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RECREATION 



 

 

The Social Group meets at the Sunday School Hall (Upper 

Moutere Lutheran Church) on Thursday afternoons at 

1.30pm each fortnight.   

Join in games and cards. Enjoy our afternoon of fun and     

fellowship. All welcome. 

Contact Brian or Lois Eggers  ph 5432 871. 

MAPUA BOWLING CLUB 
 

THE WRITE BIAS 
It has been a busy time at Mapua Bowling Club as 
the 2015/16 season drew to a close. 
 

4ÈÅ ÁÎÎÕÁÌ Ȭ+É×ÉÓ ÖÓ ÔÈÅ 2ÅÓÔȭ ÔÒÉÐÌÅÓ ÔÏÕÒÎÁÍÅÎÔ 
was held on closing day. There was a great turn-
out of members dressed in a range of colourful 
outfits representing their country of birth. Black 
was the colour of choice for the Kiwis.  Red, white 
ÁÎÄ ÂÌÕÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÏÍÍÏÎ ÃÏÌÏÕÒÓ ÁÍÏÎÇ ȬÔÈÅ 2ÅÓÔȭȢ  
The bowling was competitive but in good spirit. A 
good day was had by all. Winners on the day were 
ȬÔÈÅ 2ÅÓÔȭȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÏ ÃÌÏÓÅȢ 
 

4ÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÁÓÏÎȭÓ ÃÈÁÍÐÉÏÎÓÈÉÐ 
trophies was followed by a club BBQ. A number of 
members received trophies this year. The prized 
Championship Senior Singles trophies went to 
John Trotter and Jean Daubney. 

 
The Mapua Bowling Club AGM was held on Satur-
day the 7th of May. With a number of members 
willing to put their names forward for a role on 
the committee, a full committee was elected. Dave 
England is the new Club President. Michael Busby 
who has served as President for the past two sea-
sons was thanked for all the hard work and effort 
he has put in while President.  

 
Throughout the winter months, our green, which 
is only two seasons old, will be weeded, rolled and 
pampered to make sure it is at its best when the 
new season begins. In the meantime, Mapua Bowl-
ing Club members will be getting together twice a 
month (first and third Fridays) at the club rooms 
for social evenings. 
 

For information about the bowling club or book-
ing the clubhouse and facilities please call Presi-
dent, Dave England (540 2934) 

 

Barbara Brown 



 

 

Upper Moutere Volunteer Fire Brigade 

Call Outs 

Callouts from the 16th April - 15 May 

17/4 Car fire, Appleby Bridge 

19/4 Tree stumps on fire, Rosedale 

20/4 Structure fire, Able Glass Motueka 

10/5 Permitted fire, Wills Road 

14/5 Alarm activation, Warren Place Mapua 

We all know wasps can be annoying at this 

time of year and a great idea can be using pet-

rol/diesel poured down into their nests,  the 

fumes will get rid of them, we hope that you 

understand that it does not need to be set 

alight!  

This is very dangerous! 

           COMMUNITY   

Rural Women NZ 
 

In 1925 a number of farmersô wives were on holiday in 
Wellington while their husbands attended a conference 
of the Farmersô Union. They got talking and heard stories 
of the way of life on many farms. Stories of loneliness, of 
illness, lack of education etc. So they set up ñ Womenôs 
Division of the Farmerôs Unionò to see what could be 

done to help. And out of this developed an emergency 
housekeeping and bushnursing scheme. 

Later on Womenôs Division of the Farmerôs Union was 
renamed Womenôs Division Federated Farmers and fi-

nally became Rural Women NZ. 

The problem of loneliness and isolation has improved 
through modern technology and social media, but RWNZ 

are still the leading body promoting and advocating on 
rural health, education, land use and social issues. 

The latest initiatives are for road safety around school 
buses, quad bike safety and firearms and hunter safety. 

 

Moutere Hills Community Centre  



 

 



 

 

Dear Ed., 
JUNE QUIZ NIGHTS, SPRIG & FERN, MAPUA 

 
With family living and working in Fiji, my concern for 

their welfare is my current priority.  Not only were the ef-
fects of Category 5 Tropical Cyclone Winston devastating in 
February, but they were compounded by two further Cate-
gory 1 cyclones that caused extensive flooding. 

It would be all too easy to bail them out, fund flights 
ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘΦ  .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ  
Zoë and Wilson are needed there to assist with the restora-
tion programme.  They have the skills needed to organise 
and co-ordinate the provision of supplies, food, building ma-
ǘŜǊƛŀƭǎΣ ǘƻƻƭǎΣ ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘ ƎƻƻŘǎΣ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ Χ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ƻƴΗ  
²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǎ ƴƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǳƴŘǎ ǘƻ ǎǳǇπ
port the rebuilding of the whole community of Waimaqera 
on Taveuni. 

So my project is fundraising and I have been truly 
humbled by the outpouring of support from in and around 
Mapua.  A movie night at the State Cinema, Motueka was a 
sell-ƻǳǘΣ ŀ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ 9ŘŘƛŜ 
the Eagle.  Many thanks to Upper Moutere Tennis Club, 
Mapua Bowling Club, Mapua Community Library and PANZ 
Nelson for being there, buying raffle tickets and generally 
being noisy. 

A second movie night has been scheduled thanks to 
the generosity of Mark, the Cinema Manager who will do-
nate all the proceeds to Fiji. 

A very special lady needs a mention.  Joy Scott 
raises money for charities and took it on herself to organise a 
Sales Table at Mapua Bowling Club in support of Fiji.  At 90 
plus a little bit, what she created was no mean feat.  But it 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ /ƭǳō ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻπ
ceeds from two raffles. 

I am truly indebted to all of these people and 
through your newsletter would like to thank them publicly. 

Next project?  Two quiz nights scheduled at the 
Sprig & Fern on Wednesday 15th June and Wednesday 22nd 
June both starting around 7 p.m.  $3 per head and the 
chance of winning a $50 bar tab.  Teams of any number, the 
more the merrier, just come along for a bit of fun whilst 
helping our Pacific neighbours to get back on their feet. 

 
Sue England 

https://givealittle.co.nz/cause/help4cyclone 
 

Holiday Accommodation  
Collingwood ð Golden Bay  

 

A cosy one room cottage with 
kitchen and bathroom  

  
$90 couple ($20 extra adult, $12 

child, infants free)  

  
 

Call : 02040758551 0r 0221923341  

  

https://givealittle.co.nz/cause/help4cyclone


 

 

A Stormy Pot through trip 

(The Cave) 
By Andrew Smith 

 

The rope shuddered as it began to pick up speed through my de-
cender,.The darkness of the unknown below was both intimidating 
and foreboding,: the rope had been thrown coiling its way down with 
out certainty of reaching the rocky bottom. 

 

The rock was dark and wet, the void large and airy. As my light slowly 
began to pick up the rubble on the floor I became aware that the 
10mm Nylon rope to which I owed my support had not reached the 
rocks below. Still 20 metres up I could not decide how short the rope 
was. I continued to descend. The rope whipped around crashing into 
the sides of the shaft, as I neared the last ten metres . I could see that 
the rope was very close to a large rock on the cave floor, this was 
what I had been hoping for.  I continued to abseil. The rope was about 
one and a half metres from the top of this rock which meant that I 
even had to undo the knot in the bottom of the rope to get just that 
extra length. With my hand now holding the very end of the rope my 
toes touched the boulder and with a sigh of relief I let the rope go. 

With the stretch of the rope it disappeared back up the shaft and well 
out of reach. This was the Intimidator pitch, the fourth of twenty 
seven abseils in the entrance series and the second of 60 metres. 

 

The Stormy pot entrance into Nettlebed cave has been progressively 
discovered over the last five years. A small number of very dedicated 
cavers battled underground rivers, abseils under waterfalls, swims in 
deep cold waters and many more challenges before finally a break 
through into known passage. All this with out a drop of sunlight. 

This entrance makes Nettlebed the deepest cave in New Zealand at 
1176m. 

 

With the Entrance series behind us I looked forward to some horizon-
tal caving. The passages were wide and high, sometimes with a floor, 
sometimes with the darkness of a rift below our feet and the sound of 
water running way down deep. After many hours and many chal-
ƭŜƴƎŜǎ ΣƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ άDŀǘŜǎ ƻŦ ¢Ǌƻȅέ ŀ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǇǳǎƘŜǎ ƘŀǊŘ ƻƴ 
ǎǘŜǊƴǳƳ ŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪ ōƻƴŜΣ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎŀƳǇΦΣ ǘƘŜ ά/ƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜ 
ǊƻƻƳέ hǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ŎŀƳǇǎƛǘŜ Ƙŀǎ 
been formed. The damp sandy floor provides a great sleeping plat-
form and with water only 20metres away who could ask for more? 

 

5ŀȅ ǘǿƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀŘŜŘ άwƛǾŜǊ ƻŦ /ƭƻǿƴǎέ ŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 
much talk about this section of the cave where swimming the deep 
pools and the bitter cold was a fact of life. This cave was rigged as a 
άǇǳƭƭ Řƻǿƴέ ǘǊƛǇΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅ Ƙŀǎ ŀōǎŜƛƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
first abseil the rope is then pulled down behind us and this continues 
for most of the drops.What this means is that there is no going back 
and no getting out of doing the River of Clowns. It did not matter 
what the cave had to throw at us, we just had to do it. 

 

For half an hour the caving was easy dry and horizontal but all good 
things come to an end and sure enough the sound of running water 
got closer and closer, and then it was splash. The River of Clowns was 
easy on us for a start, even our gumboots remained dry.  Soon  the 
hand holds around the steep sides of the stream slowly became 
smoother and more slick until it was time to wade in boots and all. 
Several pools had the water at waist depth and some a little deeper. 
Then came the first of two traverse hand lines to help in getting 
around a very much deeper pool. 

 

The water was a pure blue green, so clear it hid its true depth and the 
sinister cold that lurked.  The traverse line was to aid cavers around 
the side of this pool but the tricky thing was the roof had descended 

to only about 500mm above the surface. Grasping the rope 
with both hands and placing my body in an almost 45 Deg an-
gle I leaned back and shuffled my feet along the wall. The wa-
ter started seeping into all  

those warm places that one does not like water to seep.  My 
pack was  almost completely under water but I must keep moving, 
Water was pouring down my back; I was desperate to get out of the 
wet ., Finally , rounding a corner, I saw the stony beach that would 
mean respite. Cold and miserable  I poured out the water from my 
gumboots. We did not stop for fear of cooling down even more.  So 
pool after pool and one more traverse line similar to the first and then 
ŀƴ άǳǇ ǇƛǘŎƘέ ǘƻ ŀǎŎŜƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ƻƴ 
us, the water levels had been low and the pitches had been dry. The 
ǿŀǘŜǊ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƎǳǊƎƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ά.ƭŀŎƪ 
5ǿŀǊŦέ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊκtŀǎǎŀƎŜΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜǎΦ {ǳŎƘ 
large spaces hidden under mountains are difficult to believe and un-
derstand, how and why? A chamber known as Hammer heights which 
we had to squeeze into is even bigger. We tramped up and down 
mountains of rock for almost ¾ hour before squeezing through a hole 
in the floor in this massive place. The odd thing about Hammer 
heights is that you squeeze into it and then squeeze out of it. 

 

Just after Black Dwarf and before Hammer heights is the connection 
between old and new discoveries. The old Nettlebed and the new 
Stormy pot. Travel through the old Nettlebed was familiar country; 
ƴŀƳŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ άtǊƛŎƪƭȅ ǘǳōŜέ ά¢ƛǇǇȅ ǘƻŜǎέ ŀƴŘ ά{ŀƭǾŀǘƛƻƴ Iŀƭƭέ ǿƘƛŎƘ 
is where we stayed on our second night. 

 

The trip out to the entrance held two challenges, the first was the 
ducks. This is an area in the cave half an hour from the entrance 
where the roof gets to within 500mm from the floor, this would not 
be a problem but from time to time water likes to share the same 
ǎǇŀŎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎŀǾŜǊ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ άŘǳŎƪέ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƻ 
reach the passage beyond. We were lucky this day. 

 

The next and final Challenge was the Hinkle Horn Honking Holes, 
which are a series of three squeezes. Lying flat with my chin on the 
cold calcite floor I pushed my pack into the squeeze. We were doing a 
pack shuffle, the wind through the holes was terrific, this is caused by 
the barometric pressure difference between the top of the cave and 
the exit at the bottom.   After the three packs had been pushed, 
pulled, jerked and yanked it was time for cavers to do the wiggle 
thing. Sliding my helmet ahead of me I slithered through the first re-
striction. Using my feet to push off I gradually made progress into the 
larger space between the squeezes. The second squeeze is much the 
same but with very little space before the third restriction.   The third 
Squeeze is similar but with a twist, there is a corner beyond. Ap-
proaching the corner a caver must manoeuvre so that they are on 
their left side down, the corner turns to the left. The technique in-
volves entering the corner and bending your back with your face 
against the rock the slowly rolling over so that you end up sliding on 
your back. In all this you have to be very mindful that your gumboots 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎΦ 

 

Exiting the cave is always an exhilarating experience, in particular the 
visual rush of colours, greens and blues which are so vibrant and of 
course the sunshine. 

 

Many thanks to Chris Whitehouse who was part of the 
exploration team who helped Seb and myself find the 
way. 

The team: 

Seb Head 

Chris Whitehouse 

Andrew Smith 

 



 

 

The Moutere Community Youth 
Trust will be holding their AGM on 

July 6th at 7:30pm. 

Anyone who is interested in the work of 
the Trust, or of our Youth Workers Billy 
and Tessa Werner, are more than wel-

come to attend. 

 ¢ƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜƭŘ ŀǘ {ǘ tŀǳƭΩǎ     
Lutheran Community Church Hall. Re-
freshments will be served after the    

meeting. 



 

 



 

 

       CHILDREN  

House-cleaning�² Please contact me if 
�\�R�X�·�G���O�L�N�H���V�R�P�H�R�Q�H���W�R���F�R�P�H���D�Q�G���V�S�U�X�F�H���X�S��
the kitchen, polish up the bathroom, vac-
uum up the spiders and create order out 

�R�I���F�K�D�R�V�« 

Phone Catriona 022 192 3341  

Ghosts      

We float through worlds like a puff of 

down caught on an updraught, 

unseen, 

are we cognisant? 

Are we actually phantoms of the past? 

Do people catch our whispers, 

ghosts of words in a dream, 

does a veil separate our worlds, 

are there tears, 

does magic live, 

or am I a mortal dreaming? 

(by Rosa Kelly 11years) 


