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We the Executive are happy to present “AND NOW WE ARE TEN” being 
the Club’s life history as seen through the eyes of the longest surviving 
active member namely Mr R.H. Palmer. Bob was the founder of the Club, 
taking office as Chairman in the first year and in fact since that time has 
always served on the Executive in one capacity or another. 
 
The Club is greatly indebted to him and his wife for shaping the Club to what 
it is today and it is hoped that the Palmer family will remain an active 
member for many years to come. 
 
We hope that on reading this little bit of history, memories will come back to 
past and present members and to future members may it be an inspiration to 
keep our sport and Club alive. 
 

BILL VAN WAAS 
President 1979-1981





REMINISENCE OF THE FIRST TEN YEARS 
       by R.H. Palmer 

 
July 1980 marks the first decade of the club’s existence, the club was 
officially formed in July 1970, but its beginning goes a little beyond then. 
Back to the end of the 1969 Rugby season, this was the final season for me, 
ending a long but not very spectacular rugby career. For many years I had 
been an active deer-stalker and tramper and now had a desire to introduce my 
young family to a healthy outdoor life, tramping and camping was the 
intention. Not wishing to walk the family any great distance at the end of 
which there would not be much fun to be had, and to show that a primitive 
existence has its rewards, I decided to build a canoe for their pleasure. 
 
Having purchased a plan of a double cruising kayak the project got underway. 
During construction, I suggested to Gladys a trip down the Wanganui River, 
it was favourably received, all systems were now GO: We planned for Easter 
with extra days at both ends, commencing at Taumarunui intending to go all 
the way to Wanganui. Neither of us had ever been in a canoe before other 
than to test the escape method in case of a capsize which we did in Ian 
Rattray’s swimming pool and a short trip from Birchville to Totara Park. 
Having heard of a Canoe Club in Wellington and after finally locating their 
where-abouts I wrote to them seeking information about the trip. In true 
Canoe-Club time I receive a reply one week after our return from Wanganui. 
The trip proved to be the most enjoyable experience I had had for many 
years, Gladys wasn’t all that rapt. 
 
The following week after our return I enticed Ian Rattray to have a ride, we 
entered the river North of the Te Marua Golf Club through the property of 
Mr Gerald Quesnel and canoed down to the junction of the Te Marua stream, 
Ian was rapt. The following weekend saw a repeat, this time we were 
accompanied by young Yan Quesnel in a kayak he had salvaged from an 
aborted attempt on the Kaitoke gorge by some unknown person. Ian built his 
own kayak, and I another, this time a single, all boats were made of canvas, 
later to be known as “dungers”. Ian’s enthusiasm became contagious and in 
an amazingly short period of time we had a following both on and along the 
banks of the river. We were on the river every Sunday entering the water 
North of the golf course. Stopping for hot drinks and a warm by a fire 
supplied by our wives, and working up the courage to shoot the formidable 
Birchville rapid and continue our journey down to Totara
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Park and sometimes to Lower Hutt. We established contact with Kupe Club 
and challenged them to a race. All our boats were canvas, like-wise Kupe, 
with the exception of a young Bill Garlick who paddled a fibre-glass white-
water racer, one of the earliest fibre-glass boats in the country. The race was 
a light-hearted competition with our group paddling an assortment of craft 
with an assortment of paddles, Yan Quesnel created such mirth with his 
pieces of apple case nailed to Manuka sticks. The race started at Quesnels 
and finished at Birchville where we were treated to hot tea and hamburgers 
around a fire supplied by our wives. After lunch we were given some much 
needed instruction on basic canoeing technique and a demonstration of an 
Eskimo-roll by Bill Garlick, the roll was a “Pawlata” and Bill wasn’t too sure 
that he would come the right-way up, but he did, much to the amazement of 
our group. I think Bill must have been one the first “rollers” in the country. 
 
Interest and enthusiasm abounded, our group was continually growing so I 
placed an advert in the local papers, inviting interested persons in forming a 
club to attend a meeting in the Band room at Upper Hutt. All our group 
attended plus numerous others, one small group from as far as Wainuiomata. 
I acted as chairman and made proposals as to activities and functions of the 
club, which were briefly to provide family sport and recreation in the form of 
canoe touring and camping. Nominations were called for officers and 
committee, a foundation committee was formed consisting of the following: 
 
PATRON:   The Mayor of Lower Hutt 
PRESIDENT:   R. Palmer 
SECRETARY:   W. Boere 
TREASURER:   A. Pawson 
CLUB CAPTAIN:  Y. Quesnel 
PUBLIC RELATIONS:  I. Rattray 
COMMITTEE MEMBERS: G. Martin, H. Hogenes, M. Quesnel 
 
Persons attending the meeting, I am working from memory as no record was 
taken, so if your name is omitted please accept my apologies. Mr and Mrs 
J.M. Ludlow, J. Tilby, J. Paull, K. Woodhouse, Mesdames Rattray, Palmer 
and Hogenes. 
 
With the formation of an official club much work and organising fell upon  
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the inaugural committee, constitution, club rules, incorporation and 
registration, affiliation with N.Z.C.A activities programme and an immediate 
need for the almighty dollar. Activity within the club was very high with 
most members being on the water every Sunday and even some Saturdays as 
well. Can-outs were thick and fast, with members often swimming at every 
rapid, instruction was a much needed necessity, so when Jim Gardner was 
introduced as having been a member of the now defunct Wairoa club he was 
welcomed with open arms and immediately installed as instructor. Jim 
arrived with a folding kayak which had been developed by the Wairoa Club 
and was known as an East Coast folder, it was a good kayak as far as fabric 
boats go. Our first one-day cruise away from the Hutt river was the Waiohine 
gorge, we all travelled over the hill with high spirits and a feeling of security 
in the knowledge that our instructor was with us, after lunch we boated-up 
and started down the river with Jim leading to show us the way. In the very 
first rapid a rock was in the way and our instructor was swimming. It was 
Jim’s first time in a boat for a few years. His membership and contribution to 
the club was of real value in the months ahead. 
 
Through the Kupe club I learned of the Palmerston-Opiki race so carted my 
canvas dunger North and entered, I paddled like hell for the 12 or so miles 
and finished third, this outing was of value as it introduced our club to P.N. 
and made me aware of the various types of kayaks around. My minor success 
in this race fired enthusiasm of our more vigorous paddlers, and a few weeks 
later saw a small contingent from Te Marua enter in the Manawatu gorge 
race, which was finally abandoned because of the gale force wind blowing 
through the gorge. Later in the year a number of our members attended a 
club regatta on the lagoon at P.N. we were there as observers only, it was 
then that I purchased my first, and the club’s first fibre-glass boat, a K.W.7. I 
made the purchase from Mike Fletcher for $60.00. It was a good boat as it 
was practically brand-new. Our activities at home were still running at a high 
level with most members wanting fibre-glass boats and decent paddles, 
further purchases were made from some members of the Kupe club. It was 
decided that my boat would be taken apart and a mould made from it, this 
was performed by P. Clapham in Wainuiomata, it was a move I later 
regretted as my boat never went back together correctly and was never the 
same again. The club had its own mould and Peter Clapham began filling 
orders. 
 
Labour weekend 1970 marked the first club tour of the Wanganui River. This 
was well supported with members providing their own transport, and as it 
was the first experience of camping for most the group, I acted as 
commissariat, chief cook, bottle-washer, guide and general dogsbody. We 



- 4 - 
spent the first night in the old school at Retaruke. In those days there wasn’t 
any cooking benches or stoves in the building, the cooking was done on the 
floor by primus, I was busy getting breakfast and just getting my head above 
muck-level with organising the party when a big booted foot landed in the 
frypan, so we had scrambled eggs and bacon. We finally got all boats in the 
water at about 10.30 a.m. and had our first can-out at 10.31 a.m. Merv 
Ludlow and his partner in a double they had built obviously made a wrong 
decision, their boat was narrow in beam and they had their seats too high 
causing instability. Considerable amusement was supplied by Bill Boere and 
Harry Van der Gulik who were sharing a double, one had a burning desire to 
paddle through every bit of white-water he could find and the other just as 
determined to by-pass same, it’s a marvel how the boat remained in one 
piece. 
 
The year finished with reduced local activity due to shortage of water, our 
first working-bee was a bottle drive in Stokes Valley which returned us 
something like $100. Picnic at Raumati beach, and two trips to Ohau beach. 
 
1971 got under way with much activity as we responded to a request from 
the Lower Hutt City Corporation, for local sports and service bodies to do 
their thing and help provide entertainment for the thousands of visitors who 
were expected in our fair city attracted by the Moscow Circus. Block 
bookings were available to groups who assisted, we organised a regatta on 
the river adjacent to Strand Park. The main feature was a race from Ewen 
Bridge around the Estuary bridge and back, we had entries from Kupe and 
Palmerston North, several new young entrants who had just joined the club, 
Craig Darby, Garth Falloon, Peter Stringer, keen boys one and all. The race 
as I recall was won by Garth Martin. Wiggle-test and rolling demonstration 
was given by Mike O’Donnell, but the highlight of the afternoon was a water 
skier being towed behind P.N. K.4. crewed by Bernard and Mike Fletcher, 
Max Grant and Mike O’Donnell, at the completion of this the crew saluted 
the spectators by standing in the kayak and holding their paddles erect, the 
difficulty of this manoeuvre went largely unappreciated. 
 
Anniversary Weekend saw John Paull, Gladys and myself join forces with 
members of the Kupe club for a cruise down the Wangaehu River. Saturday 
afternoon we launched at Colliers and canoed about three miles without 
mishap. We spent Saturday night in an old farm house, John busied himself 
cutting firewood and impaled the stub of his missing finger on a splinter,
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Gladys performed surgery with a needle, after which John had to visit the 
outdoor dilipitated outhouse, and while attending to his business in this dark, 
dingy chamber of relief disturbed a hive of bees and received a sting on the 
back of the neck, this chain of events seemed to set the tone of the weekend 
for John. Sunday morning while adhering to canoe club time we entered the 
water at the point of exit the previous evening. Progress was slow but steady, 
with the adrenalin circulating more than some-what in both John and myself, 
this was beyond doubt the biggest water we had experienced to date. At the 
head of a rapid John collided with a boulder, lent the wrong way and was 
immediately in trouble, with the bottom of the boat held securely against the 
rock directly under the cockpit the water pressure on the decks was 
tremendous, the boat folded around the rock trapping John inside, a very bad 
situation. The boat broke about midships but both halves were held together 
by the safety lanyards attached fore and aft, none of the party could do 
anything except watch in horror, fortunately the boat broke free and John 
made his escape. We gathered what was left of the boat and stored it in the 
bush, John commenced his walk out to the road to meet Gladys who was 
acting as driver, but became slightly disorientated and ended up in a farm 
house the recipient of real country hospitality. Monday morning was spent 
cruising the slower lower portion of the river down to the Mangamahu pub, 
John lent his paddles to a member of the party and had them broken. This 
type of outing became known as a J.P. weekend. A lesson was learnt, we 
removed all safety lanyards from boats and installed end loops. 
 
Kupe’s annual regatta held at Evans Bay in February was a successful outing 
for the club, we lifted the “Best Overall” points certificate with John Tilby 
winning the wiggle test, Jim Gardner the backwards race, and myself the 
harbour race. This was a very pleasant day out with Kupe turning on the 
hospitality. The following weekend our club entered a team in P.N. club 
championships held on the Saturday, major placings were taken in the junior 
race by Ken Woodhouse and Craig Darby. On Sunday a combined cruise 
through the Manawatu Gorge was held and was well supported by our 
members. Before returning home the club purchased a canvas sprint racing 
kayak for training purposes, I had visions of training Yan Quesnel and Gary 
Wilkes for flat-water racing, but this really never got under way. 
 
We were beginning to have rapport with various scout groups and youth 
organisations, introducing them to canoeing by means of evening talks and 
when possible practical demonstrations, Jim Gardner, Garth Falloon, 
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Peter Stringer and myself travelled over to Featherson one evening for this 
purpose. Ably Pawson was involved in instructing six girls for their “Duke of 
Edinburgh” canoeing awards and supervised a trip down the Wanganui River 
over Easter, for some unknown reason this trip became very popular with our 
younger members. 
 
Easter 1971 saw the Club divided into two parties, Alby and his bevy of 
young beauties pursued down the Wanganui by our younger members, while 
Ian Rattray and family, Mark Quesnel, Elly Hogenes, Palmer family, led by 
Jim Gardner up to Wairoa and the Waikare-te-heke and Mohaka Rivers. We 
cruised both rivers as well spending time at Mahia Peninsular. 
 
Late in April of 1971 members had their first experience of the Kaitoke 
Gorge escorted by Bill Garlick. 
 
Evening meetings were held at regular intervals in various halls throughout 
the Valley, invitations being extended to interested people to attend, however 
as the meetings were attended by the same stalwarts all the time and as they 
were seeing each other every weekend interest in these waned. Thoughts of 
having our own clubrooms were becoming upper-most in the minds of the 
committee, and with this in view the need for money was apparent, working-
bees were scheduled into our programme, bottle-drives, sanding and 
varnishing the social hall floor of the Petone Working Mens Club, trimming 
a Macrocarpa hedge out at Waikanae beach, were some the fundraising 
efforts. 
 
Spare Saturdays and Sundays were spent canoeing the local rivers when we 
were not competing in an event at Palmerston North or on some fundraising 
project, I still have vivid memories of one Sunday in particular, as I’m sure 
those who participated will have. It had been raining continuously for several 
days and all the local rivers were in spate, Ian Rattray, Jim Gardner, John 
Paull, John Tilby, Marc and Yan Quesnel and myself left Ian’s place in the 
morning and travelled up the old Rimutaka incline almost to the summit, 
dragged our kayaks down through the bush and canoed the Pukaruatahi, 
which although running high was still narrow. A couple of minor can-outs 
were experienced, nothing serious. We returned to Ian’s and had lunch, after 
which we travelled up the Karapoti, the bridge across the Akatarawa was still 
in place allowing vehicle access up the old mill road. We went almost to the 
end of the road before launching, the creek was high and fast, very 
exhilarating water. Several can-outs with one member retiring. Down  
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into the Akatarawa where we had another can-out and retirement, and so 
down to Birchville. It was a day’s canoeing at its best. The following day the 
bridge across the Akatarawa was washed out.  
 
July of 1971, the annual conference of the N.Z.C.A. held in the Mt. Cook 
School Wellington, our affiliation to the National Body granted, Ian Rattray 
and myself attended as observers, the meeting lasted from 10 a.m. until 1.30 
a.m. Sunday. The first Hutt River Race was organised to coincide with this 
event, taking advantage of the fact that canoeists from throughout New 
Zealand who had attended the conference could participate. The Percy 
Dowse Memorial Shield, generously donated to the Club by the Alfa Brick 
and Blocklaying Co. Ltd. for this event and to be competed for annually by 
clubs was the stake. Initially the Shield was to be a club trophy, won by the 
club on a points system, points being given for the places as well as for the 
number of paddlers entered, this was to promote inter-club competition. 
However after the first year due to lack of support from our sister clubs this 
system was discontinued, and the shield is competed for on a personal basis. 
Herbert Deftleston from the Arawa Club returned fastest time, Miss Sandra 
Drake from New Plymouth took line honours, our club won the shield on the 
points system. An after race function was held in the old Hutt Rugby Gym, 
the shield was presented by the Mayor of Lower Hutt Mr Kennedy-Good. 
Showers, hot drinks and food were supplied by the womenfolk of our club 
for competitors and supporters, the event reported in the local papers, I may 
stand corrected, but I think this may have been the first time such 
prominence had been afforded a canoeing event or refreshments supplied 
after. The race began at Te Marua and finished at Ewen Bridge, Lower Hutt, 
a distance of approximately 17 miles, with the river below the Moonshine 
bridge shallow and sluggish and a real hard drag. We continued to race over 
this distance for a number of years, in fact its only the last two years that the 
race has been shortened down to end at Silverstream. 
 
Earlier in the year John Tilby, Yan Quesnel and myself travelled to 
Palmerston North to take part in a slalom held in the “White-horse” rapid, 
not so much to take part as to observe and learn something about running a 
slalom, as we intended to hold our own club slalom. We were actually talked 
or pushed into entering by Max and Margaret Grant, in the novice section 
only, the experience as always was of value. The Club held its first slalom in 
August at Birchville, the course was designed by Jim Gardner. 
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There were two divisions in the event, women and novices and senior. The 
women and novices were held first, and first away was a little college boy by 
the name of Garth Falloon in a fibre-glass boat of doubtful heritage, later to 
be lost in the Waiohine, however the winner of this section was Miss S. 
Drake of New Plymouth, second C. Darby, third K. Woodhouse. The senior 
section was won by B. Fletcher, Palmerston North. The trophy for this event 
was donated by Ian Rattray, and was for several years resident in Palmerston 
North until Garth Falloon won it back for us after winning the National 
Slalom title. 
 
In early August Jim Gardner, Ken Woodhouse, and myself journeyed to New 
Plymouth to compete in that Clubs Waitara River race, which I had the good 
fortune to win, and unbeknown to me had won the N.Z.C.A. long-distance 
race trophy for that year. 
 
October, 1971, and as it happened: 
A torrent race was planned for October 3rd starting at the Kaitoke waterworks 
and finishing at Birchville. It was to be a teams race, three people per team. 
Kupe entered one team, Palmerston North two teams and Te Marua two 
teams. There had been some rain during the week prior to the race, on the 
morning of the race there was a slight fresh in the river about six inches at 
Birchville, the weather report was encouraging, a fine day was predicted. 
The teams assembled at Kaitoke about 10 a.m. and starting positions were 
determined by ballot, teams started at 10 minute intervals, the first team 
away was Kupe, followed by Palmerston North 1 then Te Marua 1, 
Palmerston North 2 and Te Marua 2. The race actually started in the 
Pukaruatahi a few yards from the junction of the Hutt river. I was a member 
of the last team away and still have vivid memories of my thoughts as we 
entered the Hutt River, the river was quite high, discoloured and still rising, 
not falling as had been expected. I realised that we had bitten off more than 
we could handle. About a mile down-river and just before the river enters the 
gorge proper we came upon the other teams with the exception of the Kupe 
team, they had all withdrawn from the race and were waiting for us. We held 
a conference and decided that the race was cancelled, that it could prove too 
dangerous to continue. We could do nothing to stop Kupe who had pressed 
on. After considerable deliberation Mike O’Donnell, Tom Dooney, Peter 
Sutcliffe and Barry Gooch, all of the Palmerston club decided to go through 
the gorge seeing as they had come all the way from Palmerston North. Barry 
Gooch borrowed my boat as it was in better condition than his, I was never 
to see it again. They started on their way while the remainder of us returned 
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to the start line and then back to Te Marua to await their arrival. The drama 
in the gorge, as it happened. Kupe’s team had come to grief wrecking two 
boats a short distance downstream from where we had abandoned the race, 
the remaining boat they pulled up into the bush and left it there with the 
paddles and began a long trek out to the road. The following group struck 
trouble shortly after leaving us, Peter Sutcliffe canned-out wrecking his boat, 
his companions pulled him from the water and were discussing their next 
course of action when they noticed a boat complete with paddles tied up in 
the bush. The Good Lord saw fit to provide. With Peter all boated up again 
the journey resumed. The hand of fate intervened and they were destined to 
walk. Peter and Barry both canned-out and were washed to the Te Marua 
side of the river, their boats gone. Mike and Tom beached their boats on the 
opposite side and returned to have a con-flab across the river with the 
unfortunate victims. The river by now was a muddy swirling mess still rising, 
in fact it was rising so fast that Mike and Tom’s boats were washed away 
while they stood talking.  
 
Events at the other end, as it happened. The remainder of the group along 
with wives, girlfriends and supporters returned to Te Marua to await the 
arrival of the canoeist, by now it was raining steadily, the river was kept 
under constant surveillance from the warmth and comfort of Ian Rattray’s 
lounge. By mid afternoon the river was a dirty swirling mass of logs and 
debris, and the remains of a canoe were spotted along with paddles, this was 
very distressing, especially to the women-folk, two of whom became most 
upset and began shedding the odd tear or two. They were consoled and 
comforted by Pauline Rattray who insisted that they sit themselves down 
with a hot cuppa, they were finally placated, and so to take their minds off 
the drama being played outside the T.V. was switched on, and behold what 
do we have – a canoe expedition on the mighty Colorado – needless to say 
the water-works started again. 
 
About 5 p.m. the Kupe boys arrived and related their story. After 
consultation with the members present it was decided to inform the Police 
and ask the Search and Rescue to stand by. Our visitors and their children 
were dispersed among various members to spend the night, and as there was 
nothing more we could do we returned to our homes to await the morning. 
About 9 p.m. Mike O’Donnell and Tom Dooney arrived at Ian’s door, they 
pin-pointed the area of their disaster on a map for us, allowing for slow travel 
through the bush we estimated that Peter and Barry would be somewhere 
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in the vicinity of the end of a disused State Hydro Road, in thick bush. Who 
would be better informed of such a track, and also had a 4-wheel-drive Land 
Rover, none other than Buster Falloon. The necessary phone call having been 
made the rescue mission was on its way, those involved were, Buster Falloon 
and Land Rover, John Tilby, Max Grant, Ken Woodhouse, Marc Quesnell 
and myself. It was a terrifying hair-raising ride through the bush in the dark 
of night along a long disused track overgrown and washed out in many 
places. We finally had to leave the vehicle behind and continue on foot, 
shouting and calling as we went. At last a reply, and not very far away from 
us.  Marc and myself very cautiously made our way down through the bush 
in response to repeated calls and located the two very cold and hungry 
survivors huddled together with bracken fern piled on top of them. Can’t Do 
A Bloody Thing Right!  The first words spoken were, “Have you brought 
anything to eat?” and when the reply was in the negative, “Fancy coming all 
this way without bringing anything to eat”. We returned to Rattrays about 3 
a.m. and were very pleased indeed to be able to inform the Police of our 
success and stand-down the Search and Rescue. Buster’s assistance in this 
matter earned him a honorary membership, the first in the club. 
 
Numerous people displayed interest in canoeing and we were kept 
reasonably busy with novices. One person who did join and stay and yet was 
not terribly rapt in canoeing was Graham Parker. Graham made a canvas 
dunger and had a trip down the Wanganui which he thoroughly enjoyed. He 
later purchased a K.W.7 which he didn’t enjoy and left abandoned in the 
Otaki gorge as he scrambled up through the bush calling upon The Almighty 
in a vocabulary that would put an outback drover to shame, and informing 
me in no uncertain terms what I could do with all rivers and canoes. Graham 
served the committee for several years, and made valuable contributions, he 
was instrumental in the club purchasing a building at Pomare, part of which 
is now our club house, designing and building the club trailer, purchasing the 
“Gestetner” and printing the “Newsletters”. Honorary membership was 
bestowed upon him on his retirement from the Committee. Graham joined 
the club in 1971 just before the Kaitoke Gorge debacle.  
 
1971 finished much the same as the previous year with a decline in river 
activity due to shortage of water, picnics at beaches with surfing became the 
main activity through the summer. This was starting to cause me concern as 
we had a growing membership of young enthusiasts who were continually 
looking for canoeing activity.
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1972 was a year of continued canoeing activity, increased fund-raising and 
an ever- increasing demand on our time by various groups, scouts, Duke of 
Edinburgh etc. During one of our earlier trips we had come across a pre-
fabricated building owned by the Regional Water Board, this would have 
been an ideal club house, an approach was made to the appropriate people 
with a view to purchase and removal, there was a delay before we received a 
reply, and as we had to have a site for the building the Hutt County Council 
was approached for assistance in this matter and after much letter writing, 
phone calls etc, we were granted the land we now occupy. Our hopes of 
obtaining the pre-fabricated building were dashed, however Graham Parker 
noticed that the temporary Railway flats at Pomare were up for sale for 
removal, after due deliberation we tendered a price of $100 for one the 
buildings, which was a little more than twice the size of our existing 
clubhouse. With our tender being accepted we were now committed to 
remove the building and leave the site clean. We prepared a section of the 
building for removal, dismantling entrance porches, plumbing and electrical 
connections etc., and cut the structure in two. A week before the building 
was due to be shifted some kind person set fire to it, the damage was not all 
that great, the brigade made a good save. We pleaded hardship to the 
insurance company and were granted $250. Needless to say we uplifted the 
remaining portion which had been untouched by the fire and had it 
transported to its present site. Interior linings and partitions were removed, 
windows repositioned, exterior walls resheathed, new partitions constructed, 
plumbing and electrical work completed and the building ready for use by 
1974. In fact the first official function in the club house was our A.G.M. in 
1974. All-in-all this was a mammoth task for such a small club, not only did 
we have to work on the building, we had to dismantle and remove the 
remaining portion, sheds and all debris and leave the site at Pomare clean; 
raise money by working bees, raffles, gala, housey evenings and even a 
canoe-a-thon, and all this was done by just a handful of faithful stalwarts, 
many of the original members had deserted the cause. 
 
During the second half of 1972 we made contact with the Taita Tennis Club 
and Taita Plunket Society. These groups were also in need of funds, so we 
merged for the purpose of raising money. Our first project was a Gala held in 
the Taita Community Hall, this was a financial success, and the newly 
formed fund-raising committee appeared to have the ball at their feet. 
Housey evenings were organised. Housey is a costly function to get 
established, but by Christmas we were starting to show a profit, as small as it 
was, our decision to close down operations over the holiday period proved to 
be tragic. 
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Housey players are peculiar people, ours wandered off to another 
organisation and didn’t return, so in the New Year we shut our doors before 
we lost too much money, and the fund-raising committee was disbanded 
although we retained contact with the Tennis Club in the form of a social-
sports day. 
 
The days of grunt and groan. As I have previously stated we had a small 
group of young enthusiasts always wanting to canoe, and the summer months 
posed a problem as to activity, hence I purchased a sprint racing kayak and 
began learning to paddle it in the estuary with the assistance of Jim Gardner, 
flat-water racing during the summer was our aim, a little pressure here, a 
little encouragement there, and soon we had Garth Falloon, Peter Stringer, 
Craig Darby and Warren Stringer, down at the estuary on Sunday mornings 
training in their own “Hunters”. A club regatta was organised on a 1000m 
course surveyed by Buster Falloon and for several years this was a major 
event on our summer calendar. 
 
Canoethon and first Ruamahanga River race. 20th May 1972 was the date of 
the canoethon held on the river between Ewen Bridge and the Rail bridge, 
members got sponsors to pay so much per circuit, and estimated distance of 
2200m per circuit, we had a good response and raised about $400. This was 
held on the Saturday, on the Sunday Garth Falloon and myself competed in 
Kupe’s Ruamahanga race over a distance of approximately 18 miles. Both of 
us paddled “Hunters” and over the weekend must have paddled close on 46 
miles, some of it against the flow of the river. 
 
Later in the year John Paull and myself spent an evening with a Scout group 
in Wainuiomata, selling canoeing, this was one of the very few successful 
promotional evenings we had, we attained the membership of Roy Lawrence 
and family. Roy was to be the club’s second president after I had completed 
the first three year term, he worked hard for the club, taking the club building 
through to almost completion. 
 
1973 and a high level of activity was maintained, race training, regatta, fund-
raising, club building, social sports day with Taita Tennis Club etc. I think 
but I may stand corrected, it was about now that the club was fortunate in 
having the Vlaar family join. I say fortunate because that’s what it was, in 
the years to come the Vlaars held the club together as the stain of continued 
working-bees and pressure on the same stalwarts decimated the club’s 
membership. Early in 1973 the club building was transported up to its 
present site and was sitting on its foundations in a dilapitated state, money 
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and enthusiasm running low, it was now almost impossible to muster 
working-bees, and for a period the building fell prey to vandals and we were 
struggling to stay ahead of them, re-cladding the exterior and lining the 
interior was let out to a labour contractor, Graham Parker attended to 
electrical work, and when you warm yourself by the fire spare a thought for 
Ivan Woodhouse for that is his handiwork. 
 
An omission. The 1972 National Slalom held on the Waikare-te-heke River. 
Craig Darby won the Junior Title. 
 
Our established events, slalom, Hutt race, Wanganui cruise were still 
maintained. 
 
July 1973, Roy Lawrence elected President. Roy pushed hard for the 
completion of the club and worked untiringly towards this, canoeing 
activities were maintained, although race training and the social sports day 
was disbanded due to lack of support. In May of 1974 we organised the 
Ruamahanga race which Kupe had abandoned and had our second close 
brush with tragedy. On the morning of the race the river was very high, this 
in itself was of no great concern as this stretch of the river is flat as it runs 
through open farm country. The day was overcast and at the start of the race 
calm. Shortly after the start the wind began to blow, and before long had 
reached almost gale force. This made the handling of the sprint racing kayaks 
which young Steve Lawrence and myself were paddling extremely 
precarious. Steve canned out a fair distance up river from the finish and 
became entangled in overhanging willows within sight of the finish line, he 
was hauled from the water and spent the night in the Masterton Hospital 
suffering from exposure, he lost his boat and paddles, but sprung back none 
the worse for his ordeal. 
 
Our aspirations of attaining notability in the racing section of our sport 
amounted to zero, but the benefit gained from race training was of 
considerable value for slalom which had a much greater appeal to the 
younger members. Our club became a force to be reckoned with in the white-
water section when Garth Falloon won the National title in 1975 and 
retaining it for a further two years, Garth was closely pursued by Darby and 
the two Vlaars. He represented New Zealand in Australia and Yugoslavia in 
1975 and again in Germany in 1977. Since then Hans Vlaar represented New 
Zealand in Canada in 1979. Ard Vlaar managed a team to Australia in 1975, 
and Leo Comeskey assistant manager in 1979.  
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April 1974, club assists in search and rescue. Inner-tube tyre-riders attempt a 
trip through the Kaitoke Gorge. A party of three set out but two withdraw 
shortly after the start, the third member, a middle-aged gent continued on but 
failed to arrive at the other end. The following day the club was requested by 
Search and Rescue to make a quick search of the gorge. Once again the river 
was in spate. The search was carried out by Richard Vlaar, Craig Darby and 
John Tilby. John borrowed my boat and once again I was never to see it 
again. John canned-out and had to walk out to the road. The victim was 
located sitting on a rock unable to move, he had been there all night and was 
very pleased to see our boys, his whereabouts was reported and pinpointed 
on a map and the foot party went direct to the spot. The rescued expressed 
his thanks to the canoeists publicly in the paper but that was the only 
expression of gratitude. 
 
The years 75, 76, brought a period of doldrums, essential maintenance was 
carried out on the club building, established events continued with the 
exception of the Wanganui cruise, lack of support for this caused its 
cancellation for two years, it has now been replaced by a Rangitikei cruise 
brought about by the travelling costs. Our slalom canoeist maintained their 
positions in the top brackets and journeyed up and down the country. 
 
Through the years we have had several secretaries beginning with W. Boere, 
A. Pawson, Miss C. Woodhouse (now Mrs Jackson), Mrs E Woodhouse, one 
who shall remain unnamed – he never attended a meeting, G. Parker, and 
now B. Falloon. They all performed their tasks and made their contributions, 
but the laurel must be bestowed upon B. Falloon. Buster accepted the 
unenviable job with relish and injected much needed enthusiasm, he has been 
an untiring working for the club, doing the lions share of organising and is 
always present at every working-bee and club function providing back-up 
support often with hot soup and the cup of cha. This year 1980 is his fourth 
year, he has set a very high standard and will be difficult to emulate. 
 
In former years the emphasis was on competition, this as not done for 
competition alone, but was a means of maintaining activity, but competition 
does not gender good club spirit, cruises locally but more so weekend trips 
and even working bees are of tremendous value in this respect. This is 
particularly true of the now well established Rangitikei cruise which is well 
supported by family groups and friends, Labour Weekend and the Pahou trip 
with its fishing, shooting and tramping is also well supported, our local 
winter activities include a bicycle rally and occasional one day walks, selling 
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and delivering fire-wood, adding to and maintaining the club building. In 
recent years we have replaced the club roof, added a trailer port complete 
with drain, laid a concrete apron and redecorated the interior, upgraded the 
trailer, built club canoes and purchased telephones for slalom 
communications. Our main source of revenue has been from firewood sales 
and all the work being done by the same few. 
 
It would be unfair of me to conclude this narrative without paying tribute to 
the women, the wives of the committee, present and past, who have given 
support over the years, they have acted as drivers, cooks, and often attended 
to the menial tasks at hand, they have suffered the inconvenience of wet 
camp-sites and inadequate toilet facilities, not always in silence. The Vlaar 
family warrant special mention, they have given unfailing support through 
the years and have been responsible for introducing many new members. 
 
Membership has never exceeded the number that was involved in the first 
two years, it has always been around the 30 to 40 number with about 50% 
active but a nucleus has always been there, if as much can be accomplished 
in the second decade as has been in the first the club will continue to flourish. 
 
 

**************  


