Fish your own ways – the way to catch a salmon

A phone call was made and our planning for the next weeks is suddenly, well just plans. When surfing the web at orklaguide.com I noticed that my friend had caught 3 lovely salmons in what I suppose 3 equally lovely days. I phoned to congratulate and my friend replied with the fact that salmon runs were coming every night and that he also had room left both in his cabin and on the beat he was fishing.

However this weekend was aimed for packing up our home and move to the newly bought house. I was torn between promises made to my love and my love to salmon fishing. 
Look at me bending and breaking, lift off the lid of my head and watch my brain as it swims desperately to avoid drowning in a sea of adrenalin and guilt. A combination of factors works out on my behalf. They are as follows:
1. We have plenty of time on our side

2. My wife is also a salmon fisherman, she understands

3. My wife is six months pregnant. She’s retaining water up over her ears, the baby is dancing Zorba on her bladder and it’s a very WARM summer. She can cope without packing and moving.

4. I’ve just got my summer bonus from work, so I pay her.

So there I was at the bank at 11 am on a Friday paying our new house and one hour later I was pushing the pedal on our Volvo heading west towards Norway and my river.

The intensity in the salmon runs had somewhat slowed down during the last 48 hours but more rain was expected and a large stock of mid size salmon and grilse were still waiting in the fjord. After a beer and some small talk in general with my friend I got myself and my gear sorted out. I poured my body into my waders and began walking down to the river. The choice fell on a beat where banks of gravel have formed a very dynamic flow. The salmon is often found at the edges between faster shallow water and the more slow and deep parts.
On my second turn down the pool a salmon took my fly, a small black tube fly with a spey like hackle and an angry fluo red cone head. After a minute or so the fish came loose for some reason but at that time it didn’t matter. My friend and I sat at the riverside talking about the great and small things in life. The light northern night turned into bright morning and I for one felt that I could really go for some breakfast and maybe a couple hours of shut eye.

The promised rain didn’t come and the next 2 days became very hot and water levels across Tröndelag began to sink quickly. Few salmons were caught and the fly fishers were busting their ass off with the rods. On the second night a Danish newbie fly fisher caught a fine 9 lbs salmon. Totally free from tradition, rules and heritage he tried everything in his arsenal. Having no idea about commandments regarding low water, floating line, fly size and color codes he fished a quite large black/orange tube on a sinking line, and the reward came. The rest of us were busting our ass.

The next day I saw an older Swedish fly fisher catch 2 salmons. A grilse and a very silvery male fish at maybe 11 lbs. As it turned out he had only fished for salmon for 3 years, but he had done a great deal of grayling fishing with wet fly. 2 hardcore salmon fishing brothers keeps dragging him along every year, forcing him to perform his best with 2-handed rods, shooting heads and flies that are big as Chryslers in his eyes. But he was very happy with the action of his two handed rod and how well the custom length shooting heads worked with the rod. When it came to tactics, well he thought grayling with wet fly but bigger. He wanted his fly to fish all the edges and soft bumps in the river. The fly shouldn’t just sweep and stop but follow every move in the current. It seemed to work. The rest of us bust our ass off.
We bust our ass with single and two handed rods. A very popular rod is a two handed 12´6” class 8-9. I have one myself and with my custom length shooting heads it’s a dream to cast with. The casts reach 30yds easy and the leader turns over the fly and presents it with a tiny splash. Sometimes I think that the splash is what wakes the salmon and make him bite.

On the fourth night the rain came and the Orkla raised and started to pour fresh water into the fjord. The salmons caught the scent of lovely humus and started to run the next morning. All though deprived of sleep we kept on fishing through one of the largest salmon runs I ever seen. My friend caught a grilse I caught nothing. The doubts on my ability as a salmon fisher came upon me fast I can assure. Thoughts started rushing through my brain, millions of them traveling at warp speed. Maybe I’m a lousy caster; perhaps I should use slower rods and whole DT lines and the traditional style Spey cast. Maybe my flies are too big, or too small. Maybe the fly shouldn’t be presented wit a tiny splash. Perhaps I shouldn’t fish my flies so fast. Probably is 45 degrees casting with an upstream mend the proper way to fish? Maybe the salmons I’ve caught so far are consolation prices to keep a looser going.
Against all my common sense I started to change my tactic into something I didn’t really believe in. I fished pools that already had 3-4 fishers waiting in line only because the last salmon was caught there. I started to fish my flies slower than the land elevation and I put all my effort into presenting my fly without a tiny splash. It was panic with paranoid desperation and had nothing to do with salmon fishing. It was Gehenna. 
The two hardcore brothers that dragged along the grayling fisher made several findings in the river. Lovely mid size salmons with tube flies presented fast and with a tiny splash. Their strongest believe was to present the fly throughout all water layers until the salmon starts to bite. No matter if the river runs high or low. Variation is the thing to keep in mind.

But not for me, the poor bastard. I had suddenly come to the conclusion that everyone else were fishing better than me. Suddenly I was leaning towards old methods that I normally would have dismissed in real time every day of the week and twice on a Sunday.
 Of course it didn’t help. After a whole nights sleep I tried to look at things from a sober point of view and decided to skip the morning fishing, then have both lunch and dinner and after that fish a pool that I knew has an edge between slow and fast water that often holds grilse and midsize salmon. They run up this edge, probably to keep out of harms way for the bigger salmons that takes charge of the main current.
My friend accompanied me down to river; he was in some kind of state between fishing and “what ever”. On the third turn in the pool a salmon took my fly and he took it hard. It nearly ripped the rod out of my hands but at the end I got things sorted out. I wade ashore to be able to follow the salmon better if he decided to make a long run downstream. After some time I got close to shore for the first time and my friend shouted mid size salmon and that was it. The line slacked and was left with a big question mark on my face. What had happened? My friend implied that I had played the salmon to hard but I wasn’t to sure. When I examined my fly the answer was quite clear. The hook had broken. Literally broken right off at one of the bends, what had once been a double was now a single. The next turn in the pool left me with another jumped salmon, this time due to reasons I don’t know.
I can tell you that it took some effort to shake it off with the explanation bad luck, but what else is there to do. I went back to the cabin to make some fresh coffee for my thermos and while the coffee pot was simmering I took some time to double check my hooks.

At about 3 am I was back at the river and there was not a single soul except me in the pool. I took my time to scout the water and suddenly I saw a salmon waking in a dolphin like manner. I started casting and the excitement grew further as I came down the pool. At the tiny current edge the take came and it was hard. The salmon more or less hooked itself and I began to play him. It was not a big salmon more likely a quite ordinary mid size fish at 12 lbs but all of a sudden I was so scared of loosing it that I almost became paralyzed. Suddenly I saw another fisherman just arriving at the bank. I shouted to him and he came to my help. I explained to him about my shitty week and how important it was for my self esteem to land this salmon. Well everything ended happily and I could let go off my breath. Now I was fishing again and at 8 pm I landed a fine 14lbs silvery fish by myself.

One can wonder how I all of a sudden started to catch fish again. One explanation could be that it was about time. I myself think that it was because I started to fish my own way again. That I paid no attention what so ever to rules that were established 50 years ago. Moreover I found my way back to my strongest believe to how a salmon fly should be fished. I got rid off the “truth” about whole floating DT lines.  I didn’t care about invectives spoken about the new fast action rods and shooting heads calling it spin fishing. Further more I completely ignored the butt smelling platitudes spoken about tube flies and sinking lines. More over I started focus on me instead of others and finally I quit being afraid to fail.
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