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After a couple of years living in Whitstable on the north coast 
of Kent and many sea trips with slim piscatorial 
results/nothing for the table and in need of some 'training' for 
my upcoming Fly Fishing Weekend in Slovenia, I thought I'd 
dust off the trout kit, neglected since the move.  Not overly 
spoilt for fly fishing near Whitstable, I opted for Woodchurch 
Fishery, down near Ashford about 30 miles SW of home.

Still, we can’t always choose our fishing times, so you pays yer 
money and takes yer chance. I had arrived around 3pm after 
faffing around untying a birds' nest of a reel at home, regret-
ting not seeing to it last session. A waste of 'VFT' (valuable 
fishing time) if ever there was one. After arriving at Wood-
church, near Tenterden in Kent and a brief catch-up with the 
owner at the top of the hill, weather signs were not favourable. 
The wind was a north-easterly, which Ian Douglas, proprietor 
of  the fishery, kindly informed me, after relinquishing me of 
my fishing fee, was the ‘worst possible kind of wind’. I knew 
that a strong wind (15 to 20mph) 'drives fish down', thus 
making them less likely to be caught on the dry fly, my favou-
rite method, but because of the orientation of the lake, this 
was doubly poor news. Undeterred, I trudged downhill 
through the sheep field to the smaller of the two lakes, for 
starters. A solitary figure was fishing the main lake, which I 
planned to leave until last, after I'd covered the small one.

Now, to the uninitiated, it would seem obvious to cast with 
the wind directly behind you, to help you get the extra 
distance and make things on the whole, more pleasurable. But 
if I have learnt anything in this fly-fishing malarkey, it's that 
trout are lazy and prefer the wind-borne terrestrial foodstuffs 
to come to them, rather than hunt the creatures out them-
selves. In other words, they will bide their time at the leeward 
end of a lake (facing into the wind), awaiting that unfortunate 
fly that's ended up in the drink to drift over to the 'flotsam' 
end. Thus I chose a small promontory that gave me a nice 
vantage point over the far tip of the lake, with the wind from 
my left. Casting into the wind at a right angle, I allowed it to 
blow the line over to the right and then drift into the flotsam 
zone. The 'wrong type of wind' was creating small waves 
throughout the lakes, but occasionally dropped, allowing 
more accurate casts to be made. But despite a very early tug on 
a Montana, all was quiet. Always keen to move on when it's 
not working, I explored further the fringes of the leeward end 
of the lake, but alas, no takes.

Refreshed by a quick slug of smoky tea out of the flask I 
ventured on to the main lake. By now, the wind had lessened 
and gave me more opportunities to drop the fly in to 
previously-inaccessible places. Now, for reasons unbeknown 
to me, I have, in my short time as a fly-fisherman (about 4 
years), shamefully neglected the truly traditional dry and wet 
flies, such as the Pennell, Zulu, Bloody Butcher, etc, instead 
sticking with more contemporary 'flies' (in the broadest 
sense), such as the daddy, ant, black gnat, etcetera and more 
modern flies: the Montana, fritz, tadpole, skinny buzzer 
etcetera. I have had the traditionals lining a fly box since I 
began, I just hadn't been brave enough to venture from the 
safety zone of that which I was familiar with. But today, my 
usual armoury of flies was failing me. It was ‘Time for a 
Traditional’.  Despite a visible lack of top-of-the-water action, 
I dusted off the Dry & Wet box and opted for a dry fly for 
starters. As I ran my finger appreciatively over the array of 
fine-feathered flies, I was taken back to my first outings as a 
novice, when I was often daunted by the sheer array of styles 
in front of me. I soon learned to ask “What's been working 

lately?” or “What did you catch that on?” NB: This only 
works when there’s someone's around to ask!

I opted in the end for a black and red Pennell. I found a 
sheltered swim partly protected from the wind by a willow 
tree whilst I was in a similar position to the wind as before. A 
fish rose very quietly in the distance on the edge of the island 
in front of me, some way out. Over-compensating for the 
wind, I managed a reasonable effort and the pennell landed 
roughly in the right vicinity where the trout’s ripple was still 
broadening out. In a matter of seconds, the silvery-grey of the 
trouts’ nose breached the water and down went the fly. In a 
‘music-to-my-ears’ fizz, the line whipped up as I struck a 
moment later and off he went. This is the dangerous bit. After 
all this time, it would have been galling to lose my first fish 
due to a shaken hook or a poor knot, so now the adrenaline 
was pumping. After several short bursts of energy and valiant 
leaps in an effort to shake the hook, he was brought to the net. 
Monday night’s dinner sorted. 

Unsurprisingly, I decided to stick with this traditional 
approach and try a black and red zulu next. 
 
My sights were on an almost inaccessible corner of the lake 
just to my right, next to an outlet from the other lake - a prime 
fish-holding area which would be well-sited for incoming 
food. Because the reeds were high and right in front of me, I 
cast into the wind, allowing the fly to drift into the otherwsie 
inaccessible corner. The orange sun was settling slowly behind 
the bare trees and the water had taken on a silvery sheen. A 
promising time of the evening if ever there was one.
 
There had been some splashing here, where elsewhere it had 
remained quiet, so I knew there was potential. Whether it was 
a new-found confidence now that I had one literally ‘in the 
bag’, or just plain good luck, the fly was casually sipped down, 
though I had to rely more on my ears than my eyes as I could 
barely see through the reeds. As the fish veered off towards the 
central island, I thought ‘This is a big fish’. Or a brownie. As 
his shape neared the surface, the tell-tale black spots revealed 
it was, indeed a brown trout.  Not your slimline river browns 
here, but a chunky fellow with a deep shape, obviously on a 
plentiful supply of insects and invertebrates at Woodchurch. 
As all browns are sensibly returned here, I took a quick photo 
and held him upright in the margins to regain his energy 
before he gently swam into the depths.  

Now the light really had faded, and despite trying for my 
second fish to take home in the dying light, I had no further 
joy. It seemed that the life in the lakes faded with the dimming 
sun. But my spirits were glowing full strength now I had been 
fishing once more and had something to show for it. Good 
practice indeed for Slovenia later in the month, but that will 
be quite a different challenge - river fishing.

Fly fishing at Woodchurch - a traditional wet fly saves the day


