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Presidents report
First, I would like to say a BIG THANK YOU to Michael for his excellent contribution and leadership
over the past two years as the President of our great club, I know that Michael and Cathie will now
be planning to spend more time on the road in their Campervan.
Congratulations to Peter Haakman on being awarded the Graham Waters Memorial Cup for his
contribution to the club over the past twelve months, what you may not be aware of is the amount
of work that Pete has done behind the scenes.
It is with great pleasure that we have four new members on the Management Committee, Leigh
Johnson, Wayne Buston, Greg du Bern, and Andrew Li, they have joined Gordon Baker, Steve
Taylor, Leon Smith, and Krasimir Angelov. We have held our first Committee meeting and I was
impressed with both the enthusiasm and quality of your Management Committee; a number of
ideas have been put forward and we will have an interesting year ahead for members to enjoy.
Last week I spent a frantic day tying up a
collection of size 14 nymphs for the planned
club trip to fish the lovely Tukituki River and was
looking forward to spending time on the water
with a number of our club members.
And yes, you guessed it the weather did its thing
over on the East Coast and all the rivers were in
flood and unfishable so that was the end of the
plans to hook into a few thirsty rainbows, still I
have another fly box full of flies and ready for
action.
At this month’s club meeting we have Matt Kavermann of Wellington Fish and Game coming along
to talk to members about the results of this seasons drift diving results, this will be an interesting
evening as you will be able to find out where all the trout are hiding in our local rivers. Matt has
been along to our meetings in the past and is an entertaining speaker, so please take the time to
come along and join your fellow club members.
An update on the progress with the review of Fish & Game, on Thursday evening the Wellington
Fish & Game Council meet to finalise our submission to Paul Shortis the Acting CEO of Fish and
Game. From the feedback we have received from the other Regions there has been a consistent
message in regard to the proposed changes and the time frame to implement the changes, the
Chair of National Council wants the changes implemented before the Council Elections in October
2021. Thankfully, the Acting Minister of Conservation has indicated that they are will to provide
some flexibility, I hope to be able to provide you with an update shortly.
Some of you may have seen the excellent programme called Behind New Zealand’s 100% Pure
Image, it is focused on our rivers and well worth watching. https://youtu.be/a_mrSrvlFlQ
Look forward to seeing you on Monday evening, warm regards Malcolm
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Fly Casting Tuition by Gordon Baker
Club member Gordon Baker is available for one-on-one casting tuition. Gordon is a
casting instructor with Flyfishers International (USA). He is available to help beginners
get off to a good start and to assist more experienced members improve their distance
casting skills. Although not yet an approved two-handed casting instructor Gordon is a
keen learner willing to share new skills.
Email Gordon kiwiflyfisher@gmail.com or phone 0274946487 to arrange a suitable time
for a lesson. There is no charge.

Mid-Week Fishing trips by Hugh
For those members who are lucky enough to be able to fish mid-week during the forthcoming
season please confirm your desire to be included in the mid-week fishers email list to:
hugh.driver.nz@gmail.com
The emails are of often sent out only giving very short notice to take advantage of the prevailing
conditions and members availability, as an example the afternoon of day before the proposed trip.

Angler Code of Conduct – Tongariro River
Most of us at some stage have experienced the odd angler on the Tongariro river who will jump
in ahead of an angler fishing who is moving upstream, one of the only downsides of fishing this
great river.
Well, Department of Conservation have released a video clip providing anglers with the basic
angler etiquette, check it out before you head up on your next trip.
In winter popular pools can sometimes get crowded, which occasionally creates tension. This can
be avoided by following a simple code of conduct, often referred to as fishing etiquette. Not part
of the Taupō fishery regulations but a common-sense guide allowing everyone to enjoy their
fishing.
video clip
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Fly Pattern of the Month – Glo-Bug by Gordon Baker
Glo-Bug

Very popular when fishing for fresh run rainbows. It is usual to fish Glo Bugs in tandem with a
heavier nymph to sink them to where the fish are. Glo Bugs are extremely popular in the Taupo
region and for fishing the Tongariro, Tauranga-Taupo, Hinemaiaia, Waitahanui and Waimarino
Rivers in particular. Use the smaller sizes when the water is clear.
We will also be tying larger “Heave and Leave” patterns for fishing the river mouths.

Hook

TMC 2457 size 6-14

Thread

Danville Flymaster 210 Fire Orange

Eyes

Foam tube

Body

Glo-Bug yarn or soft egg. Colour and veil optional

Please note that the next fly-tying meeting will be at the Waikanae Boating Club at 7.30pm
Monday 12th July. Please bring your club membership card. If you haven’t received yours yet
you may do so at either the club or fly-tying meeting.

Feather Merchants (NZ) sponsor our fly-tying group. Go to their website www.flyshop.co.nz to
see their wide range of top-quality tying materials, tools and flyfishing accessories.
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“The Rabbit Fly” by Nick and Cathie Weldon
Well! An excellent turnout for this month’s fly tying at the Waikanae Boat Club with many superb
examples tied. Twelve of us turned up, so it was a busy evening for Gordon “The Guru” Baker
who had to contend with beginners, intermediates, and masters alike.

So here we are getting the lowdown on the rabbit
fly before splitting up into separate groups to ‘give
it a go’.
Those in rapt attention (from left) are Rex Harris,
Wayne Cameron, Andrew Li, Cathie Weldon, The
Guru, Krasimir Angelov and Steve Taylor.
Also, at the session but not in this shot were
Michael Murphy, Greg du Bern, Tane Moleta, and
Graham Evans.

After the initial demo, and some stories of recent trips on the water, we split up into separate
groups to mass produce the flies! By necessity we had to use the leaner tables as some of the fly
vices did not fit the dinner tables! Check out the concentration oozing from each table! …
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Now two of the group had either never tied a fly before or not for at least 40 years! And here are
the fruits of their toil in just 2 hours with expert assistance for the rest of the group!

Andrew Li’s rabbits

Cathie’s bunnies

And here is a selection of other superb results …

Something tickled Tane (a feather?)! And Andrew was drawing experience from all corners,
hence his bemused expression!

Seriously though, Andrew tied some great first-time flies, a testament to good advice.
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Lastly, this morning on our KFFC Facebook page we found these excellent stonefly imitations tied
by Mark Vogt …

We could all do with some of those, Mark!!
Next month…. The mighty Glo-Bug.

Rotorua Lakes Fishing Trip 2021 by Ralph Lane
The 6th annual fishing trip to the Rotorua lakes was held
on 9-15th May. Nine members including one from Hawke
Bay trekked north with 4 boats, a dingy and a canoe. For
the second time a house at Gladstone Point at Lake Rotoiti
was hired which was big enough to accommodate the
group.
With a good size dining room, a lounge to relax in and a
garage to leave the fishing gear, it was suitable for a week
of serious fishing

A 4.3kg trout caught off the
jetty at Lake Okataina.

With the weather at times changeable it was necessary
to move to a number of different locations to get out
onto some water. Four lakes namely Rotoiti, Rotorua,
Okataina and Tarawera were all fished during the
week.
For the first time our favorite Lake Rotoma was not
fished with windy conditions too strong to take a boat
out. Lake Rotoiti did not produce many fish this year
with the large majority caught on Lake Rotorua which
was somewhat unexpected.
I am not the chef!
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With a wide range of expertise and knowledge of the
lakes by the members, many different methods of
fishing were used. Trolling, jigging, harling, casting
and ‘heave and leave’ with some more successful
than others.
Trolling with mid-sized dark brown and red seemed to
be more to the trout’s liking than other methods.
However, having stated this, the two biggest fish
caught were by ‘heave and leave’ of large red/orange
glow bugs at the change light around 5:30am. The
early fisherman catches the fish !!!
Cleaning the fish is the hard part
During the trip we were invited to view the
two Rotorua coastguard boats. An allvolunteers team of 22 make sure the Rotorua
lakes and part of the Waikato River are
covered when problems on the waters
occur.
It was good see what a great coverage they
have in the area. A big thanks to their
President Jeremy Doorman for showing us
through the complex.

Overall, another enjoyable week. With 38 fish caught
this was certainly the most successful trip the members
have experienced over the 6 trips to the lakes.
With 9 hungry people away for a week food was of
course an important aspect of helping keep the group
happy and contented.
A very big thank you must then go to Peter our
fishing/chef for an incredible feast of high quality and
varied meals he conjured up each night. The Club are
fortunate to have Pete willing and able to take on the
work involved in doing this.

A bucket of the best
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Taniwha in the valley: Hutt River is both threatened and threatening but is it just misunderstood? By Kate Green
Māori wisdom likens a river to a taniwha’s tail. It whips side to side, changing its course on a whim,
unpredictable – you don’t want to get too close.
But civilization had other plans for the Hutt River. Where it passes through the Hutt Valley, houses
crowd it on either side, recreation spots are carved into its banks, and its health varies from inlet
to inlet.
Also called Te Awakairangi – awa meaning river, kairangi meaning held in high esteem – it hosts
more than one million visitors each year who walk, run, cycle, picnic, fish, and swim, but it’s
plagued by issues from flooding to E. coli, sediment to toxic algae.
Quick Hutt River Facts
•
•
•

56 Kilometres long.
Runs through the Hutt Valley from Kaitoke to Wellington Harbour.
Four main tributaries: Akatarawa, Mangaroa, Pakuratahi and Whakatiki.

Surrounded by civilisation, the Hutt River is often the final destination for contaminants washing off
pavements and down drains from the city

Flowing south-west from its headwaters in the Kaitoke Regional Park, the Hutt River passes
through a catchment that changes from rural land to dense residential communities, to
commercial and industrial facilities in Lower Hutt and Petone as it drains into Wellington Harbour.
The river and its floodplains hold cultural significance to iwi. A healthy river has healthy mauri,
which enables healthy connections and relationships.
Spokesperson for Choose Clean Water Marnie Prickett said the Hutt River was a “multiple impact
site.”
“People don’t see themselves as existing in a catchment,” she said, with residents unwittingly
polluting the river in many little ways, like putting soapy water down stormwater drains.
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The abundance of pavement removed the ground’s natural ability to absorb water, resulting in
pooling, flooding, and sediment being carried along natural low points to the river.

Injured tramper Brian Carey, a 14-year-old Naenae College pupil, rafted down the Hutt River gorge
on a truck tyre tube in 1965. Tararua Tramping Club searchers rescued him after he slipped on ice
near Alpha and fell over a bluff

Dr Jenny Webster-Brown, incoming director at Our Land and Water National Science Challenge
and adjunct professor at Lincoln and Canterbury Universities, said Hutt River was a classic case
of “urban stream syndrome.”
Flood control meant confining the river to one course, which meant contaminants were more
concentrated, and the water level varied more dramatically during heavy rain, as it was unable to
spread out. Common contaminants like copper, lead, and zinc, and hydrocarbons like petrol, were
toxic to river ecology, and fertilized parks, golf courses, and farmland caused elevated levels of
nitrate and phosphorus.
Higher concentrations of sediment meant murky water, which affected predator/prey
relationships. “You can’t see your food, and your food can’t see you to get away,” she said.
Filter feeders ended up sucking in silt rather than clean water, and the sediment which settled on
the river bottom obscured habitats and food.
In November last year, 66 little blue penguins born on Matiu/Somes Island died, it was thought,
because of silt entering the harbour from the Hutt River obscuring their food.
River health
Hutt River at Te Marua Intake – in the upper reaches of the catchment – rated A: the predicted
average infection risk is 1 in 100 people.
Opposite Manor Park Golf Club – between Upper and Lower Hutt city centres – rated D: the
predicted average infection risk is more than 3 in 100 people.
Hutt River at Boulcott – between Kennedy-Good Bridge and Melling Bridge – rated D
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River grading system from LAWA.org.nz.

Wellington Regional Council marine and freshwater team leader Dr Evan Harrison said risk was
determined by combining information about recent and forecast weather, and previous results.
Suitability for swimming was monitored daily, year-round, along with toxic algae growth, which
was harmful to humans and dogs, with alerts and ratings published on the Land, Air, Water
Aotearoa (LAWA) website.
Chair of local volunteer group Friends of the Hutt River, Pat Van Berkel, said algae began
appearing in the river just over a decade ago.

Van Berkel is also a member of Whaitua te Whanganui-a-Tara Committee, a group of locals from
Hutt Valley and Wellington, co-managed by mana whenua, tasked by the regional council with
developing a programme to improve the quality of streams, rivers, and the harbour.
After two years of work, the committee was preparing to deliver its recommendations to the
regional council.
Algae would only grow when nutrient levels – nitrogen and phosphate – occurred in
concentrations between 5 and 10 per cent.
“You can’t eliminate it; it grows when the conditions are right.” A big part of the committee’s
work was to figure out how to make conditions wrong. “There has been talk of releasing a lot of
water all at once from a reservoir to flush it out,” he said, but that was deemed too destructive.
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The solution would instead be to reduce nutrient levels to less than 5 per cent. Van Berkel said
22 per cent of nutrients in the Hutt River came from the Mangaroa River, 17 per cent from the
Pakuratahi, 11 per cent from the Akatarawa, and 5 per cent from the Whakatiki.
Springs in the river, between the Silverstream and Moonshine bridges, accounted for a further 40
per cent of nutrients. “It’s not possible to plug up the springs,” Van Berkel said, so the question
was; how did the nutrients, which emerged through the springs, first get into the groundwater?
Possible contributors, Van Berkel said, were fertilizer from parks and grounds, broken sewerage
pipes, and septic tank failures. The recommendation to council would be to investigate these and
stop contaminants at their source.
The wastewater system was also frequently overwhelmed by periods of heavy rain and flowed
into the river. Plumbers saved time and money by discharging fresh water through the wastewater
pipes – “but that’s illegal for this very reason.”

Wellington resident Paul Aschenberger took this photo of Evans Bay in Wellington Harbour,
showing the effects of muddy runoff from the Hutt River, a common occurrence after heavy rain

Flooding
Regional council floodplain management team leader Sharyn Westlake said the existing stop bank
system could handle at least a one-in-100-year flood, on a scale of 1944 cubic metres per second.
As part of the RiverLink project, the council would increase protection to handle floods of 2800
cubic metres per second.
“These stop banks will protect Hutt City from estimated damages worth $1.1 billion,” she said.
“And these estimates are only for direct costs of buildings and infrastructure, they don’t include
human suffering that would occur within the community.
Wildlife

The Hutt River catchment is home to 13 native fish species: longfin eel, shortfin eel, koaro, inanga,
dwarf galaxias, giant kokopu, banded kokopu, Cran’s bully, bluegill bully, redfin bully, common
bully, common smelt, and lamprey.
More than half of these species are at risk or threatened.
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Wilderlab founder Shaun Wilkinson sampled the river at two locations; Hikoikoi Reserve near the
river mouth, where it flowed into Wellington Harbour, and Railway Ave Bridge, in the heart of
Lower Hutt city.

Wilderlab founder Shaun Wilkinson takes eDNA samples from the water in the Hutt River to get an
idea which species are present

With three samples at each site, the detection rate should be between 85-90 per cent, Wilkinson
said. As well as some of the species on this list – long fin and short fin eels, inanga, common smelt,
bluegill bullies, common bully – he found DNA from black flounder, which is native, but not
common, at the bridge site.
Ulva, a kind of green, slimy algae, was the most common species at the river mouth, visibly
choking the shallows. Also present in large numbers were estuarine triplefin, yelloweye mullet,
and common or crans bullies (genetically indistinguishable).
Water is forced through a filter on the end of the syringe, which is then analysed back at the lab
to identify DNA.
An eel, which watched boldly on as Wilkinson took water samples, turned out to be a shortfin eel,
a species abundant at both sites.
Upstream, the most common species were common/crans and blue bullies. Some surprising
residents were the craspedacusta sowerbii, or peach blossom, freshwater jellyfish, an introduced
species plaguing rivers and lakes around New Zealand.
“We’ve done a lot of rivers recently,” Wilkinson said. “Here we identified 210 species, and that’s
pretty standard.”
Hutt River is an important trout fishery and spawning waters in the regional council’s Proposed
Natural Resources Plan.
Suitable inanga spawning habitat was found in the Hutt River, and spawning has been confirmed
in the lower reaches around the Sladden Park Boat Ramp.
An ongoing project for the regional council and community groups was planting locally indigenous
species throughout the river corridor to improve water quality and stabilise riverbanks, enhance
biodiversity, and provide shade and shelter for people and wildlife alike.
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Fishing the Manawatu at Oringi – Wednesday Club trip in June by Ruth
McKenzie

Well not all good things go to plan, and that was definitely the case on our Wednesday 9 th trip to
the Rangitikei. It was a much-anticipated trip with a new access spot and ten keen people signed
up. The day before the weather was looking settled and the river a tad low. Overnight that
changed to 35cumecs and rising, meaning an un-crossable river, so an early morning urgent email
from Hugh said we were heading to Oringi on the Manawatu instead.
After negotiating heaps of roadworks, we met in Woodville for coffee and discussion on who was
going where and what time we were meeting for lunch. The sun was trying hard to come out, and
things were looking pretty calm in Woodville. Not quite so fortunate at the river. There was a
gusty breeze blowing downstream making casting a challenge and fish harder to see. The river
was a bit weedy in places, buts lots of easy access, places to spread out and good casting room.
Nymphing seemed to be the choice of the day.
It was a successful day with a number catching a few fish, including browns, with fish ranging in
size between 3 and 5 pounds, and a couple that got away.

Thanks for the photos Cathie and Hugh, and thanks to Hugh and Nick for the coaching, and
willingly giving up your precious fishing time.
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A note from a friend – we can choose to see the world around us by Todd
Tanner
You know I’m a writer. Been one for thirty-eight years. I haven’t written much over the last few
months, but I’ll do the best I can with this.
I was just watching two little birds. They flew by, twisting and turning in an intricate dance above
the river, and for a brief moment I saw grace. Not the oft-used word but the thing itself. Grace.
Wing tip to wing tip, feather to delicate feather, there was a living vision of purpose, beauty, and
control before my eyes, and then it moved on, upstream, out of sight.
You’re liable to see such things on a trout stream. I know I have.
I’m sitting here, of course, because I can’t do much else. My days of wading and casting are over.
In fact, my time on this planet is just about over. My life, the only one I’ve ever known, is nearing
its end. Cancer. The Big C. The only disease that mimics our culture. Growth without purpose,
growth without restraint, growth for its own sake. In one of those delicious quirks of fate, my body,
or at least what’s left of it, has become a depressing symbol of all that’s wrong with our society.
I’d laugh at the irony if it didn’t hurt so damn much.
Enough about me, though. This letter, one of the last things I’m likely to do, shouldn’t be about
pain or regret or disappointment. I’ve lived too well and accomplished too much. I will not move
on in a cloud of self-pity. Instead, I want to talk about life. I’ve come to understand the subject a
little bit better over these last few months and I believe that I’ve learned a few things worth sharing.
The first, as you might have guessed, is choice. My choice, right now, is to sit here in the sun and
watch the river. From where I’m sitting, I can see clear down to the Corner Pool and all the way
up to the Lightning Hole. Nobody calls it that anymore, of course. Old Tommy Clark’s been gone
for almost thirty years, and you’d be hard pressed to find anyone who remembers the story, hard
pressed to find an old newspaper clipping about the fellow who got electrocuted while fighting a
brown trout. Killed Tommy, that lightning strike did, and then it ran down his line and killed his fish,
too. A nice brown, a couple, maybe three pounds if I remember right.
But I digress. I can see the water here, a hundred yards or more, and I’m afraid that although I’ve
fished this spot a thousand times, I’ve never seen it in this light. There’s a shine on the surface, a
golden reflection of the sun poised just above the trees on the western bank, and I can’t help but
think it’s appropriate that I’m sitting here in my folding chair looking at the tail-end of a glorious
day on the river, all the while thinking about the tail-end of my life. If I was a different kind of man,
I might be tempted to talk about this day as a metaphor and paint a pretty picture of time well
spent, a river worthy of my life and a life worthy of this river, but to be honest, that sort of thing
strikes me as awfully close to maudlin.
Instead, I want to talk about the light. You see as a fisherman, as a fly fisherman, I was always a
little too busy to notice the light. I wanted to see those rising fish, those delicate rings, those
dimples slipping down the river like the fast-fading tracks of a perfect moment, preserved just long
enough to point me in the right direction. But I never saw the light on the water for what it truly
was. I can tell you now, though. It’s beauty, it’s perfection. To be honest, I wish I’d spent just a little
more time looking and a little less time waving that pretty stick in the air. But that was my choice.
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Choices. That’s right. That’s what I wanted to talk about. I’ve made a bunch during my life; some
turned out well and others didn’t. But it’s only over the last few years that I started realizing what
a great gift they are. We can choose to rush, or we can choose to slow down. We can choose to
move through life unaware or we can choose to see, to really see, the things around us. We can
choose to touch, to feel, to love, or we can choose to close ourselves away from everything else.
What a blessing, to know that the way we look at life is a choice and that we ultimately have control
over everything that really matters.
Like right now. I could be propped up in my bed, watching the news on TV, listening to some slick
broadcasters give me his snake-oil take on the world. That’s one choice, although not one I’d
typically make. Or I can drag myself down here to the river and sit in this chair, which truth-to-tell
is not in much better shape than I am and watch the water flow by. I’ll tell you what. I’ll take the
river every single time.
A little secret. There’s a branch that hangs off that big willow on the far bank—if you were here,
I’d point it out to you—and in the shade of that branch is a nice brown. Oh, I’ve never caught him.
He’s too smart and I’m too old, and even if I wasn’t sick, I wouldn’t be able to wade across and
make that cast. It’s a young man’s cast, the kind I haven’t even considered for the last few years,
but I know it’s possible.
Once upon a time, as the story goes, I could make that cast and catch that fish. In fact, twenty-five
years ago I waded out up to my armpits and caught a trout under that very same tree with one of
the nicest casts I ever made. Jesus, that was poetry. You never really know until you try, and one
day I did. A choice, it was, and the right one. Then again, with the advantage of hindsight you see
that trying is almost always the right way to go.
As the sun drops, the bugs are starting to show. The caddis are already here on the banks, buzzing
around in clouds, swarming. I’ve always liked the caddis. They’re so full of life. They bounce and
zoom and zig and zag, and if a guy ever told you, he knew exactly what a caddis was going to do
next, you could tell he was a liar. Of course, he was a fisherman, so you pretty much knew that
anyway.
The mayflies are starting to come off, too. Little sailboats floating down the current. It’s funny but
over the course of a couple hundred years you’d think that we would have been able to come up
with a better description. Sailboats. But we haven’t, and that’s what they are, and I have to admit
that there’s a certain comfort to finding the one description, the one word, that truly fits. Maybe
someday there will be another, but it won’t happen in my lifetime.
The fish aren’t up yet. I honestly don’t think they like the sun. The birds, though, are working the
water in singles and pairs, picking off both the mayflies and the caddis as they have the chance,
and I can tell you that the trout are starting to think about switching to the top. There’s something
about trout, something about the species, that makes them want to feed up high in the water
column. You look at the way they’re built, and you can tell that their body type just lends itself to
sipping dry flies off the surface. If ever a creature was more perfect for the fly rod, I haven’t heard
of him.
The gift of this evening, however, is not the trout, or the bugs, or even the river. Instead, it’s the
fact that I’m truly aware of these things. I can close my eyes—I just did, although you’d never
know it unless I told you—and experience the world through my other senses. There’s a light
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breeze and it’s soft on my face. There’s warmth, too, because I’m facing west, and the sun is
touching me with the last of its golden rays. I can smell the rich, heady scent of spring, which is
nothing if not the scent of promise and rebirth. And the river ... God, what music. Water is a
symphony, and for this moment, in this moment, I am an audience of one.
How can you be alive and not feel the glory of such a day? Even with my constant companion
Pain by my side, I am blessed.
So, I share these things with you, my friend. My discomfort - thanks, I know you’d help if there
were only some way that you could - and my pleasure, my life and my thoughts, the beauty all
around me, this wondrous world that we’ve been given to steward and protect, a gift beyond
compare. These things, while not always comfortable or easy, are most certainly things worth
sharing. I’m glad that you were, and are, willing to listen.
Some years ago, I read a poignant tale, the truth of which became more and more apparent as I
grew older. A student asked his teacher, a wise old shaman, why he was neither hot in the summer
nor cold in the winter. The teacher answered, “I am both, but I am not bothered by them.”
“Why?” pondered the student.
The teacher answered with four simple words. “Because they are real.”
Because they are real.
Dear God, if only I had learned this particular lesson forty years ago. For tonight I sit here on the
banks of a river I love, and I do know what is real. This river. The sunlight on my face. The birds,
the insects, the trout .... all these things, plus so many others. They touch me, they infuse my flesh
and my spirit, they give me hope where so many people would see none. As I look around, I can
push away my frailty and sickness. Wallace Stegner said, “By such a river it is impossible to believe
that one will ever be tired or old.” I’m not sure we make our own reality, but here, in this place, I’m
both an old man and young again, my body sick but my spirit soars.
Of course, I’d be lying if I said I was ready for what comes next. I don’t want to give up these days
of sun and warmth. Spring has come, soft and gentle, and it seems strange, in fact it seems
impossible, to think that I won’t know the fullness of one more summer. But all men pass, and it’s
what we do with our lives that matters most. At least I’ve done enough with mine to hold the
regrets at bay.
Oh, there he was. The first trout of the evening. A little guy, splashy rise, probably took a caddis.
And there’s another. Nice fish. Looked like a brown, a hint of butter and brown sugar on his side
as he rolled on the surface. It’s starting. I knew it would.
Someone, I can’t seem to remember who, once said that no man is an island. The Native
Americans talk about The-Spirit-That-Moves-In-All-Things. The Taoists speak of The Force. I’ve
studied these philosophies over the last few years, these two as well as a half dozen more. Here’s
what it boils down to. We are all part of nature; we are all connected. There’s something, an
energy, perhaps even a spirit, that joins us together. As the ancient Greeks said, life is a tapestry
and each of us a thread in the weave. My days are almost done, my time is almost over. There are
moments when I am afraid. Yet even in the midst of fear I’m comforted, for I can look around me

17

and see the river, the trees, the birds, the fish, the sunlight. And each of these things is a great
blessing. Each of these things is real.
Thank you, my friend. I know this hasn’t been easy. If you don’t mind, I think I’m just going to sit
here a while longer and watch the trout rise.
Editor's note: The author, Todd Tanner, wrote this short story to commemorate his father, who
died from cancer at the age of 59.

Repairing breathable waders by Hugh Driver
I give my breathable wader a hard life (clambering over rocks, up banks through blackberry etc)
but I have never been very successful with finding the leaks using the recommended technique
of using a mist of isopropanol alcohol – it’s supposed to show dark spots. I have resorted to a
new approach that I am experimenting with and I’m confident that it will give me some more life.
I describe below:
I have found the waders are best tested starting from completely dry.
First turn them inside out and using an airbed pump I have connected some tubing that goes
inside the wader with the wader gathered around the tube with a reusable cable tie.
I then hang them up and connect the pump when inflated I use a spray bottle with a water diluted
dish wash detergent to saturate the surface. Mark the areas that show growing bubbles with a
soft pencil. Rinse, remove pump and cable tie and allow to dry.
When dried the waders can be repaired with the (expensive) urethane wader repair (keep any
unused urethane in the freezer – it will last years if kept frozen)
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WATERWAYS: A new study has worked out when intervention is needed
to protect rivers and lakes by Fuseworks
Nutrient guidelines identified.
Top New Zealand freshwater scientists have answered the question of how much nutrients
should be permitted in our rivers to maintain ecosystem health.
Lead scientist and report author Dr Adam Canning (now based at James Cook University in
Queensland) undertook an extensive analysis of data looking at macroinvertebrate (aquatic
bugs) diversity in New Zealand waters with differing nutrient levels.
Recently appearing in an international peer-reviewed scientific journal, the paper is seen as
definitive research to set appropriate nutrient levels for nitrogen and phosphorus in our rivers to
ensure good environmental outcomes.
Fish & Game NZ chairman Ray Grubb says the ground-breaking report provides a strong basis
to further develop public policy on fresh water.
"Having been internationally peer-reviewed provides confidence that these figures are the right
ones to use when implementing the National Policy Statement (NPS) Freshwater Management
2020 over the next couple of years.”
The limits established in the study by Dr Canning and his fellow researchers - Dr Mike Joy and
Professor Russell Death - reinforce other suggested thresholds for nutrient guidelines
established by the Australian and New Zealand Environment and Conservation Council and
other international analysis.
Grubb says having these unequivocal baselines will be particularly useful when it comes to
improving degraded waterways.
"It provides clear guidance for nutrient concentrations for nitrogen and phosphorus to support
macroinvertebrate targets - a key indicator of ecosystem and waterway health. "If a river or lake
is above the threshold, intervention will be necessary to meet targets so that the aquatic insect
populations, and subsequently water quality, can improve.”
A key element of the NPSFM 2020 is giving effect to the principles of Te Mana o te Wai, which
guide freshwater management to ensure the health and wellbeing of the water is protected, and
human health needs are provided for before enabling other uses of water.
"Te Mana o te Wai establishes a hierarchy of obligations prioritising the health and well-being of
water first, then ensuring health needs of people (such as drinking water) and then the ability of
people and communities to provide for their social, economic and cultural wellbeing," Grubb
says.
"This does not mean the water needs to be restored to a pristine state, but it ensures the
environmental bottom lines are clearly identified.”
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"This scientific paper is an important summary of knowledge on how nutrients affect ecosystem
health in New Zealand and is going to be invaluable for defining the environmental requirements
for our rivers.”
Editor’s note: Prior to Dr Adam Canning joining the James Cook University he worked with Fish and
Game via our Palmerston North Office looking at how we could use Trout DNZ samples found in the
water to identify spawning rivers.

The Old-Fashioned Winged Wet Fly by Al Simpson
I recently saw a blog titled “How to Fish the Old-fashioned Winged Wet Fly”, and it gave me pause.
The assumption has always been that until Pulman codified dry fly fishing in 1851 in the “Vade
Mecum of Fly Fishing for Trout,” that fly-fishing was a subsurface affair. But is it possible that the
old-fashioned winged wet fly was actually made to be fished on the water’s surface, i.e., dry? And
if so, when did dry fly fishing really begin.

old-fashioned winged wet fly

Early anglers were undoubtedly faced with many challenges to fish a fly on the water’s surface.
Their hooks were heavy, their lines, horsehair and silk, absorbed water, and they lacked floatants
to apply to their flies. Thus, their flies likely sank a good deal of the time, regardless of the anglers’
intent. But why was fishing with an artificial fly first begun.
The use of artificial flies was documented some two-thousand years ago. However, it wasn’t until
the early 1400’s that the fly-fishing literature discovered thus far provided much information
regarding fishing with artificial flies. At that time, the “Treatise of Fishing with an Angle” written by
Juliana Berners, included a section devoted to trout fishing. Among the observations and advice,
she offered, I found the following –
“And you can angle for him at all times with a lying or running ground-line, except in leaping time,
and then with an artificial fly.”
“From April to September the trout leaps; then angle for him with an artificial fly appropriate to the
month.”
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Thus, although aquatic insects and their life cycles had not yet been discovered or understood,
anglers in the 1400’s did recognize that trout fed on the surface during the spring and summer
months. Furthermore, it was obvious that they were feeding on insects. The Treatise goes on to
provide descriptions of twelve flies to be tied and used during the months when trout fed on the
surface.
Recipes were provided for the flies, beginning with the Dun Fly. “Dun Fly: the body of dun wool
and the wings of the partridge. Another Dun Fly: the body of black wool; the wings of the blackest
drake; and the jay under the wing and under the tail.”
Unfortunately, no tying instructions nor illustrations were included for the flies. Some four-hundred
years later, Dwight A. Webster, using the descriptions provided, tied representative flies. They
served as models for artist John Langley Howard, who painted them for publication. Most recently,
copies of the plates were reproduced in “Quill Gordon“, authored by John McDonald, and
published in 1972.
As you can see below, Webster tied the flies with upright wings, appropriate for fishing on the
surface, i.e. as dry flies.

The Berners Trout Flies, tied by D.A. Webster
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This leaves us with several questions. Is Webster’s interpretation correct, or were the wings
actually tied down, similar to today’s winged wet flies, as many have presumed? If so, were they
fished wet or dry? And if they were tied upright at that time, when were they first tied down?
Some answers are found in the “The Experienced Angler“, written by Robert Venables in 1662.
In it, he described both how to tie artificial flies, and how to fish them. Helpful excerpts include:
“For the wings, then I place such coloured feathers there, as I apprehend most resemble the wings
of the fly and set the points of the wings towards the head.”
“And by this means I conceive the stream will carry your flies’ wings in the posture of one flying;
whereas if you set the points of the wings backwards, towards the bending of the hook, the stream,
if the feathers be gentle as they ought, will fold the points of the wings in the bending of the hook.”
In these passages, Venables describes two ways to tie flies, each to be fished differently. One was
tied with upright wings and fished as a dry fly, and the other tied with down wings and fished as a
wet fly.
So, let’s return to my two original questions. It appears that the old-fashioned winged wet fly, as
described by Venables, was indeed designed to be fished subsurface, as a wet fly. Was he the
originator of this fly pattern, or did it pre-date his description? And dry fly fishing? It appears that
it began centuries, if not millennia, before Pulman began the “dry fly era” in the 1800’s. Perhaps
future literary discoveries will provide more definitive answers to these questions.
The following link will take you to another articles on the:
Fly Fishing History- the Overlooked Venables

Riverside by Domenick Swentosky

Smith and I hopped the guardrail as traffic whizzed by at sixty miles an hour. Smith went first, with
his rod tip trailing behind, and he sliced through the brush like a hunter. I followed with probably
too much gear for a three-hour trip and a puppy in my arms. River is our family’s eleven-week-old
Australian Shepherd, and with a name like that, he has no choice but to become a great fishing
dog. Time on the water will do it.
With rows of steel posts and asphalt behind me, I glanced back at the passing driver in a black
Jeep. It had dried mud in the wheel wells. I heard the driver take his foot off the accelerator and
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saw his beat-up ball cap peer over the steering wheel, as he followed our progress down the
narrow dirt trail.
“I hate that,” I yelled over the road noise toward Smith.
“Yeah,” my friend turned and hollered back. “I saw him too. I always feel like we’re giving away
secrets by parking up there.”
“Same,” I replied. I shifted River in my arms and ducked under the low limbs. “Especially with fly
rods in our hands,” I finished.
I’ve been this way for decades. I’d rather keep my activities low key and inconspicuous. Some
anglers plaster their vehicles with stickers. They mount a pair of rod vaults to the roof and order
a custom license plate that reads IFLY4FSH.
That’s fine. It really is. But the longer you’re in this game, the more you realize that others are too.
And I don’t know any dedicated angler who would rather fish shoulder to shoulder than have the
river all to himself. So, a little subtlety and discretion goes a long way.
Smith met the water’s edge and paused to release his streamer from the hook keeper. Before his
boots touched the water, he fired off two casts to the shallow bankside riffle, a dark edge that
would surely produce if we had a little more water or a little less sun.
I’ve seen this region under low water before, but perhaps not for this long. Last week, the skies
mercifully delivered nearly an inch of the wet stuff in about a day. Right before the rain hit, a friend
who’s new to fly fishing and even newer to the game of watching the river gauges, texted me:
“It’s about time! This rain will fill the rivers again. Can’t wait!”
I texted back: “Hope so.”
But I knew better.
The creeks bumped up for a day and came right back down. I wasn’t surprised. It’ll take a solid
week of rain to bring the aquifers back to their average base level. Because in this limestone
spring region, it’s the base flow that matters. We’re blessed to have the consistency of flows. And
the trout here feed under almost any river condition.
Smith was now halfway to the small middle island, casting a single streamer in rhythm. Strip, jerk,
strip, jerk, cast, repeat. I knelt to put River’s four paws in the dry mud and yelled over to Smith:
“Are you fishing for reaction strikes?” I asked. Smith nodded.
I rigged up my own rod with a dry line and a Harvey leader paired with a small CDC caddis. I too
was looking for reaction strikes. On a clear day with low water like this, there are two strategies:
Either set up in the deepest, greenest stuff you can find, or cover a ton of water and hit every
hidey hole and shady structure you can find. Either will produce if you stick with it and you’re
careful not to scare the fish.
River waded tentatively toward Smith and the small island. He chose a shallow path that kept the
water level below his belly, tiptoeing through the riffle and aiming for every dry rock he could find.
My Aussie still wades like a summer vacationer with a farmer’s tan. He’ll get it. And his caution
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around water is a good thing for a river dog. My border collie, Dylan, was the same. It’s a shepherd
thing.
Far different from the lab that bounds through water playfully to no end, most shepherds wade
when it’s part of the job. I taught Dylan to stay downstream of my casting or up on the bank. He
crossed when I told him, but mostly stayed out of the river. Except for summertime, when he’d
find a nice piece of water with medium flow and lay belly down to cool off, lapping up an occasional
drink. I love fishing with a dog.
Smith’s odds of putting a trout in the net were low. With that streamer and this skinny water, he
knew he wasn’t using the best setup. But he’s on the water often enough that fishing has become
of an exploration of tactics and methods more than a fish-counting endeavour. I think every angler
gets to that point eventually. We know what works. Now let’s find out what won’t work. When
you’ve nothing left to prove to yourself, you have nothing to lose on a fishing trip.
With my dry line rigged and ready, I walked over to River. He’d found an instream log to rest
against, and he looked a little unsure about braving the deeper and swifter currents beyond.
I knelt beside him for a moment and scratched his wet
chest. He reached up and licked my face with a soft
whine signalling his request for a little help from a
friend.
A few months from now, it’ll be time to encourage him
forward into the flow. But for now, I’m happy to pick up
this sweet puppy and carry him the rest of the way.
I love fishing with a dog.

Fish hard, my friends.
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A Montana fishing story by Todd Tanner

There’s a river I fish on a fairly regular basis that’s less than a 10-minute drive from my front door.
While it’s relatively large — at least for a Montana trout stream — it runs warmer than our other
local waters because it flows into, and then out of, a natural, un-dammed lake. Except for the
cooling influence of the occasion spring or seep, the river water below the outflow is approximately
the same temperature as the lake’s sun-baked surface — which means things warm up quickly in
the spring and stay that way into October.
There are any number of homes along the river’s banks, many of which feature massive shade
trees and manicured lawns, and there’s a faint suburban aura to the river corridor that can seem
a little odd here in the northern Rockies. Still, a ten-year-old boy could jump on his bike and peddle
the kilometre or two from the river’s edge to the edge of the mountains — the start of a vast,
uninterrupted wilderness — in almost no time at all.
When I’m fishing one particular stretch with nice homes spaced here and there along the far bank,
I keep in mind there’s a decent chance a grizzly bear is wandering through the surrounding forest.
I haven’t seen a bear on the river recently, but we live in Grizzly Central and there’s almost always
one or two around.
Then, of course, there’s the fishing. The water is gorgeous, with a mix of wide flats and quick riffles
interspersed with a handful of deep, alluring runs. You can’t help but look at the river and think
“trout.”
Most of the time, though, you’d be disappointed.
There are places here in Montana where the local landscapes infuse our waterways with an ideal
mix of minerals and nutrients, guaranteeing tons of insects and lots of fish. Rivers like the Madison
and the Big Hole are known for their hatches and their rising trout — and rightly so. They’re
considered bug factories and the fishing, as you’re no doubt aware, can be absolutely
tremendous.

25

I’m not sure whether it’s our geology, or whether more than a century of intensive human activities
have degraded the biotic capacity of the watershed, but there are far fewer aquatic insects in
evidence in our local river. (With the exception of mosquitoes. Those we have in abundance.) And
as you might imagine, fewer bugs means fewer fish.
Except, of course, for our piscatorial predators. The 16-kilometre-long lake which bisects the river
holds both introduced lake trout and introduced pike, and both of those voracious species have
chowed down on our native cutthroat as well as our non-native rainbows. I don’t know the river’s
exact local fish count per kilometre at the moment, but after more than 15 years of living here I
can tell you it’s not nearly what you’d expect.
Still, I fish the river. It’s what I do, and I could no more ignore the siren’s call of cold clear water
minutes from my home than I could ignore a hamburger sizzling on the grill or a cold brew on a
hot summer afternoon.
I headed over this past Friday after work, hoping for decent conditions, and was pleasantly
surprised. There was no one else around and the river was lower and clearer than I had any right
to expect during run-off season in mid-May. There were stone fly shucks on the bank, too — fresh
ones — and while I didn’t see a single bug in the air or on the water, I was convinced that I could
fish a big dry and pull a trout up to the surface.
Nope.
I covered a ton of great looking water — covered it reasonably well, in fact — and never moved a
fish. I wish I could tell you that I was surprised, but that’s pretty much what I’ve come to expect.
Trout are scarce here, and even ideal conditions do not guarantee success; especially when there
are no bugs.
I fished elsewhere on Saturday — I’m neither a masochist nor a glutton for punishment — and
then, when Sunday afternoon turned out to be absolutely gorgeous, I traded a handful of halffinished chores for the short ride back to the same spot I’d hit on Friday.
Once again, the river looked perfect. Once again there were no bugs on the water.
As I pulled on my waders, I couldn’t help but think back to the last thing I told my wife before I left
the house: “I’m not going to catch any fish, but it’s a beautiful afternoon to go stand in the river
and wave a stick.”
There are days when it feels like I’m Charlie Brown and the river is Lucy, just begging me to kick
the football.
There are days when it feels like I’m a sucker for a river that’s little more than a pretty face.
And then there are days like this past Sunday.
I’m not going to talk about it. There’s no need to kiss and tell. But sometimes things work out far,
far better than we could ever expect.
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Members Profile – Leigh Johnson
Members Name:

Leigh Johnson

Where do you live:

Paraparaumu Beach

How long have you
been Fly-fishing?

30 years on and off. Mostly off!

When did you start
your fishing journey?

Taught to fly fish by a work colleague in Hawkes Bay.

Other interests:

Travel (in our truck camper and backpacking overseas), cooking,
crafts (knitting etc.), blogging, career & life coaching.

First trout caught:

A big brown caught on a spinning rod on the Mohaka River.

Most enjoyable time
fishing:

Camping trips on any river.

A favourite place to
fish:

Any accessible stretch of river on a calm day, where I can connect
with the environment. Catching fish is currently a bonus, though
I’m very keen to turn this around.

Largest trout caught

40cm rainbow on Ruamahanga this summer.

Mentoring members?

I have joined the club committee, where I would like to focus on
meeting the needs and growing the number of female members.
I feel very much like a novice, so I’m keen to learn from everyone
and pass on what I can.

Availability for fishing
trips:

Any day.

Preferred style of
fishing:

Nymphing, though I spent many hours wet lining in my early days.

Why you joined KFFC

Grant and I retired to Kapiti after selling our business in Wellington.
We have joined the club to make friends, enjoy club trips, increase
our fishing knowledge, and catch more fish.

Contact details:

027 44 88 282 leigh@leighjohnsonnz.com
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If you have never seen a Kiwi in its natural environment (near natural) then I would recommend
the Kiwi Night Encounter at Nga Manu, you will need to book as it is limited to 10 people each
night.

Newsletter content with built-in links to other documents by Editor
Readers of our newsletter may not realise that when you see a name or wording underlined in an
article, as an example a Harvey leader this is a link to another article where you can find more
information. All you need to do is hold down your CTRL key and click on the words and the link
will open.
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Purpose:
Contacts
To promote the art and sport of Fly
Fishing.
To respect the ownership of land
adjoining waterways.
To promote the protection of fish
and wildlife habitat.
To promote friendship and
goodwill between members.
To promote and encourage the
exchange of information between
members.
Club meetings
You are invited to attend our club
meetings that are held on the Fourth
Monday of each month.
The venue is the Turf Pavilion Sport
Grounds, Scaife Street,
Paraparaumu,

President:

Malcolm Francis: ph. 06 364 2101
Email: malcolm1@xtra.co.nz

Secretary:

Greg du Bern
Email: gmdubern@gmail.com

Treasurer

Andrew Li
Email: andrewkate.kapiti@gmail.com

Vice
President

Wayne Butson
Email: Waynebutson@gmil.com

Past
President

Michael Murphy 027 591 8734
Email: mnkmurf@gmail.com

Committee: Leon Smith
Email: leonsmithplumbingltd@gmail.com
Steve Taylor
Email: staylorbuilder@gmail.com

Our meetings start at 7:30pm with
fellowship followed by speakers of
activities.
Club Committee meetings are held
on the first Monday of each month
and the meetings are held at various
member’s homes and start at
7:30pm.
IMPORTANT NOTICE
Please remember that the club has
two Five Weight 8’6” fly rods that
members are welcome to use, just
contact Malcolm Francis

Kras Angelov
Email: krasimir.angelov@gmail.com
Leigh Johnson
Email: leigh@leighjohnsonnz.com
Club Coach Gordon Baker
Email: kiwiflyfisher@gmail.com
Newsletter

Malcolm Francis: ph. 06 364 2101
Email: malcolm1@xtra.co.nz
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