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PRESIDENT’S REPORT (Jenny Hilton) 

Happy New Year to you all, 

I trust you have all had a wonderful Christmas and New Year celebra-
tions went well. 

I have just returned back to Rotorua after spending time with family 
and friends in the North. 

The weather there was hot and dry but with a lot of wind. This made 
for difficult times fishing and despite a lot of effort very little was 
caught. 

I hope that those of you who managed to try your luck around Roto-
rua and beyond had better luck. We all look forward to hearing your 
fishing stories when the clubrooms open this coming Friday 17th 
January and I know that our trophy master, Gary, is looking for en-
tries for the month,-so don’t forget to enter. Forms are available be-
hind the bar –at the club rooms. 

We have our usual stand at the A and P show to man on Saturday 
25th so please let me, or one of the marketing committee, know if 
you can spare an hour or two to help . 

The following day, Sunday 26th is our annual club picnic and fish at 
Hamurana. The club will provide the BBQ and meat, so please bring 
along a side dish or dessert to share. You will need your own chair 
and eating utensils. We will be joined this year by members of the 
Rotorua Boating Club so come along and enjoy an afternoon of fish-
ing and socialising. 

Our first club BBQ will be Friday 31st January 

Tight lines everyone 



UPCOMING EVENTS & REMINDERS 

Friday 17 January— First Club Night 

Sunday 26 January— Hamurana Picnic 

Friday 31 January—Pot Luck Dinner 

Friday/Sunday 28 February to 1 March— Interclub Competition 

February/March—Proposed South Island Trip 



FISH OF THE MONTH 

 

November 2019  

54cm Rainbow Trout  

caught in Lake Tarawera  

by Jennifer  Taylor 

 

 

OFFICIAL WEIGHMASTERS  

To enter the official monthly and the end of the year prize giving competition you 

must fill in the official form and return to the club (behind the bar in yellow enve-

lope)  

Hamills   1271 Fenton Street  07 348 3147 

Trophy Master  Gary Simmons    0211604818 

Or use your own registered scale 

The Club Room has a set of scales for us to use 

You need to record the line, weight, length and location 



Patron Joe Fleet enjoying his time in the South Island 



Quinn Mackay—Junior Angler Achievement 

Quinn caught his Rainbow on Tuesday 26th November jigging on Lake 
Tarawera at his school camp. It is his first trout caught outside of the 
Ngongotaha Hatchery and weighed 2kg and 52 cm in length.  

Quinn lost the hearing in his left ear last year due to a growth in it and 
required two surgeries. He is unable to go into the water to swim at 
this stage until he has a customised ear plug fitted. On the school camp 
all of the other children got the opportunity to go ski biscuiting but as 
Quinn was unable to, the Principal of his school took him out fishing. 
After being shown how to lower his line and how to jig he got the 
chance to have a go. Not even sure if the line made it to the bottom be-
fore he said that he thought he had something, and to everyone else's 
surprise he did have a fish. He was as proud as when he landed it and 
took great pleasure on sharing it once it was cooked at camp at dinner 
time. 



Careful when shopping for a Fishing Rod 

A woman goes into a store to buy a fishing rod and reel. She doesn’t 
know which one to get so she just grabs one and goes over to the regis-
ter. 

There is a store employee standing there with dark shades on.  

She says, “excuse me sir…can you tell me anything about this rod and 
reel?  

He says, “Ma’am I’m blind but if you drop it on the counter I can tell you 
everything you need to know about it from the sound that it makes.”  

She didn’t believe him but dropped it on the counter anyway.  

She says, “that’s amazing that you can tell all that just by the sound of it 
dropping on the counter. I think it’s what I’m looking for, so I’ll take it.”  

He walks behind the counter to the register.  

And in the meantime, the woman farts. At first, she is embarrassed but 
then realises that there is no way he could tell it was her…being blind 
he wouldn’t know that she was the only person around.  

He rings up the sale and says, “that will be $25.50.She says, “but didn’t 
you say it was $20.00? “He said, “that’s a 6’ graphite rod with Zebco 202 
reel and 10lb. test line…It’s a good all-round rod and reel and it’s 
$20.00.”  

He says, “yes ma’am, the rod and reel is $20.00, the duck call is $3.00, 
and the catfish stink bait is $2.50!”. 

 

(Supplied by Jenny Hilton) 

 



A few observations about fishing in UK 

   We have recently returned from UK and a few other countries where 
we had, as some may describe, “a riotous time” when we fell amongst 
the Catalan riots in Barcelona. 

   But the fishing – we enjoy walks along the canals and on one of these 
in Southern England we met up with fishermen taking part in an an-
gling competition. They were using roach poles, 4.5 metres of carbon, 
no reel and a short length of line with a float and hook attached to the 
end. Part of the setup was a trundler a couple of yards behind so the 
pole was pulled hand over hand over the roller to pull it when a fish 
was hooked. They were very concerned that we might fall over their 
poles, they cost almost NZ$4000. 

  The fish caught were kept in a keep net until the finishing time when 
they were collectively weighed to find the winner. Glynis was rude 
enough to ask if they ate them but it was politely denied as the fish 
they were catching were not much bigger than goldfish, not much on a 
fillet they said. The other interesting thing was that all the fish were on 
the other side of the canal, it must have been a bu..... when a boat came 
along. Again Glynis asked why the fish were all over there and not at 
their feet and again it received a rude response.  

    We didn’t stay for the weigh-in. By then we had found a very friendly 
pub.        (Owen and Glynis Poad) 

River  

Wensum 



The Ageing Angler 

God, he felt old. 

Old, tired, and grumpy. 

The very few hours of sleep he had enjoyed, no, endured, he 
thought, offered him little in the way of rejuvenation. 

Restless, shallow sleep, plagued by tortuous dreams and repeti-
tive recriminations that his mind seemed simply unable to turn 
off. 

He hauled himself out of the bed and stumbled down the pas-
sageway, dragging his feet and favouring an injured ankle . 

He cooked a light breakfast, and prepared an expresso coffee to 
the standard he had perfected over the years. 

It was the fresh cream, he thought. Beaten until it just began to 
thicken, and layered over the surface of the flat white. Then fin-
ished off with a dusting of sugar granules and cinnamon . 

Certainly, one of life’s true pleasures. 

An hour after dragging himself out of bed, he was ready to con-
template the day ahead. 

I could always go fishing, he thought. 

He had always enjoyed fishing. But how had it become such an 
effort.? 

An early morning start was simply out of the question. 

 



He now relied on the euphemism “gentlemen's hours” which 
simply meant he was too lazy to fish any earlier, and even then, he 
rarely contemplated more than a couple of hours on the water. 

And then the decisions. To fish water he was familiar with, or too 
try a new location altogether. 

Did he want to stumble around in a fast moving current, or rely on 
the still water of a nearby lake? 

Did he want to go all out wearing heavy neoprene waders or 
should he just fish dry footed from the bank. Should he persevere 
with the fly rod, or God forbid, cross to the dark side, and rely on 
his spin rod. 

Just thinking about it seemed to wear him out and was ready to 
toss the whole idea. 

But then he remembered the mantra that had always helped over-
come his constant battle with procrastination. 

Beginning, is half done. 

He knew, that if he simply made a start, and got his fishing gear 
together, his mood would lift and he would look forward with en-
thusiasm to a few hours fishing. 

Decision made. 

He would fish the stream—again. 

But only those runs that were close to home, and did not require 
strenuous clambering up and down steep banks. 

 



A fly rod, he thought, it was all close quarter fishing anyway, and 
there were very few reaches where he could gain an advantage 
with a spin rod. 

Yes, he would wear waders but the light weight variety, he 
thought, and if he took the long handled boat net, he might find 
it easier to net a fish from the steep sided stream bank. 

He hobbled over to the small garden shed where he kept his 
fishing gear and quickly assembled all that was required. 

He relied on a check list now. 

He simply couldn't trust his memory to ensure he had everything he 
needed. He recalled one of his mates turning up with waders, but no 
boots, and then of course there was the story of one fisherman taking 
his trailer, without the boat. That one was a bit hard to believe, but the 
story had become folklore within his fishing club. 

He had forgotten his net once or twice ,but then , you actually have to 
catch a fish before you need a net, he thought with a smile. 

It seemed to be a very long time since he had experienced the chal-
lenge of actually needing a net to land a large fish. 

Perhaps today, he thought with rising optimism. 

A short stroll across the park-like area in front of his home, and he 
was walking the stream side tracks so familiar to him. 

He knew the various runs and pools like the back of his hand and it 
wasn't long before he found what he was looking for. 

A rainbow trout, a good one , three, maybe four pounds ,and actively 
feeding. 

 



The fish was sheltering from the current behind a small boulder more or 
less mid stream. He watched it for a few minutes as it traversed left and 
right. Half a metre or so on each swing, intercepting the conveyor belt of 
nymphs as they drifted down the current toward it. 

He dropped carefully into the stream some distance downstream from 
the feeding trout, and executed a couple of experimental casts well to the 
side of the stream . 

Let’s just get the distance right before I commit to the cast ,he thought. I 
will probably have only one shot at this fish. 

A powerful roll-cast saw the nymph plop into the stream, perhaps three 
metres upstream from the feeding trout. 

He focussed on the bright pink of the yarn indicator as it began its jour-
ney downstream, and he waited, every sense alert, feeling none of his 
seventy plus years. 

(Supplied by Gavin Corbett) 

 

 



Fish Out for the Elderly 

On Wednesday 27th November, 8 volunteer club members  attended a 
fish out for the visiting  32 elderly from Te Puke and also Tauranga in-
cluding nurses,  and their vehicle drivers. It was a day out for them and 
a delight helping them, to all catch a fish , sharing lunch with them , and 
goodness knows who were going to be the cooks . We said our fare-
wells, and look forward for their return next year  Once again my 
thanks to those club members who helped out.  

Cheers  

Woody  (Convener) 

(Thanks Woody for coordinating this activity and to those club mem-
bers who helped out) 



Taumarunui club weekend excursion ,  

We could not have asked for better weather and the weekend proved to be 
a very enjoyable experience. Nine club members staying  at the Taumarunui 
Holiday camping ground, booking units, tent sites and motor home sites. 
Roy and Margaret from Taupo came and settled in on Thursday and the rest 
of us arrived on Friday.  Chris Wright caught the first fish, a Brownie, just a 
few metres from his tent site. That evening all of us gathered around the 
BBQ area with the tasting of cool delightful drinks, stories to tell, which a 
little later, led into some  singing,  mmmmm//??  whilst other campers ap-
peared  not to linger to close to the attempted voices and Arias the singers 
performed. On Saturday we took off in different directions to explore the 
various rivers  and some of the tributaries  that fed into the Wanganui  Riv-
er.  Again the weather turned out to a very hot, with calm conditions,  and 
making sure we had our water bottles with us. The river levels were low and 
required careful stepping as, the rocks were so slippery for some of us, try-
ing to negotiate,treading water to have decent line casting. As the day wore 
on, the humidity was high and the going proved to be tough and rather ex-
hausting walking, as we battled continuous rocky water edges. Three more 
fish were caught, all by the one and only Chris Wright. Well done Chris. as 
the overall winner through collecting the two prizes, heaviest brown trout 
and heaviest Rainbow. Mid afternoon saw most of us back at the camp and 
having a break before we went to light up the BBQ, just a little more fishing, 
and then some more cool beverages and set ourselves up sharing the out-
comes of our day. Still nice weather on Sunday and some of us did a little 
fishing. before we needed to clear the camp site at 10 am and head for 
home. Conclusions and thoughts expressed, that the King Country rivers 
should be left to the younger anglers and we the older half, fish waters that 
do not have millions of rocks. 

Cheers  

Woody (Trip convener) 



Ray Coulson in his element on Lake Otamangakau 


