of competition fly fishing in South 
Africa, hates touching fish. He hates 
the smell, hates the slime, and hates 
the feel. “Geez I love catching them,” 
he said, “but I feel sick to my stomach 
just thinking about that smell.”

The Northern Ireland team wanted 
assurance that Guinness could be 

bought in Tasmania. The team had 
arranged only a few days practice 
before the comp, unaware of the exis-
tence or effects of jet-lag. Malcolm 
Crosse explained jet-lag to them, but 
assured them that Guinness wouldn’t 
help! The youthful group won the 
team bronze medal in this their first 
Commonwealth Championships, with 
team member Campbell Baird win-
ning silver in the individual competi-
tion. After the presentations, Camp-
bell only wore his team bronze medal, 
tucking the silver in his pocket. He 
said that they had come as a team, 
fished as a team and won bronze as 
a team, and their team bronze medal 
was the one that mattered to him. 

The Welsh team had a last minute 
pull-out due to illness, so the Welsh 
community in Tasmania rallied around 
and invited Welsh ex-pat David Nich-
olson to join the team. Avid fly fisher 
David had never competed before, 
but instantly meshed with the team, 
bringing local knowledge and learn-
ing much from his more experienced 
team-mates. He has been asked to join 

team would need, for which they 
were deeply thankful. This generosity 
was driven home to me when team 
youngster Ekeuea (Ekky to his clients) 
asked if I had fished Christmas Island. 
I confessed that I hadn’t. “It is many 
month’s wages for me to go, and I 
have a young family.” Out of interest I 
asked how much it would cost him to 
visit Tasmania.

“Many years wages” was his reply, 
“many many years.”

They managed to hook quite a 
few fish during the comp, but failed 
to land many of them, more used to 

rocket-powered bonefish and eight-
weights than our ducking, weaving 
and jumping brown trout on five’s. At 
the final dinner they were awarded 
the Friendship Trophy and were over 
the moon.

While the Kiribati team attracted a 
lot of media interest, there were other 
great stories. 

Meander local Grant Flowers host-
ed the Singaporean team at his house. 
At the presentation dinner, the team 
paid over $1000 for an auctioned 
piece of trout art, and then presented 
it to Grant as a thankyou. As a further 
thankyou, Grant will soon be on his 

way to Singapore to be taken fishing 
for sailfish by some of the team.

The youngest competitor was 19- 
year-old Neil Cardwell from Northern 
Ireland. An enduring image for me is 
of whipper-snapper Neil sipping a Red 
Bull energy drink while much older 
Canadian competitor Norm Godding 
gave him some last-minute advice 
before heading out on a boat session 
on Arthurs Lake.

The oldest competitor was Gillian 
Forsyth from Scotland, at 77. She 
required an operation on a calcified 
break in her hip, but postponed the 
operation until after the competition.  

Shah Humayoon geared up for the Meander.

Eketi Tekaibo a world away from a bonefish flat. It’s not all about numbers and rankings for Janet Robertson and Peter Dixon.

Peter Bonney checks that barbs are crimped.

Nareau Bataeru catches his first river trout while practising on the Mersey.

Top Rods . . . continued

Brian Hughes prepares for battle.

Ekeuea Ioteba all smiles at Little Pine.
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the team for the next Commonwealth 
Championships!

While most of the competitors  
chose to fish loch-style wets on the 
lakes, both from boats and from the 
shore, and to use Czech nymph meth-
ods on the rivers, there were excep-
tions. One Meander River session 
was won by Craig Carey (Australia), 
with nine fish for the three hours, all 
caught on dry flies (Klinkhamer types, 
I believe).

On the lakes, eventual winner 
Christopher Bassano used his local 
knowledge as a Tasmanian fishing 
guide to bring fish up to a team of 
dries during a very rough and windy 
day on Little Pine Lagoon, landing 
five in a session where most competi-
tors blanked. It was the hot topic at 
the venue the next day. Despite early 
promise (a double-figure brown was 
caught by an English team member 

during practice), ‘The Pine’ quickly 
gained a reputation as the toughest 
fishing venue, the South Africans re-
naming it Little Swine Lagoon.

Surprisingly low numbers of trout 
were caught in general, and all agreed 
it was a tough competition. But I guess 
that’s what sorts the men (and ladies) 
from the boys (and girls). Full results 
are available from Fly Fish Australia. 
www.flyfishaustralia.com.au F L

Top Rods . . . continued

David Tay gets to know his controller.

Lubin Pfeiffer looks confident before his boat session on Arthurs Lake.

It’s not much of a spectator sport.

All fish caught are measured and released.
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