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What's been happening?

More than 130 owners and guests
supported the 2006 AGM, held on
Rakiura last September. Catering for this
number certainly posed some interesting
logistical challenges in the early stages,
and as we were to discover, the island's
facilities were tested to the fullest.

The experience has left the trustees with
invaluable knowledge should the
number of owners attending this bi-
annual weekend continue to grow.
Guests, including keynote speaker Tane
Norton, Chief Register Maori Land Court
Shane Gibbons, and Bluff School Kapa
Haka group all contributed to making
the weekend a most memorable
occasion.

Annual Report

In an initiative to profile the Trust in a
professional light among its owners and
the wider business community, we are
trialing a new design. We hope you will
view this as an improvement on previous
reporting.

National Park planning

Enclosed for owners' perusal is a copy
of the Trust's submission on the National
Park process. Feedback on any points
is welcomed. Replies can be emailed
to Roger Lough at rlough@wnation.co.nz
or mailed to the Bluff office.

Hunters Hut Project

In November 2006, the last of five huts
was erected at South Lord's. Occupancy
of hunting blocks has increased since
the new huts were introduced.

On pages 2 - 5 of this newsletter is a
feature story written by John DeLury,
the Chairman of the Stewart Island
Hunters Trust, printed recently in Rod &
Gun magazine.This entertaining and
informative read outlinines his
experiences of hunting the South Lord's
and erecting the hut.

Regards
Richard Manning, Trust Secretary

A 0N WM .

Rakiura

JAUPUKAPUKA

JULY 2007

What our future generation thinks of Rakiura

When Ruby Ashworth-Manning was asked to
do a school project on her favourite place, she
chose Rakiura, an island she has grown to
love during many visits there. This is how she
describes what it means to her.

The island itself can be accessed by both boat
and plane. These are completely different
experiences. To be trapped in a small plane that
is the size of a large car and face noises that sound
like engine failure while flying over the choppy
sea is not everyone's cup of tea. Having said that,
neither is a one-hour boat trip on a very
unpredictable sea where most are seasick and
some are unable to hold it in while they attempt
to run to the deck.

It is most likely that the first real sense tingled by
Rakiura will be your sense of smell. The smell of
fish and other sea life wafts through your nose as
you depart from the boat. As you first enter
Halfmoon Bay settlement, it hits you how unique
the place is. From wherever you are standing,
outside of every building you can see lush, thick,
green forest and watch and hear many varieties
of birds flying over your head.

The wildlife that inhabits Rakiura and its
surroundings are certainly not shy. In one instance,
I was walking down to the community hall where
there was a function that my family was involved
in and coming from the other end of the street,
heading towards the community centre was a
female sea lion. It was astounding how close and
unafraid the animal was.

Not only are the animals friendly, but the people
who live and work on the island are a great, easy,
relaxed people. The interesting businesses that
are run down there amuse me. From kayaking to
glass bottom boat tours to even scooters (for
those lazy kinds of people.)

Rakiura is very special to me as | am Maori; my
family owns unique and some inaccessible sections
of land down there, situated in various places all
around the island. The reason they are so special
to my family and me is that the land has been
mostly left for our family in wills that people from
our whanau (which in my case is the Manning
whanau) can claim. These are generally referred
to as succession claims.

The process of claiming land is a very long process
as you have to know all your whakapapa (ancestry)
to be able to properly claim the land. This is
something that | have now gained an
understanding of, so that | can learn more about
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Ruby Ashworth-Manning is a year nine student
at St Margaret's College, Christchurch.

what | have rights to on Rakiura, which makes it
all the more special.

I also have Titi birding rights, which means that if
I was that way inclined | am able to go to the Titi
islands and go birding during the season. The right
to stay/go to the Titi bird islands is only given to
those who are blood descendants of those

ancestors. This is an amazing opportunity for me
to do something that most can never experience.

As my father is the secretary of the Rakiura Maori
Land Trust, | have been fortunate enough to
experience Rakiura in a different way. There have
been times were | have been left with a babysitter
not too much older than me, and just left to
explore the island at free will.

As most attractions / places of interest are within
walking distance, the opportunity to go, see, touch,
experience the nature and wildlife of the island
has made me extremely grateful. | have many
memories of fishing off the bank, attempting to
make rafts and swimming in bays with waters
below zero degrees.

Rakiura is truly a remarkable place, from the
scenery to the wildlife to even the weather; no
two days are the same and that's why | love it.
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My first trip to South Lords was in the mid seventies.
The previous year one of our regular hunting team
was killed in a car crash and that trip was tinged
with a lot of sadness. Some twenty years later
thoughts of that first trip prompted us to try for
another trip to South Lords. Two years out the
best we could get was a nine day window at the
end of March.

Sitting home one night | received a phone call from
Dave Asher of Riverton. Dave is a hunter who has
gone on to filming and producing commercial
videos on outdoor topics.

Dave told me he was in the process of filming on
the island to make a video about whitetail deer.
As hunters do, we talked at length and Dave
indicated that he would be on the island filming
about the time of our trip and | invited him to call
in at South Lords while we were there.

We left Bluff at 8.20am with Bob Hawkless on
the Mana. While we were loading at Bluff Bob
and his wife Chris both thought that we didn't
have enough gear compared to some of the
parties they have carried, but our annual trips have
taught us what we need, negating the need to
bring much home that is unused or uneaten.

Foveaux Strait was extremely kind and we were
all game to get stuck into the traditional Mana
bacon & egg pie enroute. While we were eating
Herb Hansen steamed past heading back to Bluff.
We knew that the previous party from South Lords
were on board his boat. Someone at the back of
the boat held up two whitetail heads. One looked
a fairly good trophy and we all felt a sense of
anticipation as the block drew closer.

South Lords Block is mainly a peninsula which
stretches for five kilometres and is about 1.5
kilometres wide. It has one of the best campsites
on the island which is situated in a small cove
about a kilometre up the river above a sandy beach
in Surveyors Bay and features a flat grassy terrace
that is big enough for a couple of large tents. The
shelter had been modified since our first visit and
appeared to have been rebuilt some years previously.
Tarpaulins and plastic made a large shelter complete
with table and seating for ten.

The shelter stunk of vermin and the site was
littered with a disused shower, meat safe, and
smoker. What couldn't be burnt came back on
board the boat to be dumped. The few hours we
spent cleaning up the campsite while it was fine
made the whole stay more enjoyable.

Mike went out to reconnoitre a handy trail which
follows the creek beside the camp to the far side
of the peninsula. Not all the hunting on this block
involves racing up the river. There is some great
hunting out on the seaward side of the camp.

Barry, Neville and | unpacked gear and got
organised for the next day while Hacky fried oysters
for tea. Daylight saw us away upriver in the Nev's
dinghy. The 15hp motor was a bit of a struggle
but Mike and I were only hitching a ride as far as
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Stewvart Island
SOUTH LORDS RIVER BLOCK

By John DeLury

Chairman, Stewart Island Hunters Trust

The Lords River above the Big Straight and looking towards the sea.

Deep Bay as we planned to head for the far side
of the peninsula and then come back to camp by
foot. | was keen to hunt the ridge on the upstream
side of the bay as | had shot a nice six point buck
there on our previous trip. That animal was the
first and only buck | have caught fast asleep. As
| came over a small brow | saw the buck lying
with his rear legs tucked up undemneath him about
ten metres in front of me. To this day | have no
idea how he knew | was there. He went from
asleep with his head on the ground to a full bound
before | could close the bolt. Unfortunately for
him the ridge was relatively clear and with a 21/2
power scope | was able to get a clear shot and
drop him. This buck was 9 years old with big
coronets but his rack was on the way back.

Antler thrashed scrub, sure sign of a buck in
the area. If it's fresh, get excited!
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Mike and | stalked up either side of the ridge, just
keeping in contact every now and again. We were
both wearing blaze orange caps and often a
glimpse or the occasional whistle was enough to
keep in touch with each other.

Deer sign was plentiful enough to keep us interested
and | passed an area of antler thrash which
suggested a reasonable sized buck was in the area.
Several celery pines had been rubbed up. Taking
care to look beyond the obvious | saw that about
twenty small shrubs and saplings in the vicinity
had small rubs on them. Some were old scars
but a number appeared to be fresh where the
pearling of a buck's antlers had recently damaged
the bark. | could imagine the buck pushing against
the vegetation and strengthening his neck muscles
getting ready to do battle with any rivals.

Much of the antler rubbing sign left by bucks is
not obvious and often lower to the ground than
what you expect if you are used to hunting other
deer species. Not far on and half an hour later |
was standing while watching a nice slope. | was
so expectant that | had my rifle leaning across a
conveniently placed branch. | heard Mike coming
and gave him a soft whistle to let him know where
| was. He came over and stood a few metres
away from me and had only just taken up his
position when a deer broke from behind us. A
quick shot from Mike and the first deer of the trip
was on the deck. The spiker was in extremely
good condition with a half inch of fat over the
hindquarters. Where this animal came from neither
of us know but we suspect it was bedded when
we took up position. After the meat had cooled
we took half each up and carried on. The country
changed as we hit the top of the peninsula; the
vegetation was now manuka and muttonwood.
We climbed a rata to get a view and decided we
would continue down to the coast. Not long after,
Mike went one way round a gully while | went
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the other. I got further away than | thought and although | backtracked and
whistled | was unable to cut his track. The cover changed to thick manuka
and | felt | was getting further away so | made a big circuit, whistling all the
way but the wind was coming up and | knew | was wasting my time trying
to relocate my brother. | was near the coast and eventually came out
overlooking a bay on the south side of the peninsula. | could see a nice
looking gully at the head of the bay and made for it. It took some time, as
the muttonwood was very thick. | hit the creek flowing into the bay and
came onto an old cut track heading in the right direction for the beach. Deer
tracks were clear in the soft earth. | was expecting it but was completely
beaten by the doe that bounded over the scrub only thirty metres away. The
scrub was too thick to get a shot off even if | had wanted to. | consoled
myself with the thought that | was too far away from camp to carry more
meat back. | got to the beach and was mildly disappointed not to find any
other sign of recent human activity. | climbed out over the rocks confronting
a number of young seals which | watched for some time through my
binoculars. The day was getting on as | headed for camp with one eye on
my compass. As luck would have it on the top of the ridge | came onto a
relatively open area and shortly after found a marked trail which was obviously
heading for camp. | made a quick recce on where it was heading and a
mental note to check it out later.

For some reason | never returned to the area of the antler thrash which was
totally contrary to my own advice. At the end of the trip this was one thing
| regretted. The boat boys were in camp and as Nev had also shot a young
deer they were all busy putting up our meat safe. Hacky had been sitting
on a small ridge above the area we call the Big Straight when a doe walked
a couple of metres behind him. It was completely unable to identify him
sitting motionless and was scenting repeatedly. It was so close Hacky was
able to see every twitch of its nostrils but he was unable to get his camera
out of his bag. This would become another unforgettable Island memory.
The next morning | ignored the river transport and set off to explore the
country immediately upstream from camp. | wanted to check out the previous
day's trail but just as importantly | was looking for a likely spot to sit in the
evening. We were also trialling a GPS. Waypoints and Go To's were to become
frequently used terms about the camp. | spent the day in and out of coves
on the river side, often in thick regenerating stinkwood disturbing three deer
and picking up a cast antler from last season. It measured twenty two inches
in length with four points.

We later tracked down the other antler which had been picked up in what
was probably the same gully by a hunter from the West Coast the month

before. Allowing for a conservative spread and span its score would easily
exceed 150 DS and at less than a kilometre from camp! | have not heard

of this buck being shot.

The best buck | know about shot on this block was a mighty ten pointer (DS
156) taken by David Todd in 1989. On the same trip his brother Alan took

South Lords is a peninsula five kilometres long by 1.5 kilometres wide.

Building huts for hunters on Stewart Island is a huge job. Here there are four

tons of material waiting for attention.

a fine eight pointer which scored 147. Just how tinny is that? Two brothers
- two top bucks - same trip. Still, it is all about persistence and the Todd
brothers are regular Island hunters and know the block pretty well.

Dave Asher came into camp in the late afternoon on Cyril Lawless' fishing
boat which anchored while we arranged for him to come upriver with us the
next morning. Half an hour before dark | climbed the face away from camp
and settled down while looking over a grassy gully. After ten minutes a dainty
wee fawn fed out among the ratas. | watched quietly as she suddenly put
her head in the air, sniffed through flaring nostrils and bolted for cover. By the
time | got back to the shelter the lights were on and FK Base, the Southland
Field Radio operator was giving the daily forecast.

Saturday was April Fools Day. It was perhaps a day | should have stayed in
bed. Just after daylight we picked Dave up off the boat. Dark ominous clouds
hung over the river as we made good time past the reach known as the Big
Straight. By the time Dave and | got out of the dinghy it was raining steadily.
We stood under a tree and discussed the plan. Dave was happy to follow
along behind to film whatever opportunity presented. The face above the
river had a reasonable amount of sign and led onto a punga terrace. With
the rain it was dark inside the forest. | asked Dave about his video camera
which was no handycam model. When he showed me the view through
the screen it was like someone had turned on all the lights. | guess you get
what you pay for and | figured there was a cost of more than a few trips to
the island tied up in his camera. We stalked quietly along the edge of the
terrace. | glanced ahead and saw a large kiwi digging for worms. | glanced
back to Dave and saw he had his camera in hand. | motioned him forward,
whispered "Kiwi" and pointed to where | had last
seen the bird. Dave crept forward a couple of
steps with camera at the ready. | watched with
interest when out the comer of my eye | saw a
whitetail moving away through the pungas. The
swing of the rifle caught Dave's attention.

In the gloom | was unsure just how many deer
were there. | saw one stop in a clear avenue of
pungas and put the crosshairs on its neck and fired.
I knew it was down and made my way over to
where it had been standing. Telling Dave | had hit
it | was surprised to see him heading out to the
right. "l saw it head out this way" he said. "Not the
one | shot" | said and moved left to where a three
pointer lay dead. "There were two" Dave said.

I blamed the gloom as instead of the day getting
brighter it seemed to be even blacker than when
we had left the boat. Dave was keen to film
everything and set up the tripod as | prepared to
bone out the meat. | removed the hind legs, back
steaks and other cuts out of the rain under a nearby
rata tree. | played the actor and took the lower
jaw out and gave Dave a rundown on how to age
deer by the tooth eruption in younger animals
and by tooth sectioning in older animals. This young
buck was two and a half years old. | cut open the
paunch and flicked the knife through the contents.
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Yellowed windfall broadleaf was the most common
easily identified browse. The photo | took of Dave
filming the proceedings turned out as dark as the
day. And the Kiwi? As soon as | fired it raced past
me like a sprinter at an athletics meeting.

As we still had some two hours before pickup
time | took a waypoint on the deer and we headed
off inland planning to turn back to the river. By
this time we were both starting to get wet and
Dave was having some trouble keeping his camera
dry. I had a large clear heavy plastic bag, which |
cut down one side to act as a cover. The rain was
coming down in sheets and all | could think of
was stoking some coal into the fire back at camp.
We hunted around the head of promising rimu
gully as the rain got even heavier.

| crawled under a sloping rata to get out of the rain.
Dave crouched out of the rain in front of me. We
sat there like a couple of drowned gnomes for a
while watching the water run down the rata and
drop of in front of us in a solid sheet of water. "I've
got to get some film of this" Dave said and in the
middle of the heaviest rain imaginable began filming
me crouched under the rata through a sheet of
water. | pulled my hood tighter around my head
and told him, largely for the benefit of the camera
"You've got to be stupid to be out hunting in this."
Dave got the message and we headed back to
the pick up point after collecting the meat on the
way. We were back in camp by 1.30pm and as
Dave had another job and because it was still
pouring down he and Cyril sailed back to Riverton.
Later in the day the weather cleared and Barry,
Mick and Nev went fishing for three cod. Hacky
and | went around to last nights spot and although
we sat watching till dark nothing moved.

As we walked back around the rocks | took a
tumble, jammed my foot between some rocks
and tore a medial ligament. The derision | suffered
as camp cook hobbling about with a manuka
walking stick for two days was all | could stand
and Monday morning saw me rejoining the boys
and heading upriver. The morning was a beauty
and the early morming reflections on the still water
were most enjoyable. We dropped Barry and Nev
off and carried on upstream. Looking back a
whitetail doe was standing watching us on a sunny
clearing on the bank. There was a rush for cameras
and a quick circle in the dinghy. All the time the
doe stood watching us perform like new chums
as we each tried to get a better photo than the
others. Having seen enough the doe walked
unconcermedly into the cover of the forest. Looking
through the scope she would have been an easy
shot and | couldn't help wonder where Dave Asher
with his camera was now!

Hacky and | hunted together and enjoyed a standoff
with a fawn on a rimu flat. This wee guy broke
between the two of us and ran under a rimu. Too
inexperienced to decide we were danger; he stood
and watched both of us as long as his bravery
lasted. Hacky had the video on him but all he
could see was his legs. | thought he was unsighted
and | was pointing frantically trying to make sure
we got something on film. After some minutes
the deer got the message, looked at Hacky, looked
at me, flashed his tail and was gone. We saw two
other deer before we met Mike back at the dinghy.
We checked out two upriver camps before heading
back. Visitors from the North block arrived that
evening. Grant Thomas had bought over his eight
pointer to be measured. It just made the record

Beth Bay’s fine eight point trophy from South
Lords. Photo Stuart Bay.

book at 120 1/8 DS. While we were delighted for
him the fact that it was his first time to Stewart
Island and the first whitetail he had seen did not
go unnoticed.

The days passed quickly, we were covering the
country but the bucks were keeping low profiles.
I was still checking out my evening have disturbed
her. She was so close | could see her nose twitch
and the dampness of her muzzle. As my hand
was hidden from her sight by the crown fern |
moved cautiously for my camera but she wasn't
feeling photogenic and left for the next catchment.
After she had disappeared | stood there running
the sequence through my mind, it was yet another
Stewart Island magic moment.

South Lords Block is administered by Rakiura Maori
Land Trust. In November 2006 six members of

Southland Branch NZDA built a six bunk hut at

the campsite. This hut has the same dimensions
and layout as the other huts that have been built
on hunting blocks. All costs of building were paid
by Rakiura Maori Land Trust while all building time
was voluntary and organised by Rakiura Hunter

Camp Trust. The old bivwy has been demolished
and there is still plenty of tent space. This is one
of the more attractive campsites on Stewart Island,
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South Lords Hut. Photo Stuart Bay.

please look after it. Cellphones don't work here
and in February this year a hunter was evacuated
via Southland Field Radio after he cut his leg and
required hospital treatment.

RMLT are anxious to get hunters to send them kill
returns. Caroline in their Bluff office tells me that
she is enclosing a stamped return envelope to
encourage hunters to send in kill returns. She says
that RMLT need to have better information about
hunter effort for the future of hunting on their
land. Facts always speak louder than guesswork.
Only by completing accurate returns can we expect
to learn what impact hunters are having.

The last word goes to Stuart Bay and his wife Beth
from Te Aroha. "We have been going to Stewart
Island for 20 years and have camped all around
the island and experienced all weathers under
canvas, tarpaulins, polythene and tents. It was our
delight to be the first users of the new South Lords
hut. To be guaranteed warm and dry, vermin and
sandfly free conditions inside the hut was fantastic.
Our special thanks go to those who put in the
time and effort to erect such comfortable huts.
The Batts fully lined hut must be 10 deg C warmer
than the outside temperature. The toilet is first
class also so we could be accused of getting soft!

South Lords is a special place for Beth and me. We
fly camped on Owens's Head and photographed
the setting sun on 31/12/99 and were among the
first in the world to watch it rise on the new
millennium about 30 -40 minutes before they saw
it at Gisborne (we were listening to a small transistor
radio). We then shot a deer each likely making us
the first husband/wife combo to shoot a deer in
the world for the new millennium.

Beth shot a fine eight pointer on this block which
we had mounted and this year shot her sixth
whitetalil, a five point buck, also on 1st January
with her 30-06. Beth and | hunted on our own
this year but we have taken our two sons there
over the years. The boys speared and caught their
first fish, shot their first deer, and saw their first
kiwis and seals along with experiencing all that
this wonderful wilderness adventure island offers."

The video mentioned became "Whitetailed Deer
on Stewart Island, - The Grey Ghosts of Rakiura",
and is available from South Coast Productions. It
is essential viewing for all Island hunters.

A JO0O0) W 0N JoO0rea  ob








