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Key Dates Key Dates Key Dates Key Dates ----    Upcoming Trips and EventsUpcoming Trips and EventsUpcoming Trips and EventsUpcoming Trips and Events    
    

WEDNESDAY, 18TH MARCH -   7.30p.m.  Parkvale hall.  Our Annual General Meeting. 
President's report.  Financial statements.  Election of Officers. 
 
Speaker:  Well respected Life member and senior Constable Pete Cunningham will speak 
on trends and philosophies in Firearm safety and Mountain safety.   
Presentation includes a DVD.  Bring a mate and stay for supper. 
 
WEEKEND OF APRIL 16 TH to 19TH - Wanganui paid fallow hunt.  The fallow rut. Fully 
booked. 
 
LATE APRIL -  Alex has booked the Gladstone range for a pre-duckshooting clay target 
shoot. Full details on this and other shoots, next newsletter or talk to Alex Beesley at the 
AGM. 
 
WEEKEND OF FRIDAY MAY 29 TH - Our next subsidised Tararua fly-in hunt. Focused 
on the valley floor huts: Tutuwai,  Sayer's,  Neill forks.  Names to Martin Amos phone 
379 5454 evenings.  All parties saw and shot deer on the February trip. 
 
 

 
 
 



The AGM – You need to attend. 
Because: 
The committee has some ideas to take the branch forward and build on the great 
progress made in the last year, but they really need your endorsement.  

• You all have a perspective of what membership means to you – we would 
like to hear that. 
The committee cannot do their best by you unless they are aware of your 
opinion on matters. 

• Please be prepared to speak to any activities you would like to have 
organised this coming year, and if any events you attended in the last year 
you found particularly enjoyable (or otherwise). 
Bring a mate with you, having both discussed what activities the two of you 
would like to participate in over the next twelve months – its way easier when 
you have a mate along as moral support. 

• The committee is concerned that it's not providing all you want of it and is 
asking for you to attend to give some direction – they cannot mind-read 
and need your input. 
Remember to bring $2 to cover the overheads of supper for the evening and fill 
in the book. 

Commit to attending the AGM Wed 18 March 2015 at Parkvale hall at 7.30pm. 
If enough members attend, there will be a lucky draw of one year full branch 
subscription.                                                                

Tracy Amos.  Vice-president. 
 
 

 
 

    

    

    

    

    

NewsNewsNewsNews    

FEEDBACK:    
Branch working bee: February 21st on our firewood stack at President Martin's house 
was particularly well attended (15 members) and successful.  It is pleasing to see that 
if the branch gives, the members pay back.  And all the wood is spoken for! So please 
watch for more trees.  If you know of any phone Brad Gardiner 372 4004 or Martin 
Amos 379 5454, evenings.     
 
Membership renewals: At this particular time our National office is under pressure 
handling subscription renewals.  But if any members are having difficulties with the 



actual payment process, contact Tracy Amos ph 027 379 5454 for assistance.                  
 
February Subsidised Tararua fly in:   Four parties totalling 15 financial members flew 
into four huts.  All parties saw and shot deer.  The bag was six deer from the hunt.  
 

    

Hunting ReportHunting ReportHunting ReportHunting Reportssss 

 
Paul O'Donoghue,  a new member.  
 
 Just back from from my first Tararuas hunt with the Wairarapa branch of the NZDA.  
Fifteen of us were ferried in by helicopter, to four different DOC huts.  
Took us about ten minutes to fly a distance which 
would normally require a hike of hours.  As you 
can see, I got my first stag of the season in a very 
scenic bush covered valley with grassy river flats, 
showing a lot of deer sign. He was standing about 
twenty metres from the track in cover, so could 
only see his arse end.  Turned out he had a quite 
useless, but long healed broken front leg.  I was 
quite pleased with myself, as a couple of other 
hunters I had met on the track only five minutes 
earlier, had just marched right past him!  We 
stayed in a newer Tutuwai DOC hut (further down 
the valley, to the old 1946 deerstalkers hut which 
we shared with numerous hikers who arrived over 
the weekend.   
 
This valley is a popular spot with trampers in the Wellington region, so the deer are 
well used to seeing people, but still quite wary and tend to only frequent the river 
flats at night.  I gather from the chopper pilot 
that we could expect to see more deer on the 
flats early morning and night, during the week 
and after the April rut, when there are fewer 
people about. Its slightly disconcerting seeing so 
many people, when out stalking in pristine 
wilderness, but you get used to it pretty quickly 
and most people are pretty friendly.  
   Hope you boys are getting out and shooting a 
few deer over there in the UK? 



 
 
                                                                       
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Steve Playle reports: 
 
The afternoon of Friday the 13th February heralded the Club subsidised fly-in hunting 
trip to the Tararua Ranges. Four parties were assembled at Amalgamated Helicopters 
Chester Road base to weigh-in gear and complete the pre-flight briefing before prior 
ton departure to pre-determined locations within the Park. My group consisting of  
Martin, Tracy and young Rhys Amos and including Paul Sayer was going to Sayers 
hut at Totara Flats. We were heading in on the nose of a stiff dry southerly that had 
blown in earlier that afternoon. I was first to head in catching a lift with the two man 
team going to Neill Forks. 
 Jarod got us away before 4 p.m. And it was a straight forward run into the Flats. The 
weather was very warm there with only a hint of southerly in the air at that stage. 
Approximately 25 minutes later JD arrived with the rest of the team. 
We shuttled our equipment to the hut and were greeted by a couple of fishermen who 
had arrived via Walls Whare the previous evening. Following a brew, plans were 
made for an evening hunt. As the southerly was starting to build, I decided on a 
wander down stream to Long Flat to take advantage of the mild head winds. Deer 
sign was evident in the river bed and on the flats with enough fresh sign sighted to 
confirm that a reasonable population was still resident after reports of numerous 
animals having been taken by hunters over the past few months since the onset of 
spring. 

 



In due course darkness and drizzle set in and no animals were sighted by our team 
that evening. I caught up with Paul and we crossed the river in the dark heading to the 
hut for the meal that Tracy had prepared. Steady rain was falling by the time I later 
slipped into my sleeping bag around 11pm. 
A light drizzle was still falling outside when we arose at 5.30am. I headed across the 
river before 6am to await the pre-dawn and the possible opportunity to sight a deer. 
The breeze was still from the south as I made my way quietly along the bottom of the 
flat with all senses on high alert. The drumming sound of hooves on hard earth 
brought me to a standstill as I strained my vision to locate the source amongst the Toi 
Toi and manuka clumps.  Several deer were running about and I doubt they were 
aware of my presence.  I'd taken maybe a half dozen steps when a deer streaked past 
me on the other side of a manuka clump.  The bolt was down and I was on a knife 
edge when the next animal tore past on the same course as the previous one. My 
shotgun shooting skills came to the fore as I mounted my rifle, swung thru and pulled 
the trigger in a quick fluid motion. Following the blast from the 7mm STW a hind in 
prime condition was down out on the grass. She had been taken cleanly with a neck 
shot. A deer barked several times on the terrace above me as I pushed towards the 
direction of my shot. My watch said 6.30 am as I got on the radio to confirm my 
success to the others who were making their way to various locations for the morning 
hunt. 

 
Martin and Tracy duly arrived and we got photos as the light improved.  After getting 
out, we headed back to the hut for breakfast then Martin, Rhys, Paul and I wandered 
back later to bone out the carcass.  
During the day the weather improved although the cooler temperature remained. That 
evening, Martin and I went down to Long Flat while Paul headed up to the top of the 
Flats. We didn't see anything but Paul saw a tidy stag that he wasn't able to get a shot 
at.  Later in the evening Paul caught a couple of nice eels on set lines for smoking 
back at home. Sunday morning was a repeat of the previous morning but for me the 
breeze worked against me. I was part way down Long Flat when a deer's neck and 
head was sighted bounding away at distance through a Toi Toi patch at the base of the 
terrace. No other animals were seen for the morning by the other party members. 
Once back at the hut, Tracy prepared another hearty breakfast before we got cleaned 
up and lazed around till pick-up time after midday. 



    
Thanks to JD and the staff at Amalgamated Helicopters for their usual professional 
and very efficient service to our club. 
 

 
                                                                                 
 
                                                
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Our Branch Heritage 
Our heritage has given us quality. Parkvale hall is today our feature asset.  But 
heritage is created and nurtured by people.  This ten months series has looked at some 
key Wairarapa branch people:  Vivian Donald, George Birkett, Harvie Morrow, Jack 
Luttrell, Ian Wright.  We live with the aura they have created. Group aura. Enhanced 
by the things that we experience. Absorb. Learn. Not resisting change. Our reading.. 
The sporting library. 
We started to explore that reading. Africa. Big, bold, beautiful.  Robert Ruark. Ernest 
Hemingway. And we looked at the great N.Z. authors of sixty years. Sampled Allan 
Harrison in his deerstalker's paradise. But as I've said before in this work, we can't 
live in the past. So I will mention two books which are in the bookshop as I write.  
Both are very special. They went straight to top shelf centre.  Wild South by Peter 
Ryan and  
The Heart of Hunting by Greig Caigou & Matt Winter.  The latter is the work of a 
hunter/philosopher working with a hunter/photographer.  I finish this Branch Heritage 
series, and my work with the branch newsletter, by showing you the work of Peter 
Ryan. I know his skilled writing will stay in your mind.  Mould your hunting ethic. 
Heritage.                           Howard Egan 

 
                                    
 
                                                                                           
 
 
 
 
 
 



Blind retrieves. 
 
   In the language of field triallers, a blind retrieve is 
sending a gun dog to find game whose fall he did not see.  
Blind retrieves are different to 'sit' and 'heel'.  To be 
guided to something a long way off that he can't see yet, 
a dog must truly trust his partner.  It's hard to teach a 
youngster to follow hand signals, or it is for me anyway. 
A dog puts his trust in his nose, not his eyes.  If the wind 
isn't right, this can mean almost walking on the bird but 
still missing it. This frustrates new trainers. It certainly 
frustrated me all those years ago. 
  It comes down to how much your dog trusts you.  If his 
past experiences tell him that your directions have paid 
off, he will generally follow your cues.  If he doubts your 
direction, lacks confidence in you, then he might just 

follow his own path. 
  This time young Saxon went well. There was a quail out in the long grass, but the pup was 
lost and knew it.  When my hand signal came, he followed it gladly. The long retrieve came 
back to hand nicely, along with a big grin. He knew he'd done well, read the subtle clues 
from me easily. They understand us far better than we read them. We walked home a happy 
team – I'd finally figured a few things out, and he understood the game and knew his boss 
was happy. 
  When I got home Jane was crying on the sofa. After nearly a decade together, she was 
leaving. There's no point putting any spin on it. I didn't see it coming, and maybe that says it 
all. There was some agonising but a few days later I found myself standing in an empty 
house, lost in the ashes of a life.  I sat down with my back to the wall, wondering what 
would happen next. 
  Saxon came and sat by me, just watching quietly. Dogs read us better than we read them. 
 
 
Into Africa.  
…..   It's interesting to watch a professional use binoculars. Andy didn't move them quickly, 
nor bounce them around the landscape. The eye can only understand detail at a certain 
speed.  Beyond that, the subtleties will be missed and the point of that expensive glassware 
is lost.  Within minutes part of a second striped body became visible near a camel thorn, but 
along with him were the impala we had tried to find earlier. There was no way to see what 
the front of the bull looked like.  We played it cool, but a scrape of boot showed that the 
breeze was an unquiet eddy, swirling all over the place. 
  Suddenly the alarm sneeze of a jumpy impala echoes from animal to animal and blond 
bodies begin to stream through the trees.  We're busted.  The bull bolts upwards in his 
deceptive see-saw gait, up through the red rocks and scrub that flank the mountainside. 
Andy has the glasses on him, looking hard for a hint of horn among the shadows. 
  'Yep, take him if you get a chance.'  There is quiet urgency in his voice I haven't heard 
before.  We're running through a confused tangle, trying to get an angle on the slope to see 
what's happening. Impala are snorting everywhere, and in the distance, baboons have 
opened up in sympathy.  I get a glimpse of the bull making ground and am shocked by the 
size and speed of what I see, but there is no opportunity. 



Deep down I'm a bit intimidated. He's far bigger than any red stag I've seen. The little rifle 
begins to feel like a flimsy broom handle. I'm sweating, but it's not just the heat. 
Way out in front of the fleeting shape there is a small clearing that the bull might, just 
might, cross.  Andy and I both realise it at the same time and without a word pour on the 
speed to get into position. The rocks slide from under our boots as we scramble over the 
hillside. Catching up, I grab the shooting sticks and throw them in place, and against all 
odds they land at just the right height. 
It's no use telling you how far away that clearing was,  just that it was too far by a hell of a 
long, long way. I would not take such a shot today. Actually, I didn't want to then either.  
With a quick glimpse through the scope I found the clearing precisely as the bull stepped 
into it.  As the crosshair swayed wildly he gave the slight turn of head that precedes a 
gallop. It's clear he was going to be gone any second.  
   There's no memory of what happened, not the sound of the shot or the recoil.  My first 
thought was that it was a clean miss, but what felt like much later, we both heard what the 
Germans call a kugelschlag, the sound of a bullet striking home.   My heart pounded as we 
ran up the red rock of the slopes. Because of the steepness of the mountain and the loose 
stones it took a couple of minutes to get to where the bull had been. By then I was gasping 
for air and fearful that a shot to the next ridge might be needed.  Instead Andy slapped me 
on the back and held out a hand, then pointed at a great grey shape in the bush with a tiny 
hole over the armpit. The bull had gone a dozen paces and no more. 
  I was completely astonished. That bull was the most exotic thing I had ever seen, with all 
the beauty and true dignity that only great beasts possess.  While Andy went to organise 
help I sat alone on the rocks looking out over a sea of thorn. It was May, when the face 
markings of kudu bulls become more vivid and the skin darkens against that white chevron. 
Everything took a long time, but I didn't care. The farmhands would feed their families for 
days. 
  The day we left that farm the last of the basmara cattle went on a truck; a hundred years of 
breeding gone in a few hours. The place was to be high-fenced for game.  It's a vast area, 
and it's better for the wild animals in some ways, but I felt like we'd walked in on the last 
few bars of a song. 
   That bullet sits on the table in front of me right now. The sight of it should be depressing 
because I'm nothing special as a marksman and will never do better than that. I don't live for 
the shot, though some guys do.  To unexpectedly do something you believed impossible is 
one of the great glories of life. There is a moral in there somewhere too, but it gets lost when 
you're feeling that good and want to hold onto every moment because deep down you know 
that kind of glow just can't last. 
  Another surprise –  it does.   
 
Catch and release 
One cool morning as we walked through the tall grass – 'adrenaline grass' as some call it – 
we came upon a couple of lions, a big male and a lioness. They were doing what lions 
normally do, which is absolutely nothing. She was in season and the big boy was simply 
hanging close. They quickly split either way into heavy bush but short snarls made it clear 
neither was happy about the intrusion. I can still see the expression on the face of that 
lioness. Sometimes, just occasionally, there is a moment when you make absolutely clear 
eye contact with a big animal. It's a sharp feeling, and it can make you believe the stories 
that game feels the touch of your stare . . . because you can definitely feel theirs. 
  One set of tracks carried the signs of a suppurating wound, a spatter of serum-like fluid 



spilled on a log that had fallen across the game trail. It might have been caused by a wire 
snare, or maybe not. It's hard to know what to do under these conditions. If the injury is 
severe the animal can become dangerous very quickly.  In this case they were both in good 
condition and moving freely. We moved on, the repeated wah-ww of an invisible baboon 
warning all and sundry of our presence. 
  It seems strange now, but lions didn't interest me until I saw a wild one.  A picture or a zoo 
specimen is not the same thing at all. Since then, lions move strangely through my dreams. 
They are not fearful dreams, but full of awe. To Swahili-speaking people the lion's long roar 
and finale of descending grunts is said to be 'Nchi ya nani?  Yengu. Yengu. Yengu.'  Whose 
land is this?  Mine. Mine. Mine. It's stunning up close, especially if the cat is using a rock, 
hard ground or some other object to work his wall of sound. 
  If you ever get the chance to feel the throat of a male lion, his voice box is huge. It's pulled 
dramatically back and down during the roar, to create a larger space in the throat and so 
provide more resonance and a deeper sound.  Perhaps surprisingly, lions often roar near 
human camps. Their pre-dawn proclamation  is one of the great delights of camp life, and 
without question one of the holy sounds of nature.  Like elephant, the voice of a lion can 
make the air in your chest move if he's close enough. If you're not completely awed by them 
then you just don't get it and probably never will. 
   I hunted lion once, briefly and by most lights, unsuccessfully.  There was another client in 
camp, a very wealthy man who had shattered his ankle on the morning of his first day. It had 
happened while he was walking to the long-drop toilet, which is a ridiculous way to do it.  
His hunt and licences covered all sorts of game that was now beyond his reach.  What he 
wanted most of all was a really big kudu, which he'd struck out on before.  Having been 
patched up, that might still be possible from a hide, but the endless bumpy roads, stalking 
into baits and sheer physical pressure that is lion hunting would be too much.  Having been 
on many, many Big Five safaris over the years, he offered me the lion on his licence. Never 
in my life would I be able to afford such a thing. I was young and keen and it sounded like a 
good idea then. I spoke quietly to Andy about it. 
  'He's an odd one all right'  He looked more amused than anything else. 
  'You don't think this is . . . some kinda funny business?'  I was trying to be diplomatic 
about a difficult question.   'Larry? No. I don't think he's gay, just rich and eccentric.  And 
old. He wants to live a little through you, that's all. Plus, you know, Africa doesn't do 
refunds.' 
    Predictably, it didn't work. A lot of lion hunting doesn't. Andy and I slaved like dogs and 
early one morning spoored up a male off one of the baits, a big solitary animal maybe five 
years old.  I remember him signalling to stoke up when things started to get tight.  Through 
the scope it was clear the cat's mane was just average,  which is common enough in hot 
lowland and heavy thorn country.  The best lions, mane-wise, often come from high country 
or desert – both can get mighty cold.  Close up the sight did not produce terrible shaking, as 
I feared it might.  The crosshair sat rock steady on a dark-coloured mark over the lion's 
shoulder.  With just the slightest bit of trigger pressure the .375 would punch straight 
through. With no front end left he would go down, unable to fight or flee, and then be 
finished. 
   At forty yards off the sticks it was the sort of shot you could make a thousand times in a 
row and still not make a mistake.  It was clear there would be no rush of a charge, no black 
tail tip swinging in huge circles, mane and ears flat, mouth wide open at the last.  Andy had 
checked his heavy rifle and the play entered its final act. I knew well enough what would 
happen next. In a few brief moments the life and majesty would fade from this cat before 



our eyes, and I'd be standing over a still, tawny lump in the bleached dry grass. 
   The true glory of the great cats lies in their animation – their movement, not their shape.  
It's an evanescent beauty that does not survive death but always dissolves with their final 
breaths.  If truth be known, no trophy can recreate it.  Hell, plenty of live lions look like bad 
taxidermy. 
   I was only a little afraid because it was all so easy, but it didn't feel right.  The cat still had 
traces of the angular, slightly scruffy look that comes before full maturity. His best years 
were still to come. I hesitated . . . and he was gone.   
  The only thing left to do was to apologise to Andy, who had worked so hard to put me in 
that position.  Packing up the gnarly, hand-polished shooting sticks he wandered over to 
have a look at the big pug marks, remarking over his shoulder that he never had anyone 
refuse a lion before. At the time I thought he was being sarcastic, and we didn't speak for a 
while afterwards. The play had become a tragedy, or a comedy, or a drama.  Take your pick. 
   Days later, over an evening fire, he recalled the events of that morning.  'I knew you 
misread me. I wasn't upset at all.' His voice trailed off as he rearranged the embers. I knew 
the look – distant and introspective. It was hard to know what to say so the first thing that 
entered my head came out. 'You know Andy, in my life I've done a few things I'm not 
exactly proud of.  I just didn't want to add another one to the list.'  
  He nodded and eventually spoke. 'In this business you meet a lot of guys with an itchy 
trigger finger on one hand and a tape measure in the other.  That's just how it is. It's . . . 
tiring sometimes. He frowned a little at his own remark, then poked an errant piece of 
mopane back into the glowing blaze. 
'I think I've seen that one before, you know, scouting out by myself.  Still a loner. For what 
it's worth, in your shoes I would have done the same thing. Just don't tell anyone. They'll 
think I've gone mad.'  I said nothing. It was as close to a compliment as such men can give. 
   I've taken a lot of flak for what happened that day, with a few people becoming almost 
abusive over the way it ended up.  They see it as a missed opportunity, which I suppose it 
was. They weren't there, so to hell with them. Nobody ever put up a statue of a critic.  The 
crazy old guy in camp just laughed and clapped me on the back, and it was his money. To 
this day I'm sure he got more out of it, the way it turned out, than if I had pulled the trigger. 
  I'll never chase another lion and don't regret it. Stalking cats in heavy cover is exciting.  In 
fact, just being close to them is exhilarating. A third-class trophy isn't, so mine was a catch-
and-release lion – the best trophy I never had. 
 
 
At last 
On the third day the stag ran across the bracken at the base of the bluff and I knew my roar 
was over for another year.  It was the final day of another frustrating trip.  He was a long 
way out and getting further by the second. A pity, as those white-tipped antlers though long 
and a little willowy, were lovely and dark, deeply stained by manuka.  I tracked him, 
waiting for an opening, but none came.  In a few moments he was gone, but as he passed 
from sight there was a flicker far below him. I put the rifle down and the outline of another 
deer slowly swam into shape.  No antlers were visible but he had to be good –hindquarters 
of that size could only belong to a mature stag.  
  It all happened very fast after that. There was some work involved but within an hour the 
Sako spoke once and I had the stag of a lifetime.  All it had taken was a couple of decades 
and, to be honest, a hell of a lot of luck. 
  Many of New Zealand's great wild stags have come from around here, the Dingle and 



Albert burns, the Wilkin, the Landsborough, the Makarora and other places too numerous to 
mention.  In spite of everything, including the best efforts of the chopper boys, they're still 
there. 
   On the way out I paused for a break, feeling roughness in my knee each time it flexed 
under the load. New Zealand's  southern lakes can be fickle, but today the water lay calm far 
below,  while the tops stood resolute under a cloudless blue sky. 
Only a chilly southerly breeze carried the message that winter would soon come, but the 
weight of a green cape and a magnificent set of antlers has a way of making all worries fade 
away. 
                                          ________________________________ 
Thank you for reading my series.  About our branch heritage and our hunting ethic.  Please pay me the courtesy of 
thinking about it.  H.E. 
    
 

 

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 editor 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:  

 
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Wairarapa-NZDA/244074155772427                                                    
 
 
 
 


