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PRESIDENT’S REPORT (Jenny Hilton) 

Dear Members, 
 
Well its official - when Covid Level 4 drops to Level 3, or the 'waiting 
room,’  thousands will be able to go to work, many will start to come out 
of their caves, blinking in the sunlight, and WE will be returning to our 
favourite fishing spots. 
 
While we are all keen to move on, we do have to take notice of Govern-
ment restrictions yet as bars, retail stores, malls and restaurants re-
main  closed. It will not be so easy for many, however, and the economy 
is a long way from recovery, but if fishing is your main entertainment we 
can relax back into it albeit on a more curtailed level. 
 
How has Lockdown been for you? 
I have been in a fairly large bubble at the Waiteti Camp watching those 
fish in the stream unable to drop a line but that's all about to change…
Have you been tying flies? Have you oiled and rewound your reels? have 
you resorted to Netflix fishing or have you just taken a break and got on 
with a good book? 
 
In the words of our PM - now is not a time to take up a new activity so for 
all us old fisherfolk we get the streams back to ourselves as no one can 
move between regions. It's too early for us to plan a ‘back to the club’ 
reunion but when the word is finally given we have a full calendar of 
events ready - Pot Luck Dinners, Club outings and Ladies Days 
 
Lets make the most of this little reprieve and share our fishing stories 
when the Level 4 is dropped one place. Note that we are not yet at Level 
3 and this may not come till next week so while you can get your gear 
out, don’t be too quick to hit the shores. NO you cannot fish from a boat, 
however some members may strike up an ingenious solution with their 
grandchildren....  get stalking and tight lines.  

Jenny 



UPCOMING EVENTS & REMINDERS 

All Club Activities postponed until Covid 19 Alert Level 4 and 3 

are lifted 

“If people in retirement concentrated on the  

really important things in life, 

there would be a shortage of fishing rods” 

Doug Larson 



Eben and Tait Shaw—Lockdown Fly tying 

 



FISH OF THE MONTH 

 

 

LUCKY FISH  - STILL SWIMMING 

LOTS OF FRUSTRATED ANGLERS 

 

 

 

BLUE-ARSED FLY 

During my stint on radio, one programme fell on April the 1st. As a 

joke I finished up the broadcast with the remark that the Blue Lake was 

fishing particularly well to a fly tied by Hamills called The Blue Arse. 

Lou Sperry who worked there rang me the next day to say they had 

been fielding calls from all over the country enquiring about the .blue-

arsed fly. One lady wanted half a dozen for her husband’s birthday. 

Hamills tied an imitation one framed it and gave it  to Pat Burstall, the 

Conservator 

People had a sense of humour in those days.  

Alf Hoyle  

https://eur04.safelinks.protection.outlook.com/?url=http%3A%2F%2F1st.as%2F&data=02%7C01%7C%7Cd018cf5e09fa40b04c5f08d7e3dd195f%7C84df9e7fe9f640afb435aaaaaaaaaaaa%7C1%7C0%7C637228411057493002&sdata=2tHStG3MySvinDrP4iS0aE%2FO%2BbtdANqSkECJLbh96OE%3D&reserved=0


 
“If people in retirement concentrated on the really important things in  
life, 
there would be a shortage of fishing rods” 

Obituary 
 
Members with long memories will be saddened by the recent passing of 
Dorothy Bulman, aged 90 years. 
Dorothy’s husband Errol was a long-standing member of our club. I’m not 
sure when he joined, but club minutes record his many club activities cer-
tainly in the 1980’s and 90’s, and probably before that. When I joined the 
club in 1994 Errol was Club Captain, and I remember him arriving at the 
clubrooms every Friday afternoon in winter, stoking up the old pot-belly 
stove that stood in the middle of the room, so the clubrooms were nice and 
cosy when the rest of the members arrived at 5pm. From memory Errol 
passed away in the late 1990’s. 
Dorothy also played a big part in club activities alongside Errol, and I re-
member her still attending the clubrooms on Friday nights for some time 
after Errol’s death. She spent the last few years in The Gardens Rest Home. 
A memorial service is to be held at a later date. 
Neal Hawes 

 Cheers Neal 

On behalf of our members I would like to express my thanks to Neal 

Hawes for organising some Covid Lockdown activities/challenges to help 

members while away their time until we can get out on the water again. 

Members contributions will be in upcoming newsletter editions. He’s also 

be instrumental in enabling me to have a full newsletter. 



Use of wading staff 

Following on from Phil Trautman’s article in the November issue of the 

newsletter I am the recipient of one of Phil’s excellent staffs. 

About 18 months ago two of my “senior” fishing friends and I had a trip 

to the Tongariro River for old times. One day we decided to fish the 

Blue Pool to try our luck. We donned our waders and settled the most 

“senior’ member of our group on his camp chair at the edge of the 

pool, knowing unfortunately for him his chances of hooking a fish were 

not that good. 

My other friend and I had spotted a small island just upstream of the 

main pool which would give us access to what appeared to be ideal wa-

ter for fishing. To get to the island we had to cross a small shallow sec-

tion of the river about 8 meters wide. No problem for us fine-tuned ath-

letes????. 

I elected to go first with fortunately Phil’s staffs hanging around my 

neck with my friend following. About a 1/3 of the way across I found 

the stream was not as gentle as it looked and the water deeper than we 

thought plus the 100 to 200mm roundish boulders made getting a firm 

footing difficult. The pressure of the water on our legs made us feel 

very unstable to the extent that we did not think we could safely turn 

around to go back.  

I advised my friend who was just behind me to stay planted and I gin-

gerly completed my journey across using Phil’s staff and the advice that 

“always keep two things on the ground” (i.e. both feet or one foot and 

the staff.) Once across my friend cast a line to me and I attached the 

staff to his line so he could pull the staff back to enable him to make his 

way across. Although the water was only knee deep we were pleased to 

have the staff and it probably saved one or both of us falling over 

getting wet and probably breaking our rods and losing some gear.  

 



The fishing from the island was not as good as it looked plus we were a 

bit uptight knowing that we needed to get back across the stream and the 

power company sometimes released water upstream raising the river 

level about 300mm. Fortunately, we made it back across the stream with-

out incident, using the same technique as before with the staff, but with-

out any fish. After our experience we were not overjoyed to find that a 

miserable fish had decided it was time to go and had latched onto a red 

rabbit fly dangled from the rod tip of the most “senior’ member of our 

group from his camp chair at the edge of the pool in 200mm of water. 

(Fish your feet first) 

Don Stotter 

 

Auntie Jacinda said we can go fishing from the shore 

from April 28 so it’s going to be a very long weekend.  



The Death of a River. 

       I used to fish in a river that ran behind our small farm and held a rea-
sonable population of rainbows. I knew it very well as we owned the prop-
erty that ran beside it for twenty years or so. About five hundred metres 
of solid rock bottom which ran along an easy river flat with a bush covered 
cliff on the other side, there were deeper holes which held the fish with 
faster sections in between and plenty of rocks for them to hide behind. It 
was perhaps a stretch of river of your dreams, easy access with odd trees 
alongside to give you cover with plenty of visibility in the gin clear water 
that flowed from a bush covered  watershed. It just didn't get much better. 
The livestock grazed down to the water and kept it open with plenty of 
light on the water. 

  But today I revisited the river and my wife and I took a picnic to eat be-
side the water. The current owners had done what was required of them, 
it had been fenced several metres from the water and had been planted 
with native trees. They had grown very well and were now around four 
metres in height, plenty of manuka and other species. But here it gets 
worse as between the trees was gorse and blackberry, the edge of the riv-
er was a mass of blackberry and access to the beautiful stretch of water 
was almost nil. The trees had grown enough to shade and cover the river 
so it had very little light reaching the water. A pool which I remembered 
well had a tree fallen right into the eye of the pool. In the water that I 
managed to crawl in to see, there was not a single fish. Nor could it ever 
be fished again. 

   So who wins from this. I feel that while we are desperate to clean up our 
rivers, we have destroyed the ecosystem that flourished, we have lost the 
very thing that we are trying to preserve. 

  And again, I fish this small spring river/creek in Hawkes Bay that holds fish 
up to six pounds. The farm owner is organic and has a comprehensive 
knowledge of soil and ecology. The river banks are fenced around twenty 
metres from the river and the owner is allowed to graze the banks annual-
ly. So he does and in doing so, his cows eat the prolific growth of cress 
along the banks. This  keeps the river open and clear.  

   



But the council now insist there is to be no grazing of the banks. 

On my last visit, the farmer said not to fish the bottom section as the 
cress has now covered the river and there is no clear water. It will only 
be a matter of time when there will be no river left to fish. The banks 
are now becoming covered in blackberry and as an organic farmer, he 
cannot use chemical sprays to get rid of the plants. If lucky, I may have 
another season to fish this idyllic water with its wonderful fish. 

Does this sound familiar, it may be coming to a river near you. We can 
easily lose the very things we are trying to protect. 

Owen Poad 



South Island Adventures 

We headed across Cook Strait with the caravan on the 15 March having 
attended a wedding in Wellington. No, not that one but one the same day. 
Overnighted in Picton then on to Nelson next day with Golden Bay in our 
sights. 

We decided to stay Collingwood for two nights. After we settled in, we 
drove up to Puponga and the Farewell Spit carpark checking the area 
checking the sea for possible salt fly options. 

 The sea pretty rough with brisk easterly blowing and following a short 
walk on the beach in less than inviting conditions headed back towards 
Collingwood. The tide was well in but saw a spot that might be promising 
for the next day. 

Next day I returned to this spot, the wind had dropped a bit but still east-
erly. Having arrived in good time, 2-3 hours before the low tide. I fished 
through the low tide and an hour or so into the incoming tide with visibil-
ity very poor but did almost step on a ray. Very frustrating but managed to 
gather a couple of dozen cockles in my waders pocket. While heading back 
to Collingwood saw a spot that I thought looked way more fishy than the 
one I had chosen. Oh well! 

In the afternoon we had a bit of exploring round Takaka finding another 
motor camp at Pohara that we liked the look of so decided to move there 
next day. We spent the rest of the day doing a bit of maintenance on the 
caravan. The weather had improved and wind turned to the west so the 
sea had calmed down. 

A new day and probably our last in Golden Bay, so decided I would go and 
have another crack at the kingis. Jane was happy to ride round Pohara 
where there are a lot of nice cycle trails. 

Having arrived at the more fishy spot (North side of the Pakawau inlet) 
later than I hoped only and hour to the low tide. In the rush to get out 
there broke the second section of my 9 wt Airflow coastal fly rod. Had a 
few minutes panic on what to do now and put the 9 wt saltwater reel on 
the 6 wt TFO fly rod I had with me thinking I can’t afford to waste a good 
looking fishing day.  

 



Finally, got out on the water near the low tide, started talking to some 
fishermen out there who were from Motueka on the other side of the 
Takaka hill. He had fished there quite a few times before and said it 
looked like the perfect day for a kingi. The strong westerly wind and 
pushed the sea down and water was crystal clear visibility—excellent.  

Having taken more than a few casts to get the hang of casting a 9 wt 
with a 6 wt rod. A few rays went by but no action. I wasn’t sure if they 
had kingis with them when I saw the guy to my right move hurriedly to 
his right and cast to a big ray and with lots of yelling he’s into a fish. 
After seeing him stepping in a hole and nearly go down I noticed that 
the tip of his rod was gone. He carefully played the fish eventually land-
ed the fish, did the photos etc. He then put the end sections back on his 
rode they were still on the line and unbroken what luck. 

Blood was up now so back into it but having trouble getting the dis-
tance with the heavy line and 6 wt rod. Tide rising was now so I asked 
the other guys how long it was safe to stay out there. They gave me 
some strategies for retreating and also told me not to give up yet as 
conditions were as good as they get. Had a couple of follows, probably 
more just didn’t recognise them at first. Working our way in with the 
tide and guy to my right get a second fish for the day, some more fol-
lows. My co fishermen said not to give up yet and with crossing the 
channels between the sand bars with the water  right up to the plimsoll 
line with the odd splash into the waders. 

I saw a big ray off to the right and sprinted over towards it as the wind 
is so strong you needed to cast down wind. punch the line out over it, 
fast strip and wham I’m into a kingi. The drag was fairly high on my 
Redington Bemouth reel  and the 6 wt doesn’t break (missed having a 
butt though) and with the help of the other guys tailed it for me for the 
photos. While I was playing it I noticed that a smaller kingi was follow-
ing it. 

With the pictures done and heading back towards the vehicles, the 
channels pretty deep now and definitely shipping a bit more water than 
I like in the waders. A c 

A co fisherman catches his third for the day which has a follower on it 
to which his fishing mates have a crack at but no luck on that. 



Next day, we headed toward the West Coast to continue our 4 week 
South Island holiday staying at Murchison the night to try my luck in the 
Buller,  way bigger than I’m used to. Stopped the next night at Carters 
Beach Westport, strong westerly winds, nice motor camp then headed 
on down to the glaciers with the required stop at Punakaiki. 

At Hokitika  on Monday while grabbing a few groceries Jane comes back 
to the caravan and says the New World is just crazy, then we get a mes-
sage from our daughter saying go home as they are closing the ferries 
and going to lockdown Wednesday night at midnight. 

What to do ???? Decided we had to head home looked at the maps and 
Arthurs Pass looked the quickest. We saw a few signs saying not recom-
mended for towing vehicles but thought got to do it. 

We made it but don’t think I would try it again the temperature was at 
the top of the red for a long time even when down in low range 3rd.  

Spent the night at Rangiora then pedal to the metal for Picton arriving 
about 1:00 on the Tuesday absolute chaos at the terminals. Finally man-
aged to get a berth on the 2:30 am sailing Thursday morning arriving 6:30 
in Wellington heading straight back to Rotorua.  

All in all quite a stressful end to a shortened holiday but look out Golden 
Bay, I’ll be back. 

Ian Fear 



The Beginning 
Brutal. 

In retrospect, that's the only word that describes the technique used for 
my introduction to fishing. Kahawai was the target species, and live 
baiting, the only method I knew. At eleven years old, I thought nothing of 
impaling a small herring, still alive, on to a three-prong hook and then 
tossing it out to await it's fate from a passing school of Kahawai. But first, 
I had to catch my live bait. Jagging. That was the word we used to de-
scribe the technique for catching the live bait, and the only gear needed 
was a hand line and a three-pronged hook. It was brutally efficient and 
involved viciously stripping a bare treble hook through a packed wall of 
fish. A sugar sack filled with old bread was soaked in the seawater until it 
became waterlogged mush. Handfuls of this mush would be thrown into 
the water and within minutes huge schools of herring would thrash their 
way through it, feeding voraciously on the soggy mush. As soon as the 
herrings began their feeding frenzy I would simply throw the bare hook 
out beyond the feeding mass, allow it to sink a few feet, and then "jag" it 
through the feeding fish. It only took a few strips before I would feel the 
desperate struggle of a wounded herring, pierced by the lethal treble 
hook. Once the live bait was firmly impaled on the hand line, the only 
deciding limitation was how far I could throw it out from shore. I clearly 
remember whirling the line around and around my head in ever growing 
loops before finally releasing it for a splashdown only a few meters out 
from shore. I can still recall the feel of the nylon twitching in my hand as 
the live bait desperately tried to avoid its fate and then the searing burn 
as a Kahawai took the bait and began its run, the line cutting through my 
fingers as I tried to check it. Feeding out a live bait on a twenty-pound 
breaking strain line that terminated in a large treble hook, meant that 
the odds were stacked in my favour. I don't ever recall losing a fish. 
Was that a good and wholesome introduction to fishing? Jagging, would 
have to be the epitome of foul hooking, but back then, at eleven years 
old, who knew, who cared? As a child, I had no concept of sport fishing. 
The fish were simply there to be caught, taken home, and prepared for a 
family meal. Sixty years on, and I am even beginning to question the gen-
teel,  “holier than thou” philosophy of catch and release. 
But that's an essay for another time. 
Gavin Corbett 

 
 



Fly-tying Challenge—Sock Puppet (or Muppet) 

Source—Facebook (Chris Wright) 


