
TONGARIRO & LAKE TAUPO ANGLERS CLUB  P.O.BOX 149, TURANGI.       DECEMBER 2016

Merry Xmas

& tight lines to you allMerry Xmas

& tight lines to you all



02 TALTAC NEWSLETTER- DECEMBER 2016                                           Email: taltac@xtra.co.nz

YOUR COMMITTEE FOR 2016

03

President Ken Haines kennin@xtra.co.nz
Immediate Past Pres. Marion Hall marionrainbow@xtra.co.nz  
Vice Presidents Rob Martyn rob.martyn@gmail.com
 Tom Watson watwood@xtra.co.nz

Committee Robyn Gray r_gray@clear.net.nz 
 Graham Whyman sport.life@xtra.co.nz                                   
 Liam Burt liam.burt@xtra.co.nz  
 Charles Andrews thenest@xtra.co.nz
 Brian Odlin brianodlin@xtra.co.nz
 Pauline McIntyre g.mcintyre@xtra.co.nz
 Graeme McIntyre g.mcintyre@xtra.co.nz
 Dave Nicholls dnicholls@realcold.co.nz
Secretary/Manager Mary Nisbet taltac@xtra.co.nz  
  07 386 5573
                         OR 07 386 8879
Hon. Accountant Michael Cheyne michael.cheyne@xtra.co.nz 
Hon.Reviewer John Billing jbilling357@gmail.com
Clubhouse P O Box 149, Turangi 07 386 7562

 
CLUB NEWS

     TALTAC NEWSLETTER- DECEMBER 2016                                 Email: taltac@xtra.co.nz 03

I wish to thank everyone who has already given consideration to the fact that subscriptions are due on the    
1st January. Check which year you owe for please. 

Accommodation rates were set for a number of years now at $20.00 per night for senior members/ junior 
member half this rate. This is not optional - if you continue to pay insufficient amounts and not respond to my 
correspondence I will ask you to surrender your security key and membership. 

This charge is by no means excessive so please be fair to the club.

A few reminders for you.  It is your responsibility to care for your club. Please clean up after yourselves, cups, 
plates, dishes (wash, dry and put away), vacuum your room, tidy up anything you deem untidy.  Tony Fox 
recently tidied all the magazines in the lounge that had been dumped there. Thank you Tony. Your efforts are 
appreciated.

The state of the fish cleaning room is often left in an absolutely shocking condition. This is not acceptable.

Have some pride. I am not generalizing here as so many of you go way beyond the call of duty but some are 
downright lazy. You know who you are.

I was explaining to my wife last night that when you die you get reincarnated but must come back as a different 
creature.  She said she would like to come back as a cow. 

I said “You’re obviously not listening.”

Thank you to all that have sent articles for our newsletter. The response was amazing. I have a few in reserve 
so your items will get published but please continue to send them to us. We love your stories.

Please do not use our club as a dumping ground for your preloved items. I know your heart is in the right place. 
Think about it, does the club ‘really’ need it, if you don’t want it……….why not!!

Don’t forget our annual competitions. Neil Cameron Photo Competition, Kit Secker Memorial Cup – Heaviest 
Rainbow in the Breakfast Pool (Super Gold Card holders only) and our club competition various categories. All 
fish are to be weighed in on the club scales and witnessed by a club member. Catch cards must be completed 
in full. All the best.

Annual General Meeting reminder: 25th February 2017. The meeting will commence at 5.30p.m followed by a 
BBQ dinner. We will be having a working bee (see President Ken’s Report). 

The agenda and financial reports will be sent to you in the New Year.

We would love to see you there.

I would like to thank you all for the support that you have shown to me over the past year. I wish each and 
every one of you a Very Merry Christmas and a truly happy and prosperous New Year. Be well, be safe.

On a final note. You just have to love Paddy

Just got back from my mate’s funeral.  He died after being hit on the head with a tennis ball.  It was a lovely service.

A teddy bear is working on a building site.  He goes for a tea break and when he returns he notices his pick has been 
stolen.

The bear is angry and reports the theft to the foreman.  The foreman grins at the bear and says “Oh, I forgot to tell you, 
today’s the day the teddy bears have their pick nicked.”

When I was in the pub I heard a couple of plonkers saying that they wouldn’t feel safe on an aircraft if they knew the 
pilot was a woman.  What a pair of sexists.  I mean, it’s not as if she’d have to reverse the bloody thing!

Recently a trailer load of beautiful large oak 
tree rings from Marion's new house was 
delivered to TALTAC. 
It took much huffing and puffing from Marion, 
Robyn, Carol and Steve Dickson to get them 
there as they are bloody big.
It now needs splitting with either an axe, 
chainsaw or log splitter so, If your around at 
xmas and want to get rid of your xmas pud 
go for it.

TALTAC’S XMAS 
FITNESS PROGRAMME
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Hi everyone
This is not my annual report (which will be sent in January) but rather a commentary on a number of items 
and events that we need to remind members of that have arisen during the year.
• New smoke detectors have been installed throughout the bedrooms.  Please note these are the new 
type that have built-in 10year life batteries that cannot be removed.  So if you radio batteries have died DO 
NOT try to remove the ones from the smoke detector.  We will still test them 6-monthly.
• There are a lot of cooking utensils that go missing from the kitchens!!!!!!!  Items such as egg whisks, can 
openers and the like.  None of these have legs so they can’t walk out of the doors.  This means someone 
is taking them home for personal use.  It’s very frustrating to have to go hunting for them when you start 
preparing your first meal especially if its late at night or early morning and the local shops are closed.
• Changes to Workplace Health & Safety law places greater obligation and accountability on officers/
directors for WHS outcomes.  This is especially an issue when we have contractors or members carrying 
out work on site.  The penalties are very harsh and could bankrupt the club or a committee member.  The 
days of members taking it upon themselves to do jobs around the premises have gone and in future ALL 
proposed work needs to be scoped and methods approved by the Committee.  We must ensure that all 
contractors understand all site risks and operate in a way that protects their safety while working on our 
site.  We cannot ‘contract out’ of this obligation.
Probably the greatest risk for members is working at height i.e. on the roof or on ladders/step ladders.  If 
you feel there is some work that needs doing you must approach Mary or one of the committee members 
BEFORE you do anything else.
I know what some of you will say but “thems the rules now” and we will abide by them.
• Having said all that we will be having a working bee on the Saturday of our AGM when we will be 
scraping down and repainting most of the windows of the cottage.  Please bring appropriate scrapers.  It’s 
going to be a big job as they are a real mess and many hands will make life a lot easier.  So please make 
sure you bring some tools.  I don’t recommend heat guns as some of the paint will be very old and could 
be lead based.  There will be other clean up jobs that also need doing.  We will advise you closer to the 
time.
On a personal note Nina and I have retired and have moved back to live in Hastings after 37 years away.  
This means I’m only a couple of hours drive away from TALTAC and I’ll have more time to dedicate myself 
to the Club and fishing in this wonderful part of the country.
Have a great Christmas everyone and I look forward to seeing many of you at the AGM and the working 
bee beforehand.
Ken Haines-President.

PRESIDENT’S REPORT

Recently I came across a photo of an American “put and take” fish-out scene that was so crowed one 
could barely see any water. In another photo a Japanese indoor pond was tightly ringed with hopeful 
anglers. I was horrified. God only knows what I would do if I had to fish under such claustrophobic 
conditions.  
Like poverty crowding is relative. Take for instance the famous Picket Fence at the Waitahanui River 
mouth on Lake Taupo. At times twenty or more hopefuls are tightly packed across the narrow rip, all 
hoping to be in the right spot.  With so many people casting into the narrow churning current tangles 
and tensions are unavoidable.  
One thing is certain these anglers did not assemble there because they are lonely and need company.  
At best they are putting up with each other, secretly, though, most wish the competition would drown.    
However, to overseas anglers, conditioned to masses such a small inconvenience would hardly raise an 
eyebrow.
Crowding is even harder to define on head water fisheries. If any of these waters gets visited a few days 
in a row the fish do not settle between one disturbance and the next. For anyone familiar with such 
spooky fish it is hard to imagine that these fish would ever accept anglers as part of the landscape.    
The only time I have seen that happen in this country has been on spawning streams or below the weir 
at the Ohau Channel at Rotorua.    There pods of preoccupied spawning fish are seemingly oblivious to 
the unsophisticated thrashing from above.
Yet that is what American anglers regularly encounter on many famous waters such as Henry’s Fork and 
many other spring creeks.  There angling pressure is so intense that trout have to feed in the presence 
of anglers or die of starvation.   
PICKET FENCES
In New Zealand the greatest crowding occurs around the popular trout fishing spots of North Islands 
Rotorua Lakes and river mouths and major feeders of the Lake Taupo system. Of these feeders the 
most crowed are the spring fed Waitahanui Stream and the Tongariro River. In the South Island large 
numbers of hopefuls stand shoulder to shoulder at the mouths of the major salmon rivers; the Rakaia, 
Rangitata, Waitaki and Waimakariri.  However, when word spreads that a run is on, these scenes can 
develop at a dozen others.
THREE IS A CROWD
Away from such well known flesh pots crowding is measured on a different scale. In the vastness of 
the back country fishermen stalk trout either singly or in pairs.  In gin clear water they rely on finding 
fish feeding on the fin; unsuspecting of approaching danger.  Here the discovery of a fresh boot print 
can herald failure and disappointment, particularly in waters carrying brown trout.  This species is 
highly sensitive to disturbance, often not feeding for the rest of the day. Rainbows can take a greater 
hammering but they too wise up eventually to become frustratingly indifferent to an angler’s offering.    
One is never quite sure if such sophisticated rainbows have spotted the angler or are simply clued 
up to his artificial flies, nylon or drag. I have seen such fish continue feeding while totally ignoring my 
repeated fly presentations. At least with browns the warning signs are clear cut. First they narrow 
their lateral feeding range. If not completely satisfied that all is safe they become stationary and stop 
feeding. Sometimes they even drift back to check out the danger.  Once they are sure that all is not 
what it should be they depart in characteristic fashion to their chosen hideaways.
Guides who specialise in head water fishing routinely cooperate with other guides to spell waters to 
guard against putting the resident trout on permanent alert.  To be effective such spells should be at 
least a week. Longer if possible because scientific tests have established trout can memorise for up to 
three weeks. In New Zealand few quality trout waters are fished so infrequently. As the season wears on 
most of us probably only ever meet fish that are angler sensitive to varying degrees.  
THE FISH FINDERS
If there is anything positive about crowds it is the almost dead certainty that fish are there for the taking.  
At popular fishing spots are empty the opposite is likely to be true as well. 
IS CROWDING GETTING WORSE?
It is tempting to think that crowding is getting worse.  Bearing in mind what I have said before it is 
certainly true in head water fisheries and in premier trout streams.  At other places, I am not so sure. I 
can recall dreadful crowding at the popular Major Jones Pool on the Tongariro 35 years ago.  It has
not got worse.  If anything there are fewer anglers there today. What stops crowding from growing 
exponentially is the reality that only a certain number of anglers can productively fish a pool or a stretch

CROWDED RIVERS By Herb Spannagl
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CROWDED RIVERS Continued 

he can boss people around and is usually loaded with dough.  It is also no coincidence that he is 
often below average in height.  On the river the Pest charges in before everybody has a chance to sort 
themselves out, hogs a good lie until it is dead and while he is oblivious to any angling conventions is 
quick to “sort out” other anglers for the minutest transgressions.  The few that I know only have fun when 
they are doing well.  And do they let everybody know it too.  On their off days these types quickly turn 
sour, especially when someone else hits the bucket.
Avoid fishing with or even near such types.  Otherwise you will be drawn into their competitive orbit and 
slowly poisoned by the mean spirited atmosphere. 
THE LOCAL MAFIA
Some years ago I was fishing the inside of the Waitahanui rip when two natives barged past and planted 
themselves right in front of where I had been casting.  First I was flabbergasted after that all I wanted to 
do was push both sods over the lip.   Simple arithmetic convinced me this was not a smart idea.  I was 
silently raging, nonetheless.
Months later I sifted through the defence evidence on traditional fishing in the “Wanganui Trout Case”.   It 
began to dawn on me that I might have reacted the wrong way.
The two gentlemen were in all probability important tohunga who were strictly observing traditional fishing 
rituals.  They were probably so engrossed in following tribal kawa that they did not even noticed I had 
been there first.  Worse still standing in the midst of a noisy current and being rather pissed off made me 
mistake their ritual chanting of sacred karakia as abusive comments that sounded very much like “F.....off, 
pakeha”!
It served me right for straying into a spot that was obviously of great spiritual significance to the locals.    
Had they only told me that they needed fish to feed 500 mourners at a pending tangi I would have gladly 
donated the only one I had caught from the best lie in the rip.  It just goes to show at first sight things are 
not always what they seem.
I do not want to finish this article on a negative note about the social aspects of fishing in close company.
MAKE NEW FRIENDS
Admittedly crowds don’t suit everyone.  Avoid them if you must, though in some places like the Tongariro 
and at popular river mouths you simply have to get used to sharing the water and the fish.  There are 
compensations, though.  You never know who is fishing beside you.  On one trip I ended up sharing the 
same pool with the then Governor General Sir Bernard Ferguson. 
So it is not surprising when after a summer of sniffing out untrodden rivers, come winter I am actually 
looking forward to seeing some of the Tongariro regulars again.  Without them the river and the fish 
wouldn’t be the same.  Of course I did not always think like that as you can glean from this last little 
snippet.
After I stopped deer culling in the sixties I lived in a Hawkes Bay forestry village.   During a weekend piss-
up a badly inebriated Scotsman lectured me about the purpose of life.  “Herb”, he slobbered all over me: 
“Life does not only consist of hunting and fishing”.
How right he was.  There is a valuable social side to it too.

of holding water. Once that limit has been reached nobody has fun anymore.  Instead line tangles increase, 
accidental hookings are on the cards and the catch rate plummets. What’s more, anyone not there at the crack of 
dawn has to wait ages to get a turn.  Generally most of the action is over by then. 
It does not take long before the “Bad News” gets around and smart anglers start going elsewhere. Temporarily 
pressure drops. Normality has returned, but not for very long.  All it takes is a few hot action days and the 
gannets return in force.
GOOD FISHING MANNERS
Even when angler density is well below carrying capacity the participants benefit from adhering to time honoured 
fishing manners.  There is nothing uglier than witnessing a nasty confrontation between anglers in such peaceful 
surroundings as a trout river.  I have seen plenty but want to relate one that occurred a quite a few winters ago.  
It all happened in the pre-dawn darkness on the Bridge Pool, in that year it was the hottest pool in the Tongariro 
River.  All through the winter a dozen or so nymphers assembled there in the dark.  There they waited for first 
light to have a crack at any fresh fish, which might have moved in overnight.    On one such pre-dawn morning, 
still too dark for nymphing, a wetliner waded into the pool and saying sod all to anyone began to fish through it.  
Predictably the nymphers began hurtling abuse, then rocks at the half submerged silhouette.  The man fished 
on undeterred, claiming that he had every right to fish the pool after 5am.  That brought more abuse and more 
rocks. Finally one hot tempered local picked up his rod and began casting into the darkness.  A strong yank was 
followed by a loud scream.  The nympher had hooked the wetliner in the hand.    More shouting and then the 
man got out of the water and returned to his car. To everyone’s astonishment he returned with a police man a 
short while later.  Ugly stuff that was bound to have ruined everybody’s fishing day.
The story did not end there.  Believe it or not the very next morning the stubborn old sod was back doing exactly 
the same.  
It all goes to show you can be legally right and still be a social misfit.  So, when in doubt in a crowd, ask.  
Nobody will bite your head off.
COURTESY GOES A LONG WAY
Most know of such behavioural conventions as entering a pool upstream of a wetfly angler and downstream of 
a nympher.  There are other practices, all designed to avoid conflict and preserve enjoyment.  The best universal 
advice I can offer is to think how your actions effect the enjoyment of those that share the water with you; or test 
it another way.  How would you like it if someone did the same to you?  If you apply this litmus test I am sure you 
will get it right 99% of the time.
Having to share trout water with others need not be all bad.
You will be surprised how much fun even a capacity crowd can have as long as they don’t become too serious.  
Conversely there is nothing more miserable than being trapped among a bunch of competitive sourpusses all 
flogging away in silent vigil.  The only sound you are likely to hear in such a setting is a muffled curse or a full 
blown argument.
THE RIVER PEST
It is inevitable that one day you meet the “River Pest”.  He is invariably a white male, has a job where
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TALTAC REPORT DECEMBER 2016

This year the Winter fishing got off to a bit of a slow start due to dry conditions with very low and clear rivers. 
Anglers were once again grumbling about the lack of fish, however those that were prepared to seek out 
and find and adjust the ways in which they were fishing still caught fish. We are at the mercy of the weather.  
The bonus of this is that it kept most anglers away so those that did fish especially the Tongariro had most 
places to themselves.  Having to work to get 6 fish for the day is a challenge and also remember that fishing 
fills in a day … there could be worse things to do like work ?  It was more like having to fish over the low 
clear conditions of Summer.

The Hinemaiaia fired up before the other rivers and this got quite a pounding from anglers, but this seemed 
to get the fish earlier than the other rivers. Good sized fish were once again reported with some nice looking 
coloured up red jacks caught.  A very popular river to fish but at times anglers were grumbling at the amount 
of anglers up there …. that’s why I suggested to some to stay on the Tongariro and be by yourself ?? Plenty 
of anglers were Czech nymphing which this river lends itself to, don’t also forget how to normally nymph too 
…. By normally nymph I mean adjusting your length of leaders and weight of flies to fish where you are fish-
ing … AND also getting your drift right.  This fished well over the Winter but petered out towards the Spring.

Few reports came in from the Tauranga-Taupo river over the Winter. Once we did get to the Winter we ended 
up getting some good rain.  This coloured up the smaller rivers somewhat. The TT also stayed dirtier for 
longer than the Tongariro and the Hinemaiaia.  The last few weeks has seen some good fishing for those 
staying at the Kereru Lodge with those reports mostly that fish were taking glo bugs. Just recently with 
reports few fish have been seen from the carpark up and it appears juveniles have been caught.

The Waiotaka River got a bit of investigation by anglers this year.  A nice little river to fish.  Sometimes good 
numbers of fish in there one day, then the next day you go back not a lot. Also a good river to Czech nymph.  

Well worth exploring and having a go over the Winter months.  Sometimes best fished with a little bit of 
colour to it.  Now that the Willows have been cleared from the ford up to the prison boundary it make this a 
very worthwhile river to explore. 
The Tongariro was a little slow in getting going due to the dry lead in to Autumn with the high barometer but 
good numbers of fish have come through in the Spring with fresh run rainbows still moving through the trap. 
Unfortunately most anglers have now moved on to greener pastures only to find the last month this pasture 
would have been very deep in green luscious grass here on the Tongariro.  Great Mayfly hatches have lead 
into some good caddis hatches for the evening rise. There has been some great nymphing over the last 
month with the river full of coloburiscius mayflies.  The river was up and down like a yo yo towards the 
later part of Winter and some good flows in there produced great conditions for Spey / Skagit style fishing 
with double handed rods which has seen an increase in popularity.  The higher flows also produced good 
wetlining conditions.  The later part of the year was generally very wet which has caused Lake Taupo to be 
at extremely high levels. A few browns have already moved into the river.  The odd cicada heard chirping in 
the last week. 

The Spring has been terribly overcast and grey with lots and lots of wind making it a little harder to fly fish.  
This wind has slowed the Lake boating activity down until just recently where it has calmed down.  Reports 
from boaties over the last week or two has been favourable for the Harlers and the jigging looks to be pick-
ing up.  Some very nice fat, well conditioned fish have been caught jigging recently.  Also reports of some 
rather large smelt.  Hopefully the weather is ok for the Christmas / New Year period.  The later part of this 
year has been wetter than the last three or four years and we could be in for a hot, sticky, humid wet sum-
mer ….. the bonus of this is that this should be ideal for cicadas.

Lake Otamangakau got off to a slow start due to the cold, wind wet conditions but the last month has 
improved a lot with some fantastic sized fish already caught.  I have heard of at least 4-5 double figure fish 
caught already. 

Overall the start of the year appeared a bit slow but came on later in the year.  General reports were grum-
bles at the start but most anglers relatively happy towards the end.
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The Wanderer By Richard Benefield

“ of that day and hour knoweth no man,
  no not the angels of heaven
  but my father only”                                         Mathew 24:36

“ the day of the Lord will come
  as a thief in the night”                                    Peter 3:10
                                                                             
                        ... and that is just as it should be.
............

I would have been about six when I first accompanied my father to the Tongariro River. We packed our 
gear into Dad’s pale green Morris 10. My “gear” consisted of a toothbrush, striped pyjamas and two 
spare pairs of underpants packed into my leather school bag.
Along with his clothes Dad had black rubber waders, a dented little fly tin, a split bamboo rod in a green 
bag with an aluminium travelling tube, and his reel in a round zip-up plastic bag.
Dad did not have much stuff of his own, a suit for work, some cheap tools, and his old black bike; the 
rod and reel were his most precious possessions. I still have them tucked away in the basement rafters. 
The rod is a 9’10” L.R.Hardy “Rogue River” and the reel, a Hardy Bros. “St. John”. Both rod and reel are 
in excellent condition save for some wear to the cork fittings of the rod.

Otherwise Dad’s gear was the same as mine. We had a thermos, a loaf of uncut bread, about a dozen 
hard boiled eggs, a fruit cake my mother had baked and packed in a tin, a lettuce and some spuds from 
my granddad’s garden. A jerry can full of water in case the car overheated on the way up to Raetihi was 
stored in the boot, and that, as I recall, was it.
Despite my excitement I slept most of the way as the sturdy little Morris climbed the Parapara from 
Whanganui, past the snow capped volcanic mountains, Ruapehu, Ngauruhoe and the shattered cone 
that was Mt. Tongariro, but I was awake when we got to the Bridge Lodge in Turangi. In those days “The 
Lodge” consisted of a weatherboard building containing a reception area with a dining room off to the 
right. Behind the building in three orderly rows were old, “Ministry of Works” single men’s huts. They 
were painted white with green tongue-in-groove doors locked with a black pressed tin latch opened 
with a long shafted key. The paint was peeling and inside, the floor was bare pine. The only furniture 
was a set of single bunks and a stool that doubled as a bedside table. There were “ablutions blocks,” 
one at the end of each of the two dusty pumice tracks that separated the rows of huts. From our hut 
doorway I could just smell the base odour of the “long-drop” toilet, the faintest hint wreathing the heavy 
scent of wild flowers on the summer air.

The proprietor of the Bridge Lodge was bald and enormously fat. I had started school and had an 
elastic belt with a buckle that consisted of a snake shaped as a lazy “S” lying on its side. The head of 
the snake passed through an eye on the belt’s other end and there was a metal band that adjusted the 
length of the elastic. In 1950’s New Zealand all schoolboys had identical belts save for the stripes which 
changed depending on the school’s colours. The proprietor’s belt consisted of three, possibly four 
mismatched school belts with the heads of the snakes fitting in to the eye of the next belt and stretched 
to breaking point to circumnavigate the enormous belly that hung over his grey flannel trousers. 
There was a
stain at my eye level, just below the button-up fly, and the frayed cuffs covered his dirty canvas shoes. 
He was as loud as he was fat and he told me he would give me a sixpence if I could eat all of the steak 
he was going to have cooked for my dinner. He laughed too much and I did not like him.

I recall the sun was low in the west and I could see past the man’s bulging gut down to the river, a 
snaking path of light as it flowed towards Lake Taupo. The air was thick with insects; huge dragonflies 
hovered over the stones, bees buzzed, flies droned and myriads of other insects whizzed and whirled 

with frantic desperation in the rays of the dying sun. Cicadas in the poplars were quietening as the day 
closed in on their lives. As I sit here I can still hear their echo through the years and smell the pollen from 
the lupin, redolent in the evening haze.

I do not recall having eaten steak before. I didn’t get the sixpence; all I recall was there was no gravy 
and the dry meat was as tough as my leather sandals. I did though get a banana split with two scoops 
of ice cream, chocolate sauce, hundreds and thousands and a pink wafer; crisp on my tongue. Utter 
luxury in 1951. As my spoon chased the last vestige of sauce from my bowl the man came over, 
laughed his hearty laugh and patted my shoulder with his warm hand. I could feel it, flaccid and moist 
through my cotton shirt.

I am giving you this detail so you will understand that my memory of what followed is as clear in my 
memory now as are the clear waters of the mighty Tongariro.

At that time I didn’t know where Dad chose to fish; much later I was to learn the names of the Tongariro 
pools. In the morning he had let me sleep in so the sun was filtering through the trees when we parked 
the car in the shade above the Stag Pool. Dad then fished up beyond “Cattle Rustlers” past the 
“Duchess” and toward the “Red Hut” pool. 
We had eggs,
bread and cake for lunch, I drank water from the river, and Dad had a cup of tea. At some point in the 
afternoon we went down stream, back past the car, dumping our gear and the three large trout he had 
kept. It was very hot and I snoozed under the manuka as Dad fished Admirals Pool. When I woke Dad 
had vanished so I followed him down river. He had another couple of fish lying in a pool he had made 
with a circle of stones at the river’s edge and he asked me if I would carry them to the car and bring 
back his thermos.

To be honest it was a bit much for a small boy but I struggled manfully back through the heat dragging 
the fish as I went. Carrying his thermos I came back down the track out of the bush and looked at the 
expanse of shimmering stones ahead of me. It was unbearably hot and I sat for a few minutes and 
rested looking down river towards the cliffs above the river bend at the top of the pool where he was 
fishing. Perhaps I slept again; I may have been there longer than I thought. After a time, I have no idea 
how long, I became aware of a wavering silhouette coming towards me; perhaps 200 yards away. In the 
heat the figure sometimes elongated, sometimes shrank and even disappeared before reforming as it 
steadily approached.

He was dressed in dark clothing and as he drew closer I saw he had an old border collie walking to heel 
at his left side. He seemed to move easily; more easily than the terrain should have allowed. No water-
smoothed and rounded river rock rolled under his boots. On my short legs progress along a free-stone 
riverbank was a series of jumps and bounds from one stone to the next, smoother for adults with longer 
legs but he seemed to walk as though the stones were flattening out before him. Soon I could see 
more detail; he wore shorts and boots, a brown check shirt and he carried a rod. The rod was not like 
Dad’s it was smoother and shorter and the line from the reel was light, almost yellow in colour whereas 
Dad’s was dark green. The reel was uniformly peppered with holes and the metal was the colour of the 
luger my dad had kept as a souvenir from the war. The dog was fine boned, a sheep dog with a greying 
muzzle. I registered all this in the periphery of my sight for it was his face that held me in thrall. His 
skin was tanned; there were lines around his brown eyes that never wavered as he looked far in to the 
distance. He was clean shaven and the hair under his broad brimmed hat was grey. His eyebrows were 
flecked white. I felt perhaps somewhere, sometime, I had met him, but I could not quite recall.

I was a polite little boy and I called out, “good afternoon sir.” Neither the man or his dog acknowledged 
my greeting, they did not pause, they did not even glance in my direction. He drifted over a patch of 
sand and walked on, the dog close at his heel. I watched until they climbed the track and disappeared 



12 TALTAC NEWSLETTER- DECEMBER 2016                                  Email: taltac@xtra.co.nz  TALTAC NEWSLETTER- DECEMBER 2016                                  Email: taltac@xtra.co.nz 13

OBITUARY- Grahame Vincent McFarland 1930-2016
into the darkness between the trees. I stood, suddenly shivering in the summer heat.

I needed my Dad’s company and shot off down the river to find him and give him his thermos. He was 
cheerful and gulped his lukewarm tea, tousled my hair and said that maybe it was time to head home. 
On the way back I asked, but he said no man had passed him. I was glad Dad was with me and I 
scrambled close in his footsteps as we made our way back to the car. We walked over the little beach 
where the man had walked, my Dad leaving footprints in the pristine soft sand at the water’s edge.

That night as I lay in my bunk, bone tired and desperately in search of sleep, the man’s face was in my 
mind’s eye, the curl of his lip, the soft brown of his eyes, the shape of his ear; every detail finely etched 
in my memory. I had been unnerved when I met him but in the secure warmth of my bed with my father 
softly snoring below me I was not frightened.
Eventually I slept.

In the morning Dad drove further up the narrowing river to fish pools shaded by the trees on the river 
bank. He hooked a trout and for the first time he passed his rod to me so I could feel the surging power 
of those mighty fish. Within a matter of seconds he had to take the rod back as the fish’s explosive 
strength was too great and despite his instruction I could not hold the rod tip up. I watched the drama 
as the fish fought using the force of the river, the wash around the rapids, instinctively exploiting any 
advantage to escape from the grasping hook. Sometimes trout would win, sometimes not. I have never 
tired of that primeval contest, the sheer drama of it. I love it to this day.

As the sun rose and the shimmer of heat was again on the river I looked for the man with the dog. My 
eye searched in vain, squinting in the glare of the water’s stony banks, wide-eyed among the trees and 
in the deep shadows.

That face has stayed in a corner of my mind. Over the years, in quiet moments, I have found myself 
thinking about him. As my father aged there was a vague likeness between them, but always there was 
a difference. The nose in particular, Dad’s was craggy, his was not. There was also something about his 
eyes, and the man from the river was a little shorter.

One day, when I was in my early fifties I was shaving and I saw in the mirror the hint of a likeness in the 
line of my jaw. I dismissed it as the vagaries of a boy’s distant memory melded with my ageing; but over 
the 20 years since the likeness has strengthened and now when I look in the mirror, he is there. The day 
of the Lord is near.

In early March I will drive to Turangi as the heat of the southern summer peaks. Over Christmas I will 
find a moment to talk to each of those I hold dear and afterwards they will remember my words of love 
and encouragement. All my debts are paid, the garden is tidy and I will mow the lawns before I go. I am 
at peace.

On a day when mirages form on the road ahead and the wind, as soft as the breath of my new born 
grandson, will ruffle my thinning hair, I will walk alone from the Stag Pool car park.
Carrying my rod, I will make my way down the track to sit once more and look out over the shimmering 
stones for the shadows dancing towards me through the heat. I know my time cometh. When we meet 
I will simply turn and, reunited with my dog, we will walk into the cool of the trees and out into the light 
along the river bank beyond.

On and on, until the waters cease to flow.

Today I had the pleasure in joining Mark 
and his family as they farewelled his 
Dad, Grahame McFarland, a gentleman 
and a real character. We will all miss 
Grahame at TALTAC but I’m sure he will 
be entertaining others now, making them 
smile and laugh as he did with us.
Kerry Rice

TONGARIRO & LAKE TAUPO ANGLERS CLUB INC
P O Box 149, Turangi

INVOICE
The Club‘s Financial Year runs from 1st January to 31st December

Your Annual Subscription is now due as follows:

Annual Subscription for 2017
Adult      @ $40.00 + NZFFA levy@ $3.00 $  
Double/Family @ $50.00 + NZFFA levy@ $6.00 $  
Young Person  @ $5.50    $  

Please pay by 31st January 2017.

Payment methods:
• Cash to Secretary Manager. (Do not post)
• Cheque made out to TALTAC.
Mail to: The Secretary Manager, P O Box 149, Turangi
•Direct credit to the Club bank account: 06 0471 0062195 00
If unsure of your current status please contact Mary to avoid your membership being terminated.

1. The subject of this competition will be “The Spirit of Trout Fishing in the  
 Taupo Fishery”.
2. This competition is restricted to the Taupo Fishery.
3. A limit of 3 pictures per photographer per year and will have a minimum  
 of 3 megabyte jpeg file.
4. TALTAC have the right to publish in the club newsletter, all photos  
 submitted. 
5. Attach a short description of each photo ie. location etc.
6. Photographs will only be accepted by financial members.
7. The judging will be carried out by an independent person.
8. The competition will run from 1st January to 31st December each year.
9. Email all entries to big.m@xtra.co.nz

Neil Cameron Photo CompetitionNeil Cameron Photo Competition


