FISHING AT LAKE LLANTIQUE – CHILE – MIKE CONNELLY
The motor purred and we had hardly gone half a mile down the lake when a fish hit the fly and leapt four feet out of the water. I had more than fifty metres of line out and it took me five minutes to retrieve the line as the fish made several more leaps and runs before coming to the net. To my surprise it proved to be a superb rainbow of only about a pound and a half with brilliant colours and large fins. Wild Chilean rainbows were clearly a different proposition to the ones I catch in Britain.

   It was in October 2003 my entire family flew to Santiago in Chile to attend my son’s wedding to a wonderful Chilean girl. After the celebrations the whole party of British and Australian Connellies, plus a number of friends headed down to the South of Chile, not alas, Patagonia as it was still early Spring and too cold down there, but to the Chilean Lake district at Pucon. Naturally some of us had packed our fly rods and anticipated some sport, but to our dismay we found that the trout season on the rivers and lakes did not begin until November 14th, more than a month away.

    We thought for a while that all was lost and that we would be restricted to climbing the local snow covered volcano, Villarica, and other tourist delights, but after some delicate negotiations with a local guide we were allowed the “practice fly casting” on a secluded stretch of the local river, an activity which failed to produce a single fish. Which served us right for being so unsporting?
     Just as we were in despair, we heard that one large lake further South called Llantique opened early so Melanie, my wife, and I hired a car and drove down to Puerto Varas to see if we could fish. We could; and we had the luck to find a wonderful fishing guide called Marcelo, of German descent despite his first name (this area of wild mountains and lakes interspersed with neat dairy farms was settled by German immigrants in the nineteenth century). 

   Next day we met Marcelo, who spoke excellent English, by appointment as he was to guide us for a morning’s fishing on the lake. Lake Llantique is large and very beautiful like many of the Chilean lakes, at least ten miles long and several miles wide. Towering over it at one point is the huge active volcano of Osborno, snow covered but with a small plume of smoke escaping from the top.

    Marcelo quickly set us up to fish for trout Chilean style: sitting comfortably at the back of his motor boat and towing two large bright orange woolly buggers of his own design at least 50 metres behind the slow-moving boat. My heart sank initially, but was raised again almost immediately as a fish described above hit the fly so hard I nearly lost the rod. When I had got it into the boat, admired its perfect condition it was released. During the next few hours seven more, the largest over two pounds followed. Melanie for some reason only had four, reversing the usual pattern that women usually have the best catch. I can vouch for the fact that these Chilean wild rainbows are totally different to their pond bred cousins. They are born fighters, even better that the much vaunted bone-fish in my limited experience.

   Nor did we only catch rainbows. In amongst the rainbows were three small Atlantic salmon, escapees from the cages a mouth of the lake. So I caught my first Atlantic salmon on the Pacific coast. How weird is that? For the record the were about two pounds, and nothing like as lively as their wild trout cousins. The last fish to be caught was in some ways the most interesting of all. A dogged fight brought up a South American Perch, dark and without the bars, but otherwise rather like his European cousin. All fish were    returned, which is the usual practice in Chile.
By One o’clock, the end of the arranged trip, both Melanie and I were exhausted. We had been fishing and boating fish continuously since first light. We said goodbye reluctantly to Marcelo, who presented us with the two flies and fired us up with the possibility of returning sometime to fish the Petrohue river with him for the thirty pound fresh run Coho Salmon. We also aim to return to Llantique and fish it from a rowing boat in a more orthodox manner in a year or so. I think I will still use an orange woolly bugger though!!
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      Mike with a fine Rainbow – just look at the size of its tail! 




