NZAGA Newsletter
NZ Arapawa Goat Association

May 2015, Issue 2

Focus of this Newsletter
Welcome to the second edition of the NZAGA newsletter
which offers stories from people who have played a crucial
role in the survival of the NZ Arapawa goats: David Hughes
(David has the goats with the breeding name ‘Tutukinoa’) and
Michael Trotter (of ‘Summer Wine’. Michael also has a long
history with the NZ Rare BreedZ Association). There is a
delightful article from Anne May of the UK and an equally
interesting and informative story from Glenn O’Keefe who is
new to both New Zealand and Arapawa goats.

Leave in the wild or domesticate?
In 2011, when we started a register for the NZ Arapawa goats,
only 26 live animals were found living in domestication, and
almost all were scattered around the Christchurch area.
Despite the birth of a number of kids, with very few stud bucks
available and a very limited gene pool, it became apparent
that our numbers in domestication were not viable. This,
along with DOC’s policy to eradicate the few remaining wild
goats on Arapawa Island, effectively meant the breed was
doomed. Armed with this information, my husband Alan and
I met with DOC’s Marlborough Sounds area manager (Roy
Grose) in Picton. Appreciating the situation, Roy arranged for
the retrieval of three bucks and six does from various sites on
the island (two of the older does died a few months later).
Today we can claim 182 Arapawa goats in domestication; 124
does and 58 bucks. The gene pool continues to be small but
with careful planning is now possible. A few remain wild on
Arapawa Island, but their heritage can no longer be
guaranteed since the introduction of other goat breeds.
Alison Sutherland

Island Girl of Arapawa Island
NZAGA Reg. No. 105. Retrieved
from Arapawa Island’s Onauku
Bay by DOC on 14th February
2013

“…domesticated animals are
predisposed to being happier
than their wild counterparts,
in spite of captivity.” (Wilcox,
C. Scientific American, 12
April 2011)

BREEDER PROFILE – DAVID HUGHES
Introduction – if you own an Arapawa goat registered
with the NZAGA, in all probability there is a ‘Tutukinoa’ in
its pedigree. Trusted by an ailing Betty Rowe to take the
last of her ‘home’ goats off the Island, David and his
partner Patsy Gibson have played a crucial part in the
introduction of the Arapawa goat into domestication.
Having had an involvement with Arapawa goats stretching
back some 30 years, they have recently sold their
property and will spend their retirement sailing around
New Zealand in their yacht Wharetutu. In this story they
share how they accidentally became involved with
Arapawa goats and describe some of their early
experiences up to the point where they began to
successfully breed female kids. They later went on to
build up a herd of about 80 Arapawa goats.
“I am not sure about the date but it was in the mid-1980s.
Our very good friend Bryan Fowler, who bred Arapawa
sheep and was a member of the Rare Breeds
Conservation Society, suggested that we might like to go
with him to the annual auction the Society holds each year
at Willowbank Wildlife Reserve. At the time we were in a
syndicate, of which Bryan was a member, building a large
yacht with a view to sailing around the world. We had
dreamed up the idea of building the yacht on scuba diving
expeditions to Stewart Island and we named her with the
Maori name of the island – Rakiura. When we weren’t ‘at
work’ we were working on Rakiura so a break was
attractive to us and we enthusiastically accepted his
invitation. We had no intention of buying anything at the
auction and envisaged a look at the animals in the
auction, a picnic lunch with a glass or two of wine, and a
welcome break from fibreglass, wood dust and glue.
However, when we got to the auction things quickly
changed. We began walking around and looking at the
various animals that were for sale. There were many
interesting ones but one very handsome and friendly billy
goat kept drawing us back. He would stand up on the rails
of his pen and we would talk to him and give him a good
tickle under the chin that he seemed to like and never tire
of. We had purchased a small holding in Lyttelton so that

“The name ‘Tutukinoa’
came about when my family
gave us a brass plate they
had had made as a
present. I'm not sure how
they arrived at its meaning
but they thought it meant
'the final goal' which they
thought appropriate.
However, when I told the
bicultural lecturer at work
she thought it meant 'a big
punch up'. So, on a good
day it was the final goal but
on a bad one it was a big
punch up!”

David Hughes –
Breeding Name: Tutukinoa

we had some land to come back to when our
proposed yacht trip was over and gradually it
dawned on us that buying this goat was
feasible. But what breed was he and, more
importantly, how much would he cost? We
knew nothing about rare breed animals and
thought he might be very valuable and well
out of our reach. We made some enquiries
and found out he was an Arapawa goat and it
was suggested that he probably wouldn’t
fetch more than $250. We decided we could
afford $250 and waited nervously for the
auction to start while hoping he would not
attract too many bids and be pushed out of
our reach. It was all over very quickly and we
could hardly believe our luck because we
paid only $28 for him. We named him
Pegasus after Port Pegasus on Stewart
Island and figured we had got a great
bargain. We had, and it was a bargain that
was to have a significant effect on our future
lives.
Shortly after the auction Mike Willis, who
owns Willowbank Wildlife Reserve and had
put Pegasus into the auction, suggested we
might like to take two Arapawa nannies under
the caregiver scheme that was operating at
the time. The idea was that we took total
responsibility for the welfare of the nannies
and, while we didn’t own them, could breed
them with Pegasus and the off spring would
be ours. The nannies we got were a mother
and her daughter that we named Gog and
Magog after prominent mountains in Port
Pegasus.
Magog was too young to breed but we ran
Gog with Pegasus and kept our fingers
crossed for the next five months. We were
not disappointed because Gog delivered two
lovely male kids. We took them to the next
Rare Breeds auction and sold them because
we couldn’t use them for breeding. A reporter
from a farming paper took a photo of me

holding one of these kids and interviewed me
about the breed. The photo duly appeared in
the paper above an article about the goats.
The caption under the photo described me as
a farmer and breeder‘, much to the
amusement of my father-in-law who was a
proper farmer all his life and at one stage
owned Pukaki Downs Station in the
McKenzie Country!
Before the next breeding season we were
struck a blow because Magog died. She had
looked perfectly normal when I fed out one
morning but when she didn’t appear at
feeding time the following day I investigated
and found her dead in her shelter. She was
not lying over but just sitting there as if she
has settled down for the night and died
instantly. We were horrified and contaced
Mike Willis to tell him and find out if we
should get an autopsy done. Mike told us
such things happen and not to worry about an
autopsy.
Our hopes were now pinned on Gog, our one
remaining nanny and, much to our
excitement, she delivered healthy female
twins that we named Belltopper and Anglem
after Stewart Island features. On two
different occasions first Belltopper and then
Anglem got themselves into situations in
which they would certainly have died had
either Patsy or myself not fortuitously arrived
and extricated them. Saving Belltopper and
Anglem was critical for our continued
involvement with the breed because shortly
after Belltopper and Anglem were weaned
Gog died. When I fed out in the morning she
came for her food but she didn’t seem to be
her usual vital self and when I got home from
work and checked in on her I was horrified to
find her dead. I have absolutely no doubt that
had either Belltopper or Anglem not been
rescued we would have become totally
disillusioned and quit the breed. Fortunately

both goats lived long lives and produced
numerous offspring.
We were fortunate to acquire another billy by
the time Belltopper and Anglem were old
enough to be mated because we couldn’t put
Pegasus over his daughters. This goat we
called Chewie. Chewie got his name from
Chew Tobacco Bay on Stewart Island rather
that the Star Wars Wookiee of the same
name. We ran Chewie with Belltopper and
Anglem who kidded on the same day, each
producing a set of twins, three boys and one
girl. We wanted to make sure that everything
was ok and took the kids to the local vet who
had worked with goats. She examined them
thoroughly and said she was very happy with
the girl and two of the boys but not quite so
happy with the third boy. We were given very
explicit instructions on what to do if there was
a problem and headed home with a
thermometer, antibiotics and optimism that
was short lived. All three boys thrived but the
girl died within 24 hours despite our best
efforts. We had started with two nannies and
now several years later we still had just two
nannies. Clearly we were not making
progress.
I began corresponding with Betty Rowe on
Arapawa Island and our friendship
developed. While Betty would have been
happy to give us more goats, movement of
animals off the Island was prohibited because
hydatids had been found in sheep there. One
day while pondering this problem I had a
eureka moment. Would it be possible to get
a very young kid off the island? Given the life
cycle of the hydatid a suckling kid could not
possibly have picked up the parasite and I
wondered if MAF would allow such a kid to
leave. I knew that Betty occasionally had
animals that, for one reason or another, had
to be taken in and bottle raised. I contacted

MAF and explained my idea and to my delight
they agreed. MAF were very helpful and said
that if such a kid became available I could
inform them and while I was making the travel
arragements they would complete the
necessary paper work.
One day Betty contacted me to say she had
just taken in a very young kid we could have.
I contacted MAF and got the go ahead and
within a few days I was back home with a
lovely nanny kid having driven to Picton,
caught the mail boat and picked up the kid
when we called at Arapawa Island, and then
driven back home again. It was a long round
trip but the weather was lovely and the day
out on the mail boat a great experience. On
another occasion I went up and got a billy kid
and a second nanny kid, again in glorious
weather.

Tutukinoa Willis (AG120)
Owned by M Davison of Blenheim

With additional nannies the number of kids
born gradually began to increase but there
was a problem. Practically every kid born was
male. At first we though we were just unlucky
because over the short term a
disproportionate number of kids of one
gender was statistically quite probable.

However, when this gender imbalance
continued season after season we calculated
the probablity of getting the disproportionate
number of males we were getting assuming
chance was the explanation. The result
confirmed our very strong suspicions and
showed that the gender imbalance could not
be explained by chance. Clearly something
else was needed to explain what was
happening. We suspected that it might be
something to do with the goats‘ limited gene
pool although we didn’t have any evidence for
this. Even if we had found evidence I don’t
know what we could have done about it.
Then, one day, we were given a British
veterinary text book that explained that a
preponderence of male kids was the result of
iodine deficiency. Given this was a veterinary
text book we had to take it seriously. The

solution was said to be the provision of
seaweed meal. On Arapawa Island the goats
have access to seaweed all the time but our
goats had never eaten it. Our nannies were
either born at Lytttelton or taken off the Island
before they were old enough to eat seaweed.
The more we thought about it the more it
seemed that this might be the answer. We
purchased some seaweed meal from a local
equine supplier and made it available to the
goats. We found the seaweed meal to have a
very strong and unappealing smell and
doubted the goats would touch it. Fortunately
we were wrong and they ate it with gusto.
The result was that the next season we had
slightly more female than male kids and from
then on our gender balance was as it should
be. We were up and running and our hope
that we might have a hand in saving the
breed became a real possibility.

Tutukinoa Pipi (AG045), daughter of Betty Rowe’s ‘Miracle of Arapawa Island’ (AG038),
running across the hills of David and Patsy’s farm in Lyttleton.

BREEDER PROFILE – MICHAEL TROTTER
Introduction – Michael, and his wife Bev were fond of the BBC television series “Last of the
Summer Wine” that centred on some old retirees and their youthful antics. When they retired from
the Canterbury Museum in 1995, they bought a piece of land in Tuahiwi, using the term “Summer
Wine” for various initiatives to convey the idea that, rather than being in the autumn of their lives,
they were in their summer. Within his employment, one of the tasks Michael had was for the
Marlborough Sounds Maritime Park Board; in 1978 he was to look for archaeological evidence of
Arapawa goats on Arapawa Island … “we didn’t find any, but that wasn’t surprising as the survey
was for locating archaeological sites rather than investigating them.” In 2002 Michael and Bev
became editors of the Rare Breeds NewZ and set up the Rare Breeds Website. Michael
continued doing the magazine until last year.
“Although I come from a farming background, with several generations of ancestors similarly
involved, my first encounter with rare breeds of livestock and Arapawa goats in particular, was
when I was making an archaeological survey of parts of Arapawa Island in 1978. Here I met Betty
Rowe and her goats while camping on the Rowe property not far from their house.
It was years later before I became involved with them. When we retired from Canterbury Museum,
Bev and I went to live in the country, and we asked Michael Willis what was the best way to obtain
some rare farm animals. He introduced us to the Rare Breeds Conservation Society of New
Zealand and we soon had Dorset Horn Sheep, Cape Barren geese, Dexter cattle and various
chooks on our ten acre block in Tuahiwi. But the sheep took a lot of care – not good as you get
older. So we sold them and got some Arapawa goats from David Hughes in their place.
I’ve been back to the Island a couple of time in recent years, once staying with Betty Rowe for a
few days, and once for a few days after her death. It was a delight to see Arapawa goats in the
scrub and bush on the Island, sometimes coming down to the beach, presumably to nibble on
seaweed.”

Feed time at Tuahiwi
(the dog is Border
Collie Galla)

UK ARAPAWA GOAT BREEDER – ANNE MAY

“I first started keeping goats in
1971 when we moved into the

OUR TEN YEAR ADVENTURE WITH ARAPAWAS
We have kept dairy goats in the south east of England since
1972, and on holiday on the South Island of New Zealand in
2005 my husband, John, and I visited Betty Rowe at her home
on the East Bay of Arapawa Island. We had heard of her
heroic efforts to preserve the Arapawa goats from extinction by
saving them from the cull instigated by the authorities by
bringing the goats onto their private, fenced land and how
Betty subsequently turned this into a Wildlife Sanctuary. We
spent three idyllic days enjoying Betty’s company and her
hospitality and were enchanted by these attractive ‘feral’ goats.
On learning that a small group had been imported into the UK
the previous year by Sandra Jones, we contacted her on our
return and she let us have a group of three females and two
males to start our own herd. These were Pretty Girl (PG) and
her buckling Pioneer, Mia and her female yearling kid, Meridian
(Merry) and another unrelated buckling, Traveller.

countryside in Kent to a house
with 5 acres of land. I bred
British Toggenburgs for nearly 25
years and enjoyed showing some
of them with a modicum of
success. I made cheese using
home produced and bought in
milk and ran cheesemaking
courses for several years. During
this time I was active on the local
and national 'goat scene', serving
on Club committees and being
Secretary of the BT Breed
Society for a time. I was a
committee member of the British
Goat Society for several years
but my main area of interest
during the '80s and '90s was
involvement with the
development of AI for goats. I
was a member of the Board of a

Pioneer
(deceased)

small company (Caprine Ovine
Breeding Sevices Ltd.) which
arranged semen collections and
Inseminator Training Courses.
This work is still carried out
privately 'tho on a very limited

.
All of these goats had unrecorded/unknown Arapawa sires on
the Island. Having bred BTs for years, we now had a British
Alpine, a Toggenburg and a Golden Guernsey and although
the Arapawas were penned separately in pairs, they were all
outside together without any problems and no damage was
ever caused to our disbudded goats by the horns of the new
arrivals. We had 6’ deer fencing (not chain link) and the
Arapawas never attempted to jump it. PG did have a very
peculiar gait and, particularly when she first arrived with us, or
when alarmed would hop over the ground like a kangaroo.
She is a roan colour although her son, Pioneer was jet black
with bronze around his ears and amazing antlers.

scale. I still have one goat in milk
altho' she has not kidded for
several years but are allowing our
Toggenburg and two of our three
remaining Arapawas to grow old
gracefully, which sadly will signify
the end of our goatkeeping days,
although they do still bring us a
lot of pleasure. We remain
convinced of the very real health
benefits of drinking raw goats'
milk.”

Sadly he died at 9 years old when a storm
blew a tree down over the barn where he was
kept. He was no longer with us by then and
was probably nearing the end of his useful
life. Unfortunately, and to our great regret, he
became quite cantankerous as he aged and
was not a suitable candidate for semen
collection. PG’s next kids were very pale in
colour and others were roan. She is still with
us and seems in good shape and we feel
quite a sense of responsibility as she is the
last survivor of that importation. Mia (born on
the island in 2001) died last year. We miss
her very much as she was the only one of the
Arapawas who was really tame. I believe she
was a favourite of Betty’s and had been
reared on a bottle which none of ours have
been. In fact we have found the Arapawas to
be excellent mothers with plentiful milk in
neat udders with good forward attachment
and small teats. Mia was black with fawn leg
and ear markings and we have her last kid,
Miracle, who resembles her in all but
temperament. We have also kept PG’s last
kid, Daisy, whose offspring along with others,
have been passed on to other owners in the

hope of encouraging the development of the
breed in this country. At one time there were
more than ten groups of Arapawas in the UK
but we are only aware of half that number
now. In view of the extremely limited gene
pool in this country it Is most unfortunate that
it has not been possible to collect semen from
any of the original males. Although we have
made every effort to monitor and keep track
of these goats, and Christine Ball has been
particularly active in this, our data is restricted
to those willing to participate and one of the
largest breeders no longer communicates,
being too busy with animal rescue operations.
We believe there to be about 60 Arapawa
goats in the UK at the moment, but this is
only a guess. It is unfortunate, too, that
efforts to have these goats included on the
register of the Rare Breeds Association of
Great Britain have failed due to them not
meeting that society's criteria of being
indigenous to this country.
On a personal level, given the fact that the
accommodation where we now live is not
adequate for us to keep a male, and also that
John and I are probably approaching the end
of our goat-keeping days – not just yet but
definitely on the horizon, we are considering
passing on Miracle to an animal park where
they have a number of Arapawas (and have
had stock from us in the past) as she is still
young enough to kid.

Anne’s 3 remaining Arapawas with
Pretty Girl (aged 15 and the last
remaining of Sandra Jones' 2004
importation) in the front left.

GOAT PROFILE – MIRACLE

She is related to Genesis,
one of the helicopter goats
dropped at the sanctuary
during the second rescue
muster. Genesis promptly
gave birth to triplets, one of
which was Gigi who she

abandoned. Betty handraised Gigi. Later, Gigi in
turn gave birth to two sets of

triplets, the latter pregnancy
Miracle being given special treats by Jeanette McIsaac

including Miracle whom Gigi
also abandoned. Betty found

Miracle of Arapawa Island (HB AG038) was born in or around
2002. She was one of triplets but her mother Gigi abandoned
her at birth and she was hand raised by Betty Rowe.
While she was still quite small, Miracle got stung by a bee and
went into convulsions and Betty did not think she would make
it through the night. But the wee kid did pull through – so
Betty called her Miracle.
Betty died in 2008, and a number of her special goats,
including Miracle, were taken by David Hughes to be looked
after on his hilltop property overlooking Lyttelton Harbour.
Last year, David sold his Lyttelton property and Miracle went
to Michael Trotter to see out her retirement years. By this
time she was at least twelve years old and had lost her front
teeth, so she largely depends on hand feeding.

her and bought her indoors to
raise at which time she went
into convulsions so Betty did
not think she would make it
through the night – but she

did, hence the name ‘Miracle’
rather than the alphabetical
hereditary formula Betty

usually used.

Miracle is very friendly, always hungry, and very vocal in
communicating to both humans and other goats. She is a
great hit with visitors to the Summer Wine property.
Miracle’s daughter:
Tutukinoa Lily, AG151

MY ARAPAWA GOATS
– GLENN O’KEEFFE

I emigrated permanently, in 2012, and bought
a small lifestyle block in Levin. I am a
vegetarian so did not want to breed meat
animals; I needed something unusual. I
found out about the Arapawa Island goat and
its connection to England. Thinking it was a
perfect bridge to my old life back home, I
contacted Alison to see if I could get one. I
took home a beautiful little girl, and her
brother a wether and named them Lilo and
Stitch after the cartoon characters.

the plants on our land to ensure it was safe
for Lilo. It was safe, his death was
unavoidable. I contacted Alison and asked if I
could have another goat so that Lilo would
not be alone, unsure if she would be OK with
this as my success rate was down to 50%.
A few months later I went to meet Bonnie,
and decided I would like to home her, so
Alison came to see my farm to ensure it
would be ok for her to live with me. I collected
Bonnie and took her to meet her new friend,
Lilo, and luckily they got on straight away.

We were really new to farm animals, but we
had dogs and horses so thought we would
know enough to give them a good home. We
gave them the race as an enclosure as it had
trees and a huge tree stump for them to play
on. We got them a house each and let them
go; they promptly dug a den under the tree
stump and moved in.
Lilo was the most independent straight away
and kept her distance, but Stitch was very
friendly and liked to be played with. When I
was playing with him I found a nugget of fur in
his house, and called Sharon, my partner,
over to help me catch Stitch. I checked him
out and found nothing. The two goats were
different colours so I was sure it was from
him. Sharon was just about to phone the vet
when I checked the lump of fur and found a
small elastic ring attached to it, then the
penny dropped, it was his wether bit, newbies
eh?
Unfortunately Stitch started to get sick. I
called the vet and was told he had goat polio,
a vitamin B deficiency. He was injected with
extra B vitamins and we sat and waited it out.
Sadly over the night he died. It was our first
animal loss on the farm and I took it hard. I
read up on causes of the illness in case I had
done anything wrong and got help to check

Bonnie is far more naughty than Lilo and is
an expert escaper. She has taught Lilo
everything she knows about getting through,
under, or over fences, and between them
they have killed a fair amount of our trees, but
I would not change them. They are spoiled
rotten and live as free and happy a life as we
can give them.
It is a pleasure to see them run over when
they catch sight of me, and to get the
occasional cuddle, and if I have a slice of
Mollenberg, or a spare feijoa even better. We
have not bred them yet as we want to wait
until they are fully grown. We hope to get
them to a buck this year in the hope of
increasing the numbers of these wonderful,
funny little animals, fingers crossed we have
girls.

Alison’s comment
As a relatively new breeder of Arapawa goats and
the breeder of little Stitch, I appreciate Glenn sharing
his very sad experience which highlights the grief
and doubt (“what did I do wrong?” we all share at the
loss of one of our precious Arapawa goats. As I
have done since establishing the registry, I turned to
Michael Trotter for advice. He reassured me that we
all get these problems and all too often our local vet,
many of whom are unfamiliar with goats, is just
guessing. Apparently some goat breeders swear by
vitamin B12 which they give as a Marmite sandwich,
but Andrea Gauland, a woman highly respected for
her knowledge of goats, points out that it is B1 that is
required for thiamine deficiency (which leads me to
wonder if it wasn’t the marmite but the wheat in the
bread that benefitted the goats; wheat is high in
thiamine but too much wheat causes its own
problems). If there is one invaluable thing I have
learnt about goat health it’s ‘change the diet
gradually’!
Andrea has very kindly agreed to share some
of her experience in taking care of the goats.
I look forward to sharing these gems with you
in the next newsletter.

GOAT POLIO - excerpt from the
website:
www.tennesseemeatgoats.com/arti
cles2/listeriosis.html
Polioencephalomalacia (Goat Polio)
is basically thiamine (Vitamin B 1)
deficiency. It generally occurs in
weanlings and very young goats.
Symptoms include: excitability,
"stargazing," uncoordinated
staggering and/or weaving, circling,
diarrhoea, muscle tremors, and
blindness. As the disease
progresses, convulsions and high
fever occur, and if untreated, the
goat generally dies within 24-72
hours.
To try to avoid this disease,
decrease grain, increase roughage,
avoid mouldy hay and grain, and
don't use feed that is susceptible to
mould (molasses-based/textured
feeds). Complete avoidance of
Goat Polio is impossible. After
doing everything "right," breeders
can still have a goat contract Goat
Polio.

… alison@xtra.co.nz,
alison.arapawa@gmail.com

Tutukinoa Nancy (AG035) and
Tutukinoa Pipi (AG045) helping
themselves to hay from the new goat
feeder on Millard Farm. The feeders
can be purchased through King
Equipment in Ashhurst,
Ph. 06 3268496

