
The Shaky Long Drop  

Mangatainoka Hut Two. 6 to 10 December 2012 

By Roger James 

 

Our last unsuccessful attempt back in October when we drove all the way to Taupo and back again 
without a hunt. Unfortunately Darryl got a call as we approached Cambridge saying his aunty was very 
sick so he returned to Auckland. Then as we approached Taupo the helo pilot rang us to say he could not 
fly today as the weather was too bad.  

We headed into Taupo for a brew and later rang the pilot optimistically hoping the weather may have 
improved. The news was bad - no flying tomorrow either. We headed back to Auckland quite 
philosophical as this was the first time in 14 years of 3 to 4 trips a year that we hadn't been able to fly into 
our hunting block. 

 Anyway here we are on the road again heading south having checked with Spence the pilot last night and 
being assured he would be able to get us in. The forecast is not that crash hot but if we don't go now we 
won't get a trip till next year.  

We make our compulsory stop at the Cambridge Church (well used to be), now Cambridge Country Store 
with a great café upstairs. A meat pie, a date scone and coffee is consumed before getting on the road 
again. 

Arriving at Làkelànd Aviation at 1400hrs we wait for an hour for Spence the pilot to show up. As time 
passes the weather continues to close in. An hour or so later Spence shows up with his normal friendly 
smile. After the normal bit of piss taking and banter we weigh and in load the machine. Bugger we are 
under weight and could have taken more wine!! 

 

Soon we are up and away heading south down the Taharua River over Helisika (they have the lease on the 
land we are flying into and also fly in hunters) to the Mohaka River. A little way down the river we head 
southwest up the Mangaroa stream to the Mangatainoka Saddle. The machine is getting rocked around a 
bit as it is quite windy and by now raining fairly hard. We get a good view of the west end of the block 
with quite few good clearings on the north facing slopes. It's a bit tricky to get the machine in, flying up 
the river between the trees makes for some great scenery.  



As we come into land Spence says "oops it has changed a bit around here - might have to put you in the 
river!!" We end up finding a bit of beach to land on and soon have our gear stowed in the hut and a brew 
on.  

As the helo revs up to leave a big shower of spray comes off the rota blades as he heads down the river 
between the trees.  
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Getting things sorted Wayne discovers he has left the candles behind.  This is not a problem as these guys 
look better in the dark. The red wine is rationed out along with some nuts and we plan tomorrow's hunts. 

 
Wayne and Darryl. Yes these boys can read maps. 

This if followed by some rather tasty cold lamb from Wayne's farm.  

The weather is pretty bad and it rains well on into the night. In the early hours I head out for a weather 
check. The rain has stopped and the stars are out. But a bit like Auckland it is pissing down a couple of 
hours later. 

0530hrs Wayne has a brew on and the standard bacon, eggs and baked beans are underway. Three blue 
ducks sit on the river near the hut. They are supposed to be endangered but there are always plenty 
around here. They don't quack like a normal duck but squeal, sometimes sounding like Sika deer. 

 



The rain is back again. Darryl has a theory "rain before; fine by 11" but was that to be proven wrong. It 
bloody well pissed down most of the day.  

About 8 we head off into the steady rain. Darryl and Wayne head southwest up a stream to a spot known 
to us as the footy field. From there they head up a track heading to a high point of about 1000 meters. A 
good morning’s climb as the hut is at around 700m. From there they head north cutting across a number 
of nice clearings showing lots of fresh sign. The rain comes and goes with the odd patch of sunshine. The 
ground is very slippery making for a hard days hunting. No deer are seen by the pair that day. 

I went west up the main river about 1800m then headed southwest up a steep ridge cutting through 
some nice hunting country although there is very little fresh sign around. The rain had made the ground 
very muddy and slippery. The bush is very thick in places with a lot of crown ferns which are hard going 
and noisy to move through, especially after heavy rain as there are lots of branches and twigs among 
them which make a loud crack when stepped on.  

About 1300hrs I hit a high point at 1178m and stop for a bite to eat. The rain continues. After lunch I head 
down a different ridge back towards the river.Every now and then I come across a nice grassy clearing 
where deer often feed.  

 

It is while crossing one of these and taking a look around before climbing over a log I spot a young hind 
(female deer)up on the hill about 60 yards away looking straight at me. I sink down behind the log 
bringing the rifle up to find the scope is covered in water and mist. After a quick wipe to try and clear the 
scope the deer is still staring.  

Hit front in the chest the hind falls off down the hill on the far side. It takes quite some time and a lot of 
effort to get up to where it was shot and a bigger effort to find her, as she has slid well down into a gully 
full of thick scrub. The meat boned out and in my pack I continued hunting while heading back to the hut.  

That night the day’s stories were told over a few wines and a great meal. We broke out the 3L cask to 
celebrate out first deer for the trip. We used to take in bottles of wine until the pilot suggested we leave it 
behind one trip as we were over the 430kg allowed. No we didn’t leave it behind binned some other kit 
instead. 

Up not quite so early today to fine weather. Breakfast over I wandered down the back to the relatively 
new and solid long drop. I had dug the hole for this a couple of years ago. Just as I settled on to the seat 
the whole thing began to shake. "Hey you buggers stop that" I said but got no reply. Then the shaking 
started again.  At this point I figured it was an earth quake. 

This was confirmed when I got back to the hut. Wayne and Darryl had initially thought it was me scraping 
something along the corrugations on the iron until they went outside to see the trees shaking. We all had 
a good laugh about being suspicious of each other. 



 
This little beauty stood the 5.4 quake no problem. 

Wayne heads up to the footy field again feeling like an easy hunt. There is some really nice deer country 
up there with lots of fresh sign since the rain yesterday. As he heads up over a little rise in the ground he 
sees a young fawn lying in the sun. Up, bang and Wayne has his first deer of the trip. It is only a week or 
two old but will be great eating. 

Darryl and I head up the ridge behind the hut. It is reasonably steep. We hunt slowly up to 1000m before 
cutting out southeast to a large clearing we call the amphitheatre. Along the way Darryl loses the 
magazine from his Ruger semi-automatic rifle. These rifles have a magazine release catch that is prone to 
catching in things and releasing the magazine. We spend some time searching for it to no avail as the odds 
are not good amongst the crown fern.   

Arriving at the edge about 1300hrs we find a good observation point and sit to eat our lunch. After about 
40mins we are moving down the hill to look for a better observation point when Darryl spots a deer that 
had wandered out into the clearing.  

We move to some cover behind a log and watch it. It moves off behind a tree. We wait 10 minutes and it 
comes out again. I decide to fire up the iPhone and take a picture; this done the deer moves back behind 
cover. No buck fever in us not really young hunters!!! 

We sit and wait. Next thing there is squealing and hooting just below us. Not sure what is going on but we 
sit and wait. Some time later from behind the tree where our original target had gone appeared a young 
spiker (young male deer) 150m across the amphitheatre.  

I take the shot, he falls lying in the open. We wait just in case another deer comes to take a look. As we 
are waiting a stag comes to the hill unseen by us. He either hears or sees us. There is a hell of a 
commotion of hooting and snorting as he heads off in the other direction through the thick bush. We 
wander over skin and bone out the deer. 

 

From there we hunt down the gully towards the main river. Negotiating the stinging nettle which has 
taken over the place is tricky. This stuff has a real bite to it and a good hit will leave your hands numb and 
tingling for a couple of days. A few years back we got a real bad dose coming down a creek in shorts and 
short sleeves. Our bodies were numb tor a couple of days. 



Once at the river it is only about a 1km walk upstream to the hut.  Arriving back at the hut at 1730hrs 
Wayne has a brew on so we all sit down for a brew a yarn and a piece of Mrs McDonald's very tasty fruit 
cake.  

After cleaning our rifles and getting our kit sorted the red wine is carefully measured out. A very tasty 
lamb casserole is heating up while we consume the wine. Wayne's wife Laure prepares our evening meals 
which are frozen and kept in a chilly bin. We are lucky to eat so well in the bush.  

We wake to another fine day. Darryl heads up the side creek to hunt a ridge and some flats near the footy 
field. Wayne and I head up onto the ridge just west of the hut. We are always careful to plan our hunts so 
we are in separate areas. Our hunt covered some nice country. After the initial 400m climb up a steep 
ridge we are sitting overlooking a crassly slope. We wait here for about an hour before traversing the 
ridge to the next open feed gully. Progress is slow as the ground is quite steep covered in crown fern. 
There is a lot of dead wood on the ground making quiet movement difficult.  

As we come over a ridge overlooking another clearing I spot a deer across the gully. Only one problem - 
he has heard us and soon disappears of into the bush. We hunt the rest of the ridge covering some really 
good hunting country returning to the hut around 1800hrs.  

The normal routine of tea, wine, dinner and of course lots of stories takes up the evening.  

With Spence picking us around nine we have a leisurely start packing up out kit and cleaning the hut. 
Since Helisika took over the lease of these blocks the hut prices have gone from $30.00 per night per 
person to $50.00. At that price they should be providing hot and cold everything. 

Kit sorted and stacked ready for Spence we sit around in the sun and have a good yarn. 

 
     A couple of happy looking hunters. 

Soon we are up and on our way out in the car and back to Auckland having had a few great days in the 
bush. 

 
Some of the ground covered during our hunting in red. 


