
                                                                                                                                                         
 

                                                                                                                                                            

 
A special welcome to our New Members! 

 
Thank you to all who let me know of their successes. For those that do not know, 
Email me at stgd94@gmail.com with your archery related news/pics that you want 

to share. 
 

Hunters: If you intend sending pics through of bowshot game, please ensure you 
select the most ‘clean’ pictures. I.e., ones with the least blood/dirt etc... On the 

animal. Thank you 

 
Tournament News 

IBO round 4 – As I was perusing through the IBO results, I was getting to the point 
of thinking I'd have nothing to mention here... The first two club members on the 
list missed out on 3rdplace by a narrow margin. Then I spot Hunter Class...and 

René's name - 2
nd

 place for round 4! Benjamin Orchard - 2
nd

 place in Junior. Then 
another Twin Coast Archer's name comes up – Sam Overton, 1

st
 place in the 

Junior release aid division having successfully outshot a very tough competitor. 
Congratulations all! Then for the Series placings – Stephen Orchard (3

rd
), Sarah 

Thoroughgood (3
rd

), René Archner (3
rd

),Benjamin Orchard (2
nd

) by shoot out, 
Rebekah Thoroughgood (1

st
), Sam Overton (2

nd
), Isaac Burton(3

rd
), Brenton 

Baker (3
rd

). Congratulations everyone. 
 

Bowhunting News 
Firsts for hunters this time include a Peacock (2 as a matter of fact) for Nathan 

and a Red Deer for Sarah. Total small game (NZBS classification) tallies from 1st 
September – 31

st
 October include: 18 Goats, 2 Peacocks, 7 Rabbits, 1 Pig (under 

5kg dressed weight), 1 Hare and 1 Possum. Big Game – 3 Pigs (over 15kg) and a 
Red Deer Spiker. 

 

Club News 
Upcoming AGM – Tuesday 4th November 

 

If you have a short archery story you would like to share – please 
send it on through and 

it may well feature here... 

................................................................. 

A Mission For Meat 
- By Sarah Thoroughgood (written in 2010) 

Sunday afternoons are a time of rest for most. That is, for almost anyone 
who is not on a mission! My mission involved getting some meat to gift to 

several older friends of mine who have been very generous to me over the 
year or two I have known them. Of course, as most people know, several 
hind quarter roasts don’t have a habit of hanging around on trees waiting 
to be picked. One has to physically go out there and shoot something. To 
me, there’s no better a way to do it than go out into the bush with my bow 

and several arrows. Heading out at 3pm; I hoped to chance upon 
something wandering around the edge of the bush. My first stop was a 
clearing amidst the pines I was hunting in. Before I could think about 

where I might spot goats, 7 of them were feeding towards me. 
Despite the wind playing pranks on me, I slipped in behind a tree and 

awaited their arrival. However, that was not to be. They caught wind of me 
before I could get a chance to shoot. I was pretty confident I could catch 

up with some others, so continued on my way. Eventually I spotted a mob 



of 8 emerging from a creek bed around 600m away. I would have to 
descend a steep, pine clad hill before crossing a stream at the bottom, 

after which I would ascend another very steep hill with no more than mere 
kikuyu as cover. I was keen to try my luck. Not even making it 20m down 

the first hill, I spotted two nannies and a kid. I decided to leave 
them be, but not without practicing my stalking skills on them first. 

Slowly, I edged my way down the hill, finally closing the gap to 40m. It was 
then that I heard a very newborn kid bleat. Not interested in sneaking up 
on the three anymore, I headed in that direction, spooking the threesome 
in the process. Coming over the top of a small mound, I saw a white and 
gold nanny ran off. Shortly after, I spotted the kid. I walked over to it and 
was amazed at its tiny size. My arrows are only 25” long and it was no 
longer and no taller than half the length of them. I took some photos, 

before leaving it be. I hope it stays clear of hungry hawks. 
I continued on after the goats that would now have been around 450m 

away. I crossed the head of a waterfall onto the other side and started the 
acent. I had only climbed around 60m before I looked back over to the 
hillside I’d just descended. A large mob of goats were feeding across a 
clearing. The two options I had didn’t take much weighing up to decide 

which one to take. 1. Climb 340m uphill in early summer heat, or, 2. Duck 
back 60m and head along the slope, with at least pine trees as cover. 
Option two was the one I selected. I raced back downhill, crossing the 

head of the waterfall and started heading across the slope 
towards the feeding goats. I came around the base of one spur, and 

noticed them coming around the base of another spur 100m off. I quickly 
advanced while I could. It was not long before I was kneeling beside a 

tree, arrow nocked and had goats literally all around me. I was waiting for 
one to present a good shot angle. I watched a nanny come over the 
edge of the spur in front of me, unfortunately for me she was clearly 

suckling kids. Two good sized juveniles came over the hill, 10y in front of 
me. However, time was running out as the nanny was staring right at me. 

A second later, what I was dreading happened. The nanny snorted 
and the game was up. All 20 odd goats tore off uphill. I sat and thought 

everything over for a few minutes before tackling the big hill climb to the 8 
undisturbed goats. It proved very helpful. While I was sitting turning 

everything over in my mind, I heard a young billy bleat. He had obviously 
not noticed the herd feeding away from the clearing and then taking off up 
the hill. Trying my luck, I raced off over the spur in front of me and started 
bleating back to him. He responded immediately and came running. The 

first time I saw him, he was only 30y away, running towards me and to my 
left. He stopped 25y downhill of me. I came to full draw and lined 

my 20y pin up just forward of his shoulder, as he was quartering on 
looking at me. I released. The 100gr Thunderhead XP tipped Easton Epic 

passed right through him. It was a very good shot and the goat didn’t 
make it more than 25y before dropping to the ground, hardly knowing what 
had happened. I waited a few minutes before looking for my arrow. I found 

it buried in the ground below where the goat had been standing. The 
broadhead had not been damaged at all and was still razor sharp. 

Slowly advancing on the dip in the land that the goat had vanished into, I 
was happy I had succeeded. There was a good blood trail and I knew that 
I would find what I wanted. Coming over the small hill, I spotted my goat 

lying next to a chunk of wood. I set my camera on self timer and took 
some pictures. Then came the carry home, all uphill...  

Two days later, I finished carving up all the meat and packaged the two 
hind quarter roasts up nicely, ready to take with me on an Air NZ plane the 
following day and then gift to my adult friends. A week after, working 800 

odd km’s from home, I was fortunate enough to be invited to my 
friend's place for dinner. Guess what we had? It was thoroughly delicious 

and made me appreciate once again how rewarding it is to eat of what has 
taken a lot of work to get to the table. 

 
Mission Acomplished!  

The tinny kid 


