
River Reunion 
 

Our son Adam loved to fish the Tukituki River in New Zealand. It is considered one of Hawke's Bays 

top trout fishing locations with good numbers of rainbow trout and brown trout present.  

The Tukituki River flows from the Ruahine Range to the Pacific Ocean at the southern end of 

Hawke's Bay, a distance of 110 kms. The Maori name Tukituki roughly translates "to demolish", 

presumably referring to the power of the river in flood.  

Adam would always invite a friend to go with him on his fishing expeditions. They would access the 

river from the lower reaches and work their way upstream stalking their prey. 

Adam taught himself the art of fly fishing and had a selection of flies to suit different conditions. 

Here Adam elaborates on varying approaches to accommodate the changing seasons. 

"There are different fly fishing techniques to use depending on the seasons. In winter a sinking line 

with a fly like a small fish can reach the trout at the bottom of the deep holes where as in the 

summer when the river levels have gone down the fish rise frantically after dry flies and take a 

nymph without hesitation." 

Standing on the banks of the Tukituki River we watch the clear, crystal waters cascade over the small 

pebbles and papa rock. We are holding an urn containing Adam's ashes. It is five years ago today 

that Adam took his life. I'm sure he had no knowledge of the immense pain he would cause his 

parents, siblings and those who loved him. His sole focus was on finding a permanent solution for his 

intense psychological pain, confusion and despair. Adam's death wasn't an accident. There was 

intent. It was a demolishing of sorts, a destructive act.  

We are returning Adam's ashes to the river which he described as a 'spectacular wide river which 

flows down from the snow capped hills and makes its way through many twists and turns and 

departs out to sea." 

Adam was thirty when he died. His life knew many twists and turns. He was a talented person, a 

competent guitarist, and a capable sportsman in cricket and rugby. He completed his plumbing 

apprenticeship and worked as a roofing plumber. He was also an active member of his local church 

spending many hours sharing his faith. Adam knew disappointment and felt guilt and shame over 

some of his actions. He experienced a psychotic episode and spent some time in an acute mental 

health unit as a voluntary patient.  

His death doesn't make sense. There are questions that will ever remain a mystery. We are left with 

our grief which is real and constant. Like the Tukituki River there are periods when it feels more 

intense. We don't think of closure. It is more about assimilation, recognising its presence and 

acknowledging its power. Grief is never wasted unless it becomes self indulgent. Grief has the power 

to transform like a turbulent river reshaping the landscape as it relentlessly rushes on toward the 

sea. 
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