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Wow. The year is flying by, already we’re ploughing through August. For those of you who spent the last couple of weeks 
knee-deep in mud and elbow-deep in the back end of a cow, I hope you’re feeling refreshed and ready to tackle the rest of 
this year! Congratulations to the third-year students too, who celebrated the halfway point of their journey by throwing 
themselves out of aeroplanes.
Between Vet Start, Mentor-Mentee Happy Hour, Halfway Day and Calving, we’ve had a busy past few weeks. But don’t 
worry, we’ve got it all covered in this latest issue for you!
So, sit back, relax, tune out from the lecturer you’re meant to be listening to right now, and enjoy what we’ve put together 
for you to feast your eyes on.
Georgia Beasley, and the Nose to Tail team
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In the first week of semester two, the first year vets and techs were 
whisked away to the glistening metropolis of Waikanae for a two 
day event shrouded in mystery: Vet Start. Despite initial concerns, 
it turned out to be a pretty sweet time. Between the not so Amazing 
Pursuit and Stuart’s iconic purple Hawaiian shirt (does he have 
multiple or was it the same one?) the discussions and activities were 
all pretty interesting. We learnt about MBTI profiles, why change is 
good, and how to be mindful– stuff to get us through these next four 
years and beyond.

Vet Start was also about making friends, though I must admit, 
when I found myself handcuffed to a person I had met less than an 
hour prior, I did question the school’s methods. It was all good 
though, the object of the game was to get away from the other 
person, so I guess it was a lesson in establishing professional 
boundaries.

The fabled karaoke night was somewhere in between disconcerting 
and comical. Complete with an enchanting rendition of the Natasha 
Bedingfield classic, Unwritten, from MUVSA, a passionate horse 
impression followed by a quasi-strip show from Lotte, and a vocally-
challenged performance of Breaking Free by a couple of guys who 
would have made Troy Bolton cry.

So, what did we take away from Vet Start? Aside from sore throats 
and a desperate need for some alone time, we gained a tonne of 
new friends and felt truly welcomed into the programme. A huge 
thank you to the facilitators, lecturers, sponsors and other vet 
students for making us feel so welcome.

After barely recovering from Vet Start, we were paired up with 
third year mentors to awkwardly lose our Happy Hour virginity at 
the Masonic. 

Among the pairs, the Titanic and an Iceberg were a hit–
literally. Other iconic groupings included a stripper, a strip pole 
and a seedy old guy, Jacinda and a horse, and the unfortunate 
group of dick and balls whose left testicle was AWOL.

The first few weeks of vet school has been a huge switch from the 
fiery hellscape of pre-vet. Going from studying furiously 24/7 to a 
having a suspiciously empty timetable has created a very real sense 
of calm before the storm. To all other first years: be prepared– let's 
get ready to buckle down into the roughest, wildest, and wettest ride 
of our lives.

Julia Burton, Jack Cameron, Ella Donaldson, and Jenny Jang 
Photographs supplied by Dauntless Photography

THE FRESHER PERSPECTIVE
A full-on first week for the first years– and what happens at Vet Start stays at Vet Start. Mostly.



Unfortunately, due to being a little too enthusiastic with the pre-
drinking, much of the night was a rabbit hole for me– but I will 
write on what I can remember from the Vet Gala 2019.
Before I had even found my seat I had broken two glasses, lost 
all of my designated companions, cut myself and had bashed 
my head on a doorframe. 
Despite the numerous injuries though, I had a fantastic night, 
which I suspect may have been due to the potions I had been 
imbibing for most of the day.
The night proper opened with a classic Vet Ball dinner– a buffet 
with an odd assortment of vegetables and some very dry 
chicken, followed by ice cream and Wonderland themed 
cupcakes. 
The dry chicken didn’t really call out ‘Eat Me’ to be honest, but I 
shovelled it down nonetheless and hoped it’d sober me up 
slightly before the revelled fourth year performance.
The dance got off to a shaky start when someone tripped on 
the aux cable, but after fixing this we bumbled through the 

moves we had practised over the past couple of weeks, and 
before we knew it, our time to shine was over. 
One groovy dancer in particular– Tom Harsant– was a 
standout. Although his moves were always a couple of seconds 
late, his enthusiasm made up for it tenfold.
The rest of the night was a blur of photos, trips to the loo, and 
dancing to bangers sung by some bald blokes. 
Before I knew it we were on our way home singing a drunken 
chant. At the president’s request the bus took us on a Maccas
run to end the evening on a high.
Cheers to the committee for throwing an absolute smash of a 
Gala. Big thanks to dance instructors Aimee and Alice– I can 
imagine you found it easier to clicker train your cats in first year 
than teach us to dance. Thanks so much for everyone who 
attended the night, we had an absolute ball.

Andre Grafas and Georgia Beasley
Photographs supplied by Nicholas Kan and Michael Morgan
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HALFWAY TO FREEDOM
We only get to experience the infamous half-way day once in our 
many years of study, and luckily for the current third year students, 
the 2019 trip was no disappointment. As busloads of vet students 
made the trek up to Taupō, excited chatter and nervous laughter 
filled the air. All the scrimping and saving, the countless bake sales 
along with the regretful decision to strip naked in front of their 
peers, had led to this one glorious day.

“Our options for how to celebrate the half-way point of our degree 
were endless; some chose to throw themselves out of a plane, some 
chose to ride rapids down the Waikato River, and some opted for a 
bit of relaxation at the day spa. No matter the pastime, the activities 
were all thrilling in their own right and will be remembered for 
years to come.”

I can’t say that I am surprised that jumping out of an aeroplane is 
desired by many vet students, as the adrenaline of the fall makes for 
a refreshing change from long, dark days in the lecture hall. Not to 
mention there is comfort in the thought that if something went 

wrong, well, at least we wouldn’t have to sit the Clinical Studies 
final exam.

“What they don’t tell you about skydiving is that falling is scary -
yes, but what’s even scarier is the two seconds you are sitting on the 
edge of the plane door, ready for the ‘O.K.’ to jump, and your legs 
are being blasted by the force of the winds… but that’s okay 
because vet school has prepared us for this much pressure.”

To top off an already thrilling and memorable adventure, that 
night, the one and only Stefan Smith shouted the class twenty one 
jugs of beer, which provided even further merriment. As 
the evening continued, students exchanged stories from their 
escapades and their laughter stretched well into the night. When 
they all finally headed off to bed, many with bellies full of booze, I 
think they all knew that this day would be a memory they will hold 
close to their hearts.

Bianca Mercer and Ashlee Larsen with contributions from 
Maree Eggleton, Mihi Shepherd and Kristina Gee



Horse lovers be warned, there’s competition on the block! No longer 
restrained to just the rideable herbivores, large animal lovers can now 
express their passion for the cloven-hooved variety too. Conjointly run 
this year by Tom Harsant and Megan Hassall, Cloven Hoof began 
three years ago and has around 80 members today. It aims to aid the 
education of production animals received here at Massey and give an 
insight into the industry. “It’s about getting practical experience and 
putting your learning into real-life situations,” Megan explains. “I’ve 
also made a lot of contacts in the industry, it’s a great opportunity to 
get your name out there”. 
Every Tuesday night at 5pm, a cheerful delegation of farm animal 
aficionados gather in SSLB3, to hear about the experiences of various 
experts in the field. World-renowned speakers take to the stage to 
discuss the ins and outs of nutrition, breeding, rearing and disease, 
just to name a recent few. “It’s very much driven by the industry,” 
Tom replies. “They’re crying out for large animal vets at the moment, 
so we actually have people contacting us to come and speak.” 
Unless you’ve taken up residence at the bottom of a garden pond 
(which may be less damp than some flats this winter), you will know 
that dairy exports dominate New Zealand’s agricultural sector, but 
this isn’t all that’s discussed. “We have different topics every week. 
We recently had a week dedicated exclusively to deer farming for 
example,” Tom says. 
We all love listening to people speak and obviously don’t get to do 
enough of it here at vet school. But what about the practical side? 

Well, fear not dear friends, Cloven Hoof has that covered too. “We 
run field trips 2-3 times a year,” Megan continues. “They’re usually 
experiences not typically offered at Massey. Last year for instance, we 
went to a bull semen-collecting unit, which was really interesting and 
quite different”.
For those more interested in passing their papers than collecting bull 
spunk, Cloven Hoof also runs a mock steeplechase in preparation for 
the third-year final exam. “It makes everyone feel a little bit better 
about the exam, gives them a chance to see what it’s like. It’s not just 
third-years either, I learnt a lot in second-year and fourth-years also 
really enjoy it” Megan adds. 
All this? For how much? For less than the cost of two cruisers on a 
night out, only $10 for the whole year! This exclusive deal supplies 
food at each talk, subsidises the field trip and secures you priority 
boarding and a business class seat in the van. Of course, none of this 
would be possible without our very own Kevin Lawrence and Kate 
Griffiths lending their support, so a big thank you to them! 
To join Cloven Hoof, simply search for “The Cloven Hoof- Production 
Animal Appreciation Group” on Facebook, email 
Clovenhoof.Massey@gmail.com or turn up to a talk in SSLB3 at 5pm 
on a Tuesday. Non-members are welcome, but they do have to 
maintain standards, so vet students only please. None of that mangy 
ag lot. 
Tracie Ketcher and Catherine Nelson
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an interview with

Stuart Gordon
A study in professionalism with Nose to Tail’s 
Samuel Frost and Georgia Beasley 

What can you remember of your days in vet 
school?

I did a BSc in Zoology and then I started 
medicine because my father was a doctor, and I 
hated it. I then went back to Zimbabwe licking 
my wounds and heard of this brand new faculty 
that had opened up in Harare, and so thought 
‘Oh well that’s it. Zoology and medicine 
combined equals veterinary’, so I started that. But 
in fact, I don’t know if that was such a good idea 
(laughs). I probably started it for the wrong 
reasons, just like I’d started medicine for the 
wrong reasons.

It took me a little longer than normal because I 
was partying hard and skydiving, and doing 
everything but studying, but I don’t regret doing it 
because I now realise there is so much more to 
veterinary than just the clinical practice. That’s 
kind of kept me going. I used to be a school 
teacher before I became a vet, and the teaching 
aspect of veterinary has been fantastic.

How did you transition into your first job after 
vet school?

There I was very innovative. There weren’t many 
jobs around. I phoned around all the private 
practices in Harare they all said ‘No, no, no, we 
don’t need anyone, business isn’t so good, we’re 
not expanding’, so I created a niche for myself. I 
approached every single private practice, and 
instead of just asking for a job, I said could I start 
an ambulatory clinic, so I could basically extend 
their practice. I could go to people’s houses and 
treat animals for routine stuff. It was a kind of 
house call service. Most people ignored my letters 
but the guys who originally told me they didn’t 
have a job for me said ‘Well you obviously show 
great initiative and maybe we can give you a job.’ 
And I never had to do any of those house calls, 
they just incorporated me into the practice. I 
think they were impressed by my original idea and 
initiative, so they decided to give me a job. 

My bosses were good guys, but they weren’t very 
good vets, and a lot of habits I picked up in my 
early years as a vet were not good habits; kind of 
sloppy veterinary practice, because of my very 
slack boss. I became a bit of a cowboy vet because 
he was a cowboy vet. Choose bosses who have the 
same kind of work principles as you.

What did you find most challenging in your early 
career?

When I graduated the Zimbabwean government 
went on this huge land reform programme, where 
they expelled every white Zimbabwean farmer off 
their land, and a lot of my business was servicing 
these commercial farmers, so my client base was 
diminishing rapidly. And that was another reason 
why the horse job was a good one, because for 
some reason the Zimbabwean government 
decided to leave thoroughbred breeders and 
trainers alone, so they maintained the horse 
racing industry. There was still work there, but 
there was certainly no work in dairy or sheep and 
beef. That all collapsed literally overnight. We just 
lost our customers.

We once heard you mention some experience 
with camels…

I worked for the university of Zimbabwe then. 
Economically you couldn’t survive. Zimbabwe 
had a 21 million percent inflation rate. I was 
getting paid in Zimbabwe dollars, and my last 
salary was four and a half quadrillion Zimbabwe 
dollars. It was worthless. I didn’t even bother 
cashing the cheque. No one used the University. 
We didn’t have any drugs, any equipment, so my 
job was to lecture. Facilities were quite good, but 
they were just deserted. Colonel Gaddafi, the 
leader of Libya at the time, had given Robert 
Mugabe five North African camels as a Christmas 
present. These camels literally arrived with half an 
hours’ notice. They’d been bound, legs folded 
underneath them, with duct tape, in the plane for 
about four days. They suddenly arrived, and we 
had to cut the duct tape off and give them 
physiotherapy to try and get them to stand. They 
must have had pins and needles from hell. We 
slowly got them, three adults and two calves, to 
their feet. They hadn’t eaten for at least four days. 
Who knows how long they’d been at Tripoli 
Airport. We managed to get some hay, which was 
actually really hard in Zimbabwe at the time 

because there was no farming going on. We had 
big dustbins of water, got the animals to their feet, 
put them in the stables. We thought, they’re going 
to empty these dustbins of water, they’re going to 
be so thirsty. First thing they did? They ate all the 
hay. They didn’t touch the water.
I’d never seen a camel in my life until they 
arrived. And I got informed by the Minister of 
Agriculture who accompanied these camels to the 
university campus, that I was now Robert 
Mugabe’s personal camel veterinarian.

Was it high stakes?

No one said if anything happens to these camels 
you’ll be tortured by the security apparatus. But it 
was a little bit worrying, and I certainly was 
concerned that these camels remained in tip top 
good health. The Libyan vets accompanied the 
camels till they landed at Harare airport. The 
message they had sent to us was that the camels 
must never ever get wet. Ever. Don’t wash them 
and never put them out in the rain or else they’ll 
get hypothermia and die instantly, so we had to 
be very careful of that. We did put them out in 
paddocks, but we had to have someone on rain 
watch during the day when they were outside. If 
there was any sign of inclement weather, we kept 
them in the stables. Could you imagine if I went 
and got President Mugabe’s camels wet?

What part of your current role do you find most 
frustrating?

When I arrived 11 years ago, this job didn’t exist. 
It was a challenge in that I kind of had to create it 
from scratch. Although there was a block course 
in final year of professionalism stuff, it was diluted, 
combined with public health, and fifth year 
students didn’t know which was which. It had no 
identity. I had to make it up from scratch, and 
because we had a new curriculum, I had to embed 
it from first year through to fifth, not just two or 
three days in fifth year. So that was a challenge. 

I’d say the biggest frustration now that it’s 
embedded and well established is that people still 
don’t fully buy in to it. There’s still a perception of 
‘Oh God, what a waste of time’, and I’ll take 
some responsibility, and say when I read that sort 
of thing I think ‘How can I make it more 
engaging for students?’, but I think it’s a 
veterinary thing. Unless it’s very complex and 
overwhelming, we don’t regard it as valid. It’s got 
to be difficult otherwise it’s not veterinary.

“…the camels must never ever 
get wet… or else they’ll get 
hypothermia and die instantly. 
Could you imagine if I went and 
got President Mugabe’s camels 
wet?”
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Aries (Mar 21 – Apr 19)
A new friend you made recently 
is thinking of you fondly this 
cycle, rejoice! You might have a 
tag-along from calving, consult 
your parasitology guide, and 
perhaps a medical professional.

Taurus (Apr 20 – May 20)
You can't shake the feeling that 
you've left something behind, in 
a place it should not be. You 
forgot the first commandment, 
"Spares and Tears", didn't you? 
Thankfully the second is "Its' 
never wrong to shoot a cow"...

Gemini (May 21 – Jun 20)
Hm... I sense a growing anger. 
Something coming shall leave a 
bitter taste in your mouth. Have 
some Causmag, You're just not 
you when you're 
hypomagnasaemic.

Cancer (Jun 21 – Jul 22)
The next few weeks will see you 
ambling in circles rather than 
making consistent progress. 
Sounds like a unilateral brain 
lesion. Have you considered 
Listeria? Or maybe you just went 
too hard on a night out. 

Leo (Jul 23 – Aug 22)
You will find yourself in familiar 
surroundings this month. What a 
surprise. More time in AH2. Yay. 

Virgo (Aug 23 – Sep 22)
Betrayal lies around the corner. 
First years, you’re not going to 
Taratahi this year. The good 
news? You get to spend an extra 
week at Massey instead!

Libra (Sep 23 – Oct 22)
As you’re drifting away, the 
sound of music will reach your 
ears. Yes, Neroli has a nice voice, 
but try to actually listen to her 
too. 

Scorpio (Oct 23 – Nov 21)
You will feel chilled to the bone 
sometime in the future. Not 
quite as literally as the cadavers 
but wear a thermal under your 
lab coat anyway. 

Sagittarius (Nov 22 – Dec 21)
Don’t take stability for granted. 
Especially if you’re in the Vet 
Tower. 

Capricorn (Dec 22 – Jan 19)
You will start to lose part of 
yourself sometime soon… 
Sounds like crypto. Didn’t you 
know you’ve got to wash your 
hands?

Aquarius Jan 20 – Feb 18)
A lot of time will be spent 
searching, as Neptune 
approaches Mars. Probably just 
looking for your pigeon hole 
again.

Pisces (Feb 19 – Mar 20)
Just when you thought all your 
troubles were over, you will 
discover they’ve barely begun. 
Welcome to vet school first-
years. You’ll love it. 

Catherine Nelson and Andre Grafas, in collaboration 
with Nose to Tail contributors 

PATIENT OF THE MONTH

Smoke was admitted to Massey because he 
suddenly lost motor function in both of his hind 
limbs. After taking radiographs and a CT, it was 
found that he had a lesion on the L3 – L4 
vertebrae which the vets gave a tentative 
diagnosis of a tumour. But that hasn’t stopped 
him. After about 3 days he started to gain some 
strength in his legs and after 5 days he could 
walk, and appeared to have healed on his own! 
He loved attention and would cry whenever he 
was left alone; the best job when he was in the 
hospital was to sit with him and shower him with 
love and cuddles. Now he’s back on his lifestyle 
block living it up with his other animal mates.

Tracie Ketcher

Smoke
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Also some of the staff don’t buy into it. Everyone 
wants to jam the curriculum full of their own 
speciality. Whether you’re going to use it as a vet 
or not. You’re going to use communication skills 
every single day of your life, whatever type of vet 
you become. But are you going to use specialised 
surgical techniques?
When I was at the University of Zimbabwe, we 
got taught all those special suture patterns for 
repairing tendons. I can still remember them, 
because we had to learn them off by heart for 
the exam. I came out of university qualified, 
knowing everything about those tendon repair 
patterns. Never ever to this day have I ever used 
one. You have to be fairly specialised before you 
start repairing a horse’s flexor tendon. 

Have you noticed any difference in the newly 
selected first years’ perception of professional 
studies?

It’s probably too early to say. We’re now 
selecting for more extroverts. It used to be 80% 
introverts, and now it’s 50-50. It’s early days, so 
they’ve only really started doing the 
communications stuff. Certainly, for the second 
years, the simulated consultations they did 
seemed to go with a lot less trauma than 
previous years. I think they’re much more 
comfortable with role playing and that sort of 
thing. I haven’t noticed the major cultural shift 
yet, but I hope that will come.

What brings you the most satisfaction in your 
role?
Emails, and articles like in Nose to Tail where 
people say, ‘I wasn’t a believer, and now I realise 
that professional studies is fantastic’. Seeing that 
lightbulb moment where people go ‘Oh gosh this 
is kind of important.’ Ideally, I’d like to see that 
before they graduate. And I am seeing that more 
and more. That gives me great satisfaction.

What professionalism attribute would you say 
you display the least?

I think it’s very ironic that I’m responsible for 
teaching veterinary business skills. If I had any 
financial business acumen, I would probably not 
work at Massey. You’re never going to get rich 
here. So, I find that ironic, that I’m teaching a 
lot of stuff that I’m don’t ever have the 
opportunity to display myself. Also wellbeing to 
be honest. The number of times I facilitate a 
mindfulness course and then think ‘When did I 
last practice mindfulness?’ It’s a little bit like “Do 
as I say, not as I’m doing.”

How do you manage your work life balance?

I’m trying desperately to make my job an office 
hours job. Most people say it’s mission 
impossible, to see if you can work in an academic 
institution during office hours. I haven’t 
achieved it yet, but that’s what I’m aiming for. 
Because I’ve got kids, and you don’t want to be 
the distant father no one ever saw.

I’m passionate about music. I’m not a musician, 
but I listen to a wide variety of music. And I’ve 
got a little plot of land, and I go there many 
weekends. I don’t farm anything because I’m not 
there, so I can’t keep cows or anything. 
Someone keeps bees on my plot, and basically, 
it’s just a large man cave for me. I just go out 
there and I potter. I arrived in New Zealand 
with absolutely zero DIY skills. In Zimbabwe, 
labour was so cheap you never had to do 
anything yourself, you just threw money at it, 
and not very much money at that. I couldn’t 
even paint when I arrived. So now I practice my 
DIY skills out where it doesn’t really matter if 
your quality’s not that great. So, I suppose I’m a 
weekend amateur farmer and music listener.


