Diary of a Fly Fisher   22nd February to 1st March 2009     or     Bonefish Quest Part 2!
Day 1.    11 pm…ish 

My husband Keith and I should have been in bed at The Harbour Club Villas in Providenciales, Turks and Caicos. Instead we were in a hotel, 5 minutes from Miami International Airport. Our flight from Montego Bay, Jamaica to Miami had been delayed by 7 hours and we had missed our connection to Provo. American Airlines had however, looked after us very well. Bed, board and transport had all been supplied, and we were due to catch the first flight out to Provo the following morning.

I wondered if my second attempt to catch a Bonefish was once again going to be thwarted!

Day 2.

Wow! Flying in over West Caicos and then Providenciales was amazing. The ocean was pure turquoise, and you could clearly see the reefs and salt flats that surround these tiny islands. Further out, where the depth of the ocean floor drops dramatically to over 7000 feet, the colour changed to a deep, deep blue.

We collected our hire car at the airport and headed straight to the villa, where the owners, Marta and Barry, were waiting to greet us. 

They made us feel very welcome, and the villa was even better than we had anticipated. Very light and airy, and equipped with everything we could possibly need, and more! 

Marta lent me her “Special Folder” which contains write ups and tips from previous fly fishing guests, whilst Barry gave Keith the low down on island life.  

After unpacking, a drive to Turtle Bay to buy my sport fishing license, a trip to the supermarket to stock up with food, a quick walk around the grounds and the Marina, a shower, and a meal, all we were fit for was bed and a good night’s sleep.

Day 3

I was up and out of bed at day break. [5.15 am] No time to waste…there were Bonefish to catch! 

Fly rod in hand, new wading boots on my feet, I cautiously waded into Flamingo Lake, which was situated right across the road from the villa. The lake is tidal and Bonefish are regularly seen tailing in it. I had been assured that the lake, although large in area, was shallow. In fact at low tide you could even walk right across it. I hadn’t been told that in parts, the floor of it was very soft, and my feet sunk a good 8 inches and stuck in the mud. It took a while to get the hang of pulling my foot out of the silt and then sliding it forward, without falling over!

The water was crystal clear, and if there were Bonefish in it, there was a pretty good chance that I might be able to see them. 

Hmmm. 2 hours later, after several changes of fly, and not spotting a single thing, I had resorted to blind casting when Keith appeared with a mug of tea for me. Time for breakfast, then off to find a bay that had been mentioned in “The Special Folder” West Harbour Bay.

Again, WOW is the only way to describe the sheer unspoilt beauty of this part of the island. 2 miles of flats from Osprey Rock to Bonefish Point. Small beaches with rocky outcrops. Soft white sand littered with thousands of tiny shells. The sea was calm and clear, the sun was hot, and there was a slight breeze. Perfect.

My aim was to wade / walk North to Bonefish Point from the middle of the bay, and then back South towards Osprey Rock as the sun went round. The bay was totally deserted, and the only company we had all day was an osprey and 3 pelicans.

Slowly our eyes had become accustomed to scanning the water, searching for signs that fish had been, or were, feeding. Half way round the bay Keith saw a box fish. 

I stopped occasionally and had a couple of casts just to get the feel of the wind which had turned quite gusty. 

Then I saw it. A shadow, about 40 feet away. It was moving from right to left of me, and slowly zigzagging. I cast to about 8 feet in front of it. I let the fly sink and then slowly I started to strip the line. I could feel my heart thumping and I hardly dared breathe in case I spooked the fish! There was a flash of silver and I felt an almost imperceptible tug on the line. I waited a split second then striped and struck. The line tightened and ripped through my fingers. I had it, I really had it!

The fish had taken off with lightening speed, and all I could do was hold the rod as high and as tightly as possible. Eventually it slowed and I was able to wind a fair bit of line back onto the reel. By this time Keith had noticed that I had caught something and was getting the camera ready. Meanwhile the fish decided that it really didn’t like what was happening and charged off on another run. This one was incredible. The reel spun, catching my thumb in the process…Ouch. That hurt! It took nearly 190 feet of line out, and then suddenly it stopped. The line went totally slack. Keith shouted asking if I had lost it. I couldn’t answer; I was frantically winding line back onto the reel. Then I saw the fish. It was heading straight for me. I wound faster. The line tightened, and the fish turned and ran again. Shorter this time and not as strong. After 2 more short runs I landed it. 

It was magnificent. 20 inches long and weighing 4 pounds 5 ounces.  My very first Bonefish. I was ecstatic. Keith duly took photos of me with a silly grin, holding a stunningly beautiful creature.

I gently lowered the fish into the water and moved it steadily back and forth, forcing water through its gills. Gradually I felt the power return to its sleek body. I released my grip. There was a slight pause and then with a flick of its tail and a flash of silver it vanished.

The elusive, grey ghost of the flats that I had crossed an ocean to catch was gone, and I was left feeling both exhilarated and humbled by the whole experience.

Later that afternoon Keith spotted another fish within casting range. I got a perfect cast to it and I swear you could see it look at the fly, but it turned away and ignored it.

Tired but very, very happy we headed back to the villa.

Day 4.

Woke up at 5.30. It had rained heavily overnight, and now there was a strong wind blowing. The lake was choppy and full of mud that had drained off the pot holed, dirt track road.

On and off it rained hard until well after lunch time. Barry later told us that 3 inches of rain had fallen in a very short space of time. This had turned the roads into quagmires with pot holes!

We went to Turtle Tail Cove in the afternoon where we saw a couple of fish. One went for the fly but I missed it, the other one I spooked. Hey Ho. Can’t win ’em all!

Day 5.

Lake still muddy. Very windy. Went to Turtle Tail again. The wind was annoyingly gusty, and whipping the sea into little white horses. I spent about an hour wading and blind casting. It started raining hard, so we decided to drive around the north side of the island and explore. 

Early afternoon it stopped raining and the sun came out, so we drove to West Harbour. The wind was still pretty strong and gusty and I was hot, tired and grumpy, but decided that as we were here I might as well attempt to fish the south side of the bay! 

Keith went off to explore a cave that Barry had told us about. Shipwrecked sailors had used it to shelter in, and there were a lot of carvings in the rock.

The pelicans decided that they didn’t want an intruder in their territory and kept dive bombing me. Sometimes they hit the water within 8 feet or so, well and truly splashing me. They were after bait fish. I hooked a couple too. Unbelievably during all the splashing and fish scattering around me I saw a couple of bonefish within casting range. OK. Keep calm. Cast. Strip. Strike. Yeah. I had number 2 on!

After a couple of good runs, with my thumb well out of the way of the reel, I duly brought in a beautiful 19 inch. 3 pounds 11 ounces bonefish. 

Keith was now back from his explorations and expertly took more photos.

Day 6.

Still windy but very hot. Today would be our last full day. 

We drove to Coral Gardens at Grace Bay. There we could go snorkeling over a small coral reef. We saw numerous fish of all shapes, sizes and colours, a small Barracuda, and the pièce de résistance…a Green Turtle that was feeding in the sea grass about 20 feet below us. Twice it came to the surface to breathe, just a couple of feet in front of us. 

In the afternoon I tried West Harbour Bay again but no luck. We didn’t even see a fish. The pelicans were diving again. Went back to the villa to wash and dry my wading boots ready for packing.

Day 7.

Unfortunately all good things have to come to an end, and we had certainly had a brilliant time. Providenciales is a stunningly beautiful island. There is quite a lot of building in progress, but hopefully because the waters around it are too shallow for cruise ships, it will not be turned into a mass of concrete. The powers that be seem to want to try to keep it exclusive.

We loved our short time there. The Harbour Club Villas were great, and Marta and Barry couldn’t have been any more friendly or helpful. The weather could have been a little kinder, but on the whole it wasn’t too bad.

I was certainly going home a happy bunny. 2 good Bonefish to my name, a great suntan and no injuries. Well other than a tiny pin prick in the middle of my back. Huh?… Never get a cast wrong in gusty conditions when wearing a backless swimsuit and no shirt!  Good job all the flies I used were barb less. I made sure I kept my shirt on after that!

Now for the technical bits…

I took and used my own Orvis 9 ft 8 weight rod. A Battenkill large arbor reel and an Orvis bonefish line. I had a 7 & ½ ft.  8lb. Bonefish leader, and about 18 inches of high abrasion tippet. Both fish were caught on a size 6 Horror fly.

I tried many different flies, but other than the bait fish, nothing else was interested in any of them.

The weight of the fish? This is worked out by using fork length. There is a scale of measurements and weights for Bonefish. The measurement is taken from the tip of the nose to the fork of the tail. I held the fish against my rod and then measured that.  e.g.  A 9 inch fish would weigh 6 oz. A 13 inch fish is 1 lb 2 oz. A 17 inch fish is 2 lbs 9 oz. A 24 inch fish is 7 lbs 9 oz and so on.
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Some great pictures here, particularly like the one of the Pelican!
