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Next Meeting is 19th Aug 2015 
Meet at 7:00 pm Parkvale Hall, then onto 
Martinborough Small Bore Range  at 10 Cork 
Street for 25 metre range .22 subsonic shoot. $5 
per card, rifles supplied. 

 

 

 

 

Key Dates - Upcoming Trips and Events 
 

 

 

Sat 29th -Sun 30th August - REWA DoC Hunt is now fully booked 
This is the clubs first official access to the Rewa DoC reserve. It will be a camping weekend 

and if you are an experienced hunter, you should expect to need to mentor novices. If you 

missed out this time be sure to let Martin know you want in for the next hunt. For details 

and all those interested please contact Martin Amos on phone 379 5454 evenings.   

 

SUNDAY 30TH AUGUST – Branch practice shooting competition, Gladstone Range. 

Come and get your eye in for the Club competition shoot on the 13th Sept. For all enquiries 

contact Alex Beesley on 0274359216 

 

Sunday 13th Sept - Club Competition Shoot 
Main shooting event in September... more details to follow 

 

Sat 18th Sept - Non subsidised Tararua Fly-in trip. 
For details and all those interested please contact Martin and Tracy Amos on phone 

379 5454 evenings.   

 

Saturday 26th -Sunday 27th Sept. Sika Show. Taupo.  
For more details visit their website at http://sika-show.co.nz/ 

 



 
 

 

 

SAT 3RD OCT -WHITE ROCK HUNTS – numbers are limited to four persons per hunt, 

so there will be a ballot of those interested for the 1st hunt and subsequent outings. Please 

contact Steve Playle on 06 3797432 to enter the ballot. 

 

SATURDAY 17TH OCT – Wairarapa NZDA Annual Dinner at Parkvale Hall. This is an 

important fund raising event for the club, so we are looking for sponsorship and donated 

items for the auction on the night. Please contact Martin and Tracy Amos on phone 

379 5454 evenings.   

 

Sat 31st Oct -Sunday 1st Nov Weekend - Wanganui Fallow Meat Hunt. $100 per animal 

and $15 per night accommodation. All those interested contact Andrew Wilkinson on 

0274381363 for details.  

 

SUNDAY 8TH NOV – LAND SAR 1st Aid refresher at Parkvale Hall for LAND SAR 

members only. Please contact Phil Gray on 0274 740717 for further details. 

 

 

 

 



  
 

 

 

 

FEEDBACK:   
 
 

 

Branch finances: We need more trees to subsidise branch fly-in trips!  If you know of any 

phone Martin Amos 379 5454, evenings.  

 

 

Parkvale Hall is available for hire to the general public at a cost of $300 per day. It would 

be suitable for events such as weddings, as we have good catering facilities. If you know of 

any interested parties, please advise them to contact Martin Amos 379 5454, evenings.  

 

    

Membership renewals: Many members have renewed their subscriptions already with 

National Office. If you haven’t done this yet, please do so. You are not covered by NZDA 

liability insurance and you can’t enter branch competitions if you are not a financial 

member at the time the trophy is shot.  If any members are having difficulties with 

memberships, contact Richard O’Driscoll on 06 3086282 for assistance.                  

 

News 

 
Friday 7th August -  Club OPEN night and barbeque . was well attended by approx 150 people. 

Our thanks go out to all contributors. We had Trade displays, Reloading, Taxidermy Display and 

trophy head measuring and a butchery demonstration. 



 

 
Pics; Matt Sutton butchery demonstration. Steve Barclay from Steve Barclay Taxidermy demonstrating head 
skinning on a fallow buck and Alex Beesley measuring a head for the  trophy scoring at the Open night. 



 
Napier Branch visit 8 August 2015 
By Aidan Bichan 

 

 
 
A few months ago I was rung by Murray Shearer of the Napier DA - would we be willing to host 

some of their members for a weekend?  They had seen Graham Sinclair's Gone Fishing on TV and 

were keen to see the Parkvale Hall and hear some of the stories behind the heads. 

After a few calls the idea had turned into a shooting competition, lunch at the Gladdie, a tour of the 

Hall and a BBQ and lies over a brew or two. 

 

Saturday morning dawned wet and cold, by 9am it was sunny .....and cold and by 10.30 at the start 

of shooting it had clouded over again.  Heat haze was not going to be a problem. 

 

7 Hawkes Bay members made the trip and after a hearty breakfast in Masterton arrived at the range.  

Introductions were made and the banter began - manly featuring the weather.  12 Wairarapa 

members fronted, with 8 shooting. 

 

Alex gave the briefing, read the range rules and outlined the shooting positions - the standard 5 

shoots each standing, kneeling, sitting and prone.  Targets were set up, a few sights were thrown 

down range and the competition began. 8 lined up for the 22 shoot, with one nameless person being 

dropped from the results for too many shots.  Wairarapa Branch won with 314 to 236 - but HB had 

only 2 shooters who were 1st and 2nd and they argued we should average the scores - yeah right - a 

win is a win.  Results: 1st John HB 120; 2nd Kevin HB 116; 3rd Aidan Wai 110. 

 

14 lined up for the full bore - including an open sighted 303 jungle carbine, 7 from each branch so 

game on.  The odd rain shower fell to make things more like bush hunting.  A range of calibres were 

used from the good old 303, 270, 222 and many other variants.  HB won with 584 to our 541.  



Results: Kevin HB 119; John HB 118; Steve Martel Wai 108.  One notable result was that Savannah 

Smith beat Martin Amos by 4 points - with the same rifle. 

 

A few stayed on to test rifles and loads as the rest headed to the Gladdie for lunch.  Late afternoon 

at the Parkvale Hall saw Howard giving an informative tour of the displayed heads and a few more 

yarns exchanged around the heater.  The BBQ was fired up and more venison was consumed with a 

couple of very nice Hawkes Bay reds, a box of fresh HB apples finished the meal off nicely. 

 

3 HB members headed home with the remaining 4 staying at Martin and Tracy's.  A very successful 

event with an invitation for us to head north for a return match - including F class shooters. 

Many thanks to Alex, Martin, Tracy, Howard, and all the club members who attended and shot and 

the Hawkes Bay team for making the trip. 

 

 

 
 

.22 comp results 



 

 
 
Centre fire comp results and Alex Beesley shooting in the centre fire comp with a .303 service rifle 



 

 
 

 
Hunting & Shooting Reports 

 
 

 Aranui Fallow meat hunt trip report 

 
By Brenton Hodgson 

 
 

We reached the top of the track and Andrew said “there’s a deer just over there near those horses. 

Do you see it?” I looked below the horses and saw a shadow. On second look, I saw the outline of a 

deer. It wasn’t particularly dark, but the animal was in shadow and had dark fur. A fallow deer, 

Dama dama. Target species. 

 

“Do you want to take it?” he asked.  

What I thought was “Give me a moment to assess it. I am after a couple of deer for the freezer and 

want to make sure I don’t waste my limited opportunities. I haven’t done this for a couple of years, 

and need to get my eye back in.” 

 

What I ACTUALLY said was ‘’It’s too early, isn’t it?” Sometimes, I wish my brain would engage 

properly before my mouth fired up. We then noticed the other two does that had been standing there 

in plain sight, maybe 150 metres away. Sneaky buggers! 

I decided it was worth taking one, and rested the rifle on the tool box on the front of the quad. The 



deer was slowly moving towards the skyline. Then it and its companions walked up and over. There 

was no way to take a safe shot, then they were gone. At this point, I felt that, as we were clearly in 

the zone with the deer, it was time to start walking. I prefer to walk when hunting, and am quite 

happily hunting alone. I like the solitude. As we parted was, I put my bike helmet on a fence post, 

planning to retrieve it later in the day. 

 

This was my first trip to Aranui, and my first trip ever with the Wairarapa Deerstalkers. The area 

Aranui is in had suffered badly from the storms and floods a few weeks back, and there were signs 

and slips everywhere. Tracks were washed out, there were a couple of sheep carcasses where the 

sheep had sunk to the gunwales and drowned on the track. But there were deer here, and I was 

confident I’d get the two deer I’d planned on as part of the cull. 

 

I walked up the track, intending to drop over the next rise and see if the trio we’d just watch run 

away were still in the vicinity. They weren’t but a young male soon popped his head over the rise, 

and I lay down on the track and carefully and quietly slid a round into the chamber. The deer 

walked in front of a sheep, and I got a proper sense of its size. It wasn’t a fawn… just. Carefully and 

quietly I unloaded, and watch the little fella bound away. 

 

I walked on perhaps another kilometre, stopping every hundred yards or so to scan the surrounding 

hills with the binoculars.  

Suddenly, ahead and to the left, I saw 8 or 9 deep grey animals moving quickly up the hill. I 

dropped to the ground. Very slowly and very quietly, I raised my head and saw the group of what 

appeared to be bachelor males. They’d stopped near the fence line at the top of the hill, just over six 

hundred metres away. Then, a group of does came up out of the next little gut, only a couple of 

hundred metres away. There was maybe 25 or 30 deer in this matron’s herd. 

One of them leapt over the fence and mingled with the cattle in the paddock I was in. I’d ranged the 

cattle a few minutes early while checking out the bucks, so had a good sense of how far the does 

were from me. 

 

The one feeding near the cattle was maybe 200 metres away, a nice easy shot for the Tikka M595 

.243W I was carrying, and a range I often practice at. Recalling the easy deer I’d passed over earlier 

while deciding to shoot or not, I felt that taking this easy deer for the freezer was probably a very 

good idea. 

She moved closer to me. 

I very carefully and very quietly chambered a round.  

 

The deer was maybe 150 metres away now, and walking slowly towards me. She was well clear of 

the cattle in the paddock, and presented a near-perfect shot. As she turned even more towards me, it 

became very apparent she was very, very pregnant. Very carefully and very quietly, I unchambered 

the round. The deer scented me just after this and bolted back over the fence, and into the larger 

mob of does.  

 

The bucks were still feeding at the top of the hill, and there was a small patch of bush on the track 

about 400 metres further along. I felt that I could make it to that patch unseen, set up a good solid 

shooting position and wait for one of the spikers or scrubby bucks to drop far enough below the 

skyline to present a safe shot.  

 

Quietly, I walked up the hill, made the small patch of bush and set the rifle on its bipod. The 

position wasn’t ideal, but I could see the tops of antlers over the bush at the top of the hill and knew 

it was only a matter of time before one of the deer walked into clear sight. All of the animals were 

either spikers or bucks, making the decision process much easier. Any of the group would suit my 

purpose for collecting some venison. 



Then… I caught a movement out of my left eye. I slowly moved my eye back from the scope and 

turned my head.  

 

A small buck with an even looking rack was moving up the hill on the other side of the gully. It was 

no more than 150 metres away, and appeared to be completely oblivious to my presence. This was 

too good a chance to pass up. It was a good looking animal, bigger than the spiker moving with it, 

and was presenting a very clear shot indeed. I rolled over, and moved the rifle to a new position. 

The buck still seemed not to see me.  

 

I adjusted the bipod and had a closer look at the buck through the scope. He looked good!  

I chambered a round. 

I squeezed the trigger.  

The deer rolled down the hill, kicking convulsively as he fell. I pulled out the magazine then opened 

the chamber on the rifle. Confirming it was clear and safe, I moved back to look at the deer. Its head 

was up.What??  

 

I lay back down, reloaded and very carefully fired a second shot. This time, there was no mistake. It 

later turned out that the first shot had gone higher than I’d planned. Again unloading and confirming 

the rifle was clear, I retrieved my pack and worked my way around the hill and to the deer. It took 

me a while to get to him, and when I did, was a little disappointed with the antlers, but I’d taken my 

first buck. It was only 8:30 in the morning, but it felt like lunch time, so I cracked the sandwiches 

and bottle of water and had “lunch”. I then set to gutting the buck.  

 

I am NOT fast at this process, having only done it infrequently, and not recently at that. But 

eventually I had the head off, the guts out and the animal ready to carry to a pick up point on the 

track. 

 

And then I heard the sound of small hooves on the hill behind me.  

A spiker popped over the rise, ran past me and stopped maybe 20 metres away. I had a conundrum. 

My camera and rifle were equidistant from me. Which should I grab? 

I decided to reach for the rifle, as I wanted two deer for the freezer if possible. Taking the magazine 

from my pocket and slipping it into the rifle, I took a quick rest on my knees, lined up a high neck 

shot and squeezed the trigger.  

 

The spiker rolled down the hill stone dead. 

 

Two deer and it wasn’t quite 10am. This was working out pretty well. All I had to do was get them 

both to a track and I could relax. There was no way I was going to climb up to the track with both 

deer, but there was a lower track. It would be downhill all the way. 

 

I got the deer on my back, stood up and headed off down the hill. For about 2 minutes. I went down 

after hitting a slick patch on the hill. I climbed back up. Walked a couple of metres, sat down.  

Tried to stand up, couldn’t. Tired to remove the deer from my back. Couldn’t.  

 

Great, I thought. I am going to die on this stinking hill with a dead deer strapped to my back. 

Perfect. 

Eventually I wriggled out, and managed to drag the deer down to where I needed to hang it for pick 

up. I hung my blaze vest (I was still wearing a blaze cap) on the tree, and returned to gut and collect 

the other deer. 

I’d just started when a quad came up the track. It was Andrew and his son. Seeing I had an animal, 

Andrew offered advice as I worked‘’Are you giving it one?’’, he yelled.  

 



I am very slow when cleaning deer. I may have mentioned this above… 

Eventually, I had its guts out, Andrew gave it a quick look over, then very kindly finished picking 

out the bits of the guts I’d missed, picked up the carcase while I got my pack, rifle and the two 

heads. While walking back, Andrew told me that the horses near where we’d seen the first deer of 

the morning had found my motorbike helmet and were playing polo with it when he’d rescued it.  

I hit a slippery patch and fell again. This time, instead of just bouncing, I managed to skewer my 

hand on the spiker’s antler. Hurt like hell. Still, you should see the other guy.  

 

And that was pretty much it for the day. Andrew had my deer on the quad in no time and we headed 

back to the shearers quarters. The quarters were warm and fairly comfortable, and after a shower 

and a meal, all I wanted to do was sleep. I don’t remember much after 9 o‘clock that night…. 

 

I’ll be back another day. Originally from Australia, I recently became a citizen of New Zealand (it 

was just under a week before the trip) and one thing I love about this country is the countryside. I 

truly love walking around the hills with or without a rifle. Thank you for the opportunity and for the 

fantastic trip, guys! 

 

 

 

 



 

Final Thoughts 

 

 

 
 

Be safe be sure. 

Assume it is a person not a deer. 

No meat is better than no mate. 

Identify your target. 

 

 
 

                                                                                           

A big thank you to the team at Wairarapa Funeral 

Services for your printing of our monthly newsletter this 

year – we really have appreciated your assistance. 

 

    
 

 

 

Hard Copy Newsletter Recipients – if you are receiving this newsletter by post but also use Email, please 

contact the editors at wairarapanzda@gmail.com so your newsletter can be sent electronically. 

 
Disclaimer: The contents of this Newsletter come from various sources, and the opinions or ideas expressed 

are not necessarily endorsed by this committee or by National Executive, nor may they reflect Branch policy. 

 

 

Check us out on Facebook: We now have 575 likes!! 
 

https://www.facebook.com/WairarapaNZDA 

 

https://www.facebook.com/WairarapaNZDA

